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Atrxanper Pope was born in London, May 22,|school at Twyford, near Winchester, and again to 
1633, of parents whose rank or station was never|another school about Hyde Park Corner; from 
ascertained; we are informed that they were of|which he used somctimes to stroll to the play- 
“gentle blood;’’ that his father was of a family of |house; and was so delighted with theatrical exhi- 
which the Earl of Downe was the head; and that/bitions, that he formed a kind of play from ‘ Ogilby’s 
bis mother was the daughter of William Turner, |Iliad,’ with some verses of his own intermixed, 
Eq. of York, who had likewise three sons, one of | which he persuaded his school-fellows to act, with 
whom had the honour of being killed, and the other/the addition of his master’s gardner, who person- 
of dying, in the service of Charles the First: thc|ated Ajax. 
third was made a general officer in Spain, from} At the two last schools he used to represent him- 
whom the sister inherited what sequcstrations and | self as having lost part of what Taverner had taught 
forfeitures had left in the family. him; and on his master at Twyford he had already 

This, and this only, is told by Pope; who is more|exercised his poctry ina lampoon. Yct under those 
Willing, as I have heard observed, to show what his | masters he translated more than a fourth part of the 
father was not, than what he was. It is allowed|‘ Metamorphoses.’ If he kept the same proportion 
that he grew rich by trade; but whether in a shop|in his other exercises, it cannot be thought that his 
oron the Exchange, was never discovered, till Mr.|lose was great. 

Tyers told, on the authority of Mrs. Racket, that| He tells of himself, in his pocms, that “" he lisp’d 
he was a linen-draper in the Strand. Both parents|in numbers;’’ and used to say that he could not re- 
Were papists. member the time when he began to make verses 
Pope was from his birth of a constitution tender [πὶ the style of fiction it might have been said of him 
and delicate; but is said to have shown remarkable|as of Pindar, that, when he lay in his cradle, ‘‘ the 
gentleness and sweetness of disposition. The weak-jbees swarmed about his mouth.” 
x88 of his body continued through his life;* but the) About the time of the Revolution, his father, who 
nildness of his mind perhaps ended with his child-|was undoubtedly disappointed by the sudden blast 
wood. His voice, when he was young, was sojof Popish prosperity, quitted his trade, and retired 
leasing, that he was called in fondness “ the little|to Binfield, in Windsor Forest, with about twenty 
Nightingale.” thousand pounds; for which, being conscientiously 
Being not sent early to school, he was taught to|/determined not to entrust it to the government, he 
ead by an aunt; and, when he was seven or cight/found no better use than that of locking it up in a 
‘cary old, became a lover of books. He first learn-|chest, and taking from it what his expenses re- 
d to write by imitating printed books; a species of |quired; and his life was long enough to consume a 
enmanship in which he rctained great excellence|great part of it, before his son came to the inher- 
hrough his whole life, though his ordinary hand_|itance. 
ras not elcgant. To Binfield, Pope was called by his father when 
When he was about eight, he was placed in|he was about twelve ycars old; and there he had 
{ampshire, under Taverner, a Romish pricst, who, |for a few months the assistance of one Deane, ano- 
v a method very rarely practised, taught him the|ther priest, of whom he learned only to construe a 
rreck and Latin rudiments together. He was now |little of ‘ Tully’s Offices.” How Mr. Deane could 
inst regularly initiated in poetry by the perusal of |spend, with a boy who had translated so much of 
Ogilby’s Homer,’ and ‘ Sandys’ Ovid.’ Ogilby’s|‘ Ovid,’ some months over a small part of ‘ Tully’s 
ssistance he never repaid with any praise; but of | Offices,’ it is now vain to inquire. 
δά γ᾽ he declared, in his notes to the ‘ Iliad,’ that} Of a youth so successfully employed, and so con- 
‘nglish poetry owed much of its beauty to his|spicuously improved, a minute account must be natu- 
ranslations. Sandys very rarely attempted origi-|rally desircd; but curiosity must be contented with 
al composition. confused, imperfect, and sometimes improbable in- 
From the care of Taverner, under whom his pro-|telligence. Pope, finding little advantage from ex- 
iciency was considerable, he was removed to a'ternal help, resolved thenceforward to direct him- 
self, and at twelve formed a plan of study, which 
* This weakness was so great that he constantly wore! he completed with little other incitement than the 
tays. His method of taking the air on the water was to: desire of excellence. 
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Was befure inporf et; aud wrote some other sunall| wards. 
pieces, Which he afterwards printed. Cowley, Milton, and Pups, are distinguished 
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eonecived to have been attainable by a boy of four-jecontemporaries his full) share cf reputation, to 
teen in Windsor Forest have been esteemed without virtue, and care.-ed 
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wig. He was fond, and perhaps vain, of amusing 
himself with poetry and criticism: and sometimes 
sent his performances to Pope, who did not forbear 
such remarks as were row and then unwelcome. 
Pupe, in his turn, put the juvenile version of ‘ Sta- 
tius’ into his hands for correction. 

Their correspondence afforded the public its first 
knowledge of Pope’s epistolary powers; for his 
Letters were given by Cromwell to one Mrs. 
Thomas; and she many years afterwards sold them 
to Curll, whu inserted them in a volume of his 
‘ Misccllanivs.’ 

Walsh, a name yet preserved among the minor 
pivts, was one of his first encouragers. His regard 
wa gained by the * Pastorals,’ and from him Pope 
received the counsel from which he seems to have 
wevlatect his studies. Walsh advised him to cor- 
recaess, which, as he told him, the English poets 
had hitherto newvlected, and which thercfore was 
hit to him as a basis of fume; and being delighted 
wih rural porims, recommended to him to write a 
γαῖ τὰ! comedy, like those which are read so 


ata time When 41} the wooed knew he was perse 
cuted by fortuae; and not only saw that this wag 
attempted in waelundestine manner, with the utingst 
falsehood awl exluuany, but fowad that all this was 
done by alittle alfeeted hy poerite, Who had acthing 
in his mouth at the same τὰ but truth, eandour, 
friendship, goud-nature, humanity, and δια τὰ τὴ 
mity.” 

How the attack was claude stin sb act castly pore 
ecived, nor how his person is ἀν preeiat. ἧς but he 
seens to have known sumething af Pope's charac- 
ter, in whom may be discover.cl an appetite to talk 
too frequently Cf his awa vir ties. 

The pamplilet is such as rave might be expeeted 
to dictate. He supposes himself to be asked two 
questions; Whether the Ee<ay will suceced? and 
who or what is the author? 

Ite suceess he admits to be secured by the false 
opinions then prevalent; the author he concludes to 
be *S young and raw."? 

Firt, because he diceovers a sufficiency be- 
yond his last ability, el lieth rashly undertaken a 


cagerly in Italy: a design whieh Pope probably did jtask intinitely aleve his tures. Scecndly, while this 


hut approve, us he did net follow it. 
Pore had new declared himself a poct; and 


litle author struts. aad aleets the dictatorian air, 
he plainly sheaws, that at the sane tiie he ts un- 


thinking himself entitled to poctical conversation,!der the rod: and, while he pretends to give laws to 


Weran at scventeen to frequent Will's, a cotfee- 
hous: on the nerth side of Russel-strect, in Covent- 
zanien, where the wits ef that time used to assem- 
th, and where Dryden had, when he lived, been 
acecuvtomucd to preside. 

During thix period of his life he was indefatiga- 
εἴν Aigent, and ipsatiably curious: wanting health 
fc viclent, aud moucy fur expensive pleasures, and 
having exeited in himself very strong desires of 
intelectual eminence, he spent much of his time 
mver his bucks; but be read only to store his mind 
mith fasts and images, svizing all that his authors 
aresrated with undistinguishing voracity, and with 
wapotite fire kacwledge too eager to be nice. In 
atu dike his, however, all the faculties were at 
chee duveluntarily improving. Judgment is foreed 
ta ἡ by expo rignee. He that reads many books 
west campare ene opinion or one style with ano- 
τὸ τὸ and wieu he compares, must necessarily dis- 
Uno’ shi, reject, and prefer. But the account given 
by himself cf his studies was, that from fourteen to 
twenty he read only for amiuyement, from twenty to 
twenty-seven for improvement and instruction; that 
ii the fir:t part of this time he desired only to 
kaw, and in Che sceond he endeavoured to judge. 

The ‘ Pasteral«,’ which had been for some time 
hanled about aruong poets and critics, were at last 
printed (170%) in ‘Ponson’s ‘Miseellany,’ in a 
rime whieh began with the Pastorals of Phillips, 
axl ended with those of Pope. 

The same year was written the ‘ Essay on Criti- 
εἶπαι; a work which dixplays such extent of com- 
prekensien, such niceiy cf distinction, such ac- 
enaintaue-- with inankind, and such knowledge both 
cf ancient and ποτα |earning, as are not often at- 
tained by the mafurest age and longest experience. 
It was prbdlizhed abont two years afterwards; and, 
bring praised by Addison in the ‘Spectator’ with 
saficicnt liberality, met with so much favour as 
enraged Dennis, ‘‘ who,” he says, ‘‘ found himself 
attacked, without any manner of provocation on his 


side, and attacked in his person, instead of his}to his delicacy 


others, is a pedanris slave to wnthority and opinion. 
Thirdly, he hath, bk: school-boys, borrowed both 
from living and dead. Fourthly, he Knows not hrs 
own mind, and frequently contradicts himself. 
Fifthly, he is almost perpetually in the wrong”? 
All these positions he attempts ta prove by quo- 
tations and remarks; bat his desire todo mischief 
is greater than bis power. He has, however; 
justly criticised scme passazes in these Hnes: 
There are wher Πε rveu bas be δε with store of ἃ 
Yet wants δὰ πα ἢ to ΠΗ ree 
For Wat and Justin enteseu deat strife 


it, 


It is apparent that wit has two meanings, and that 
what is wanted, thouch called! wit, is truly judg- 
ment. So far Dennis is undouttediy right; but not 
content with argument, he will have a liutke mirth; 
and trimophs over the fist couplet in terms to 
elegant to be fergatten. “By the way, what rare 
numbers are here! Weuld ust one swear that this 
youngster had esponse.! scine antiqnated Muse, who 
had sued cut a diverce en account cf impotence 
from some superannuated sinner; aad, having been 
p—xed by her former sponse, has get the gout in 
her decrepit aze, whieh makes her hobble eo 
damnably 7?) ‘This was the man who would reform 
a nation sinking into barbarity. 

In another place Pope himself allowed that Den- 
nis had deteeted one cf these blunders which are 
called “bulls.” ‘The first edition had thts line, 

Wrist is this ‘— 

Where wanted erocd bt and vied where sequined? 

“How,” says the critie, “can wit be scorned 
where it is not? Is mt this a fignre frequently 
employed in Wiberstan Tand? The person that 
wants this wit may indeed be scurued, but the 
scorn shows the houour whieh the contenmer has 
for wit.’ Of this remark Pope made the prapes 
use, by correcting the passage. 

I have preserved, I think, all that is reasonable 
in Denis’s criticism; it remains that justice be done 
‘For his acquaintance,” says 
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Dennis, ‘he names Mr. Walsh, who had by nojbut he might with cqual propricty, have placed 
means the qualifications which this author reckons} Prudence and Justice before it, since without Pra- 


necessary to a critic, it being very certain that he 
was, iike this Essayer, a very indifferent poet; he 
loved to be well dressed; and I remember a young 
little gentleman whom Mr. Walsh used to take 
into his company, as a double foil to his person and 
capacity. Inquire, between Sunning-hill and Oak- 
ingham, for a young, short, squab gentleman, the 
very Bow of the God of Love, and tell me whether 
he be a proper author to make personal reflections? — 
He may extol the ancients, but he has reason to 


dence, Fortitude is mad; without Justice, it is mis- 
chicvous. 

As the end of method is perspicuity, that series 
is sufficiently regular that avoids obscurity; and 
where there is no obscurity, it will not be difficult 
to discover method. 

In the ‘ Spectator’ was published the ‘ Messiah,’ 
which he first submitted to the perusal of Steele, 
and corrected in compliance with his criticisms. 

It is reasonable to infcr, from his Letters, that 


thank the gods that he was born a modern; for had|his verses on the ‘ Unfortunate J.ady’ were written 
he been born of Grecian parents, and his father|about the time when his ‘Essay’ was published. 
consequently had by law had the absolute disposal} The lady’s name and adventures I have sought 


of him, his life had been no longer than that of one 
of his poems, the life of half a day.—Let the per- 
sou of a gentleman of his parts be never so con- 
temptible, his inward man is ten times more ridicu- 
lous; it being impossible that his outward form, 
though it be that of downright monkey, should dif- 
fer so much from human shape, as his unthinking, 
immatcrial part, docs from human understanding.”” 
Thus began the hostility between Pope and Den- 
nis, which, though it was suspended for a short 
time, never was appcascd. Pope seems, at first, 
to have attacked him wantonly; but though he al- 
ways professed to despise him, he discovers, by 


with fruitless inqniry.* 

I can therefore tell no more than I have learned 
from Mr. Ruffhead, who writes with the confidence 
of one who could trust his information. She wasa 
woman of eminent rank and large fortunc, the ward 
of an uncle, who, having given her a proper educa- 
tion, expected, like other guardians, that she 
should make at Ieast an cqual match; and such he 
proposed to her, but found it rejected in favour of a 
young gentleman of inferior condition. 

Having discovered the correspondence between 
the two lovers, and finding the young lady deter- 
mined to abide by her own choice, he supposed 


mentioning him very often, that he felt his force or|that separation might do what can rarely be done 


his venom. 


by argument, and sent her into a foreign country, 


Of this ‘ Essay,’ Pope declared, that he did not|where she was obliged to converse only with those 
expect the sale to be quick, because ‘‘ not one gen-|from whom her uncle had nothing to fear. 


tleman in sixty, even of a liberal education, could} Her lover took care to repeat his vows; but his 
understand 11. The gentlemen, and the educa-|letters were intercepted and carried to her guar- 
tion, of that time, seem to have been of a lower|dian, who dirccted her to be watched with still 
character than they are of this. He mentioned a/grcater vigilance, till of this restraint she grew 60 
thousand copies as a numcrous impression. impatient, that she bribed a woman servant to pro- 
Dennis was not his only censurer: the zealous|curc her a sword, which she directed to her heart. 
Papists thought the monks treated with too much} From this account, given with evident intention 
contempt, and Erasmus too studiously praised; but] to raise the lady’s character, it docs not appear that 
to these objections he had not much regard. she had any claim to praise, nor much to compas- 
The ‘ Essay’ has been translated into French by|sion. She seems to have been impatient, violent, 
Hamilton, author of the ‘Comte de Grammont,’|and ungovernable. Her uncle’s power could not 
whose version was never printed; by Robotham,/have lasted long; the hour of liberty and choice 
secretary to the King for Hanover, and by Resnel;} would have come in time. But her desires were 
and commented by Dr. Warburton, who has dis-}too hot for delay, and she liked sclf-murder better 
covered in it such order and connexion as was not) than suspense. 
perceived by Addison, nor, as is said, intended by| Nor is it discovered that the uncle, whoever he 


the author. 


was, is with much justice delivered to posterity as 


Almost every poem, consisting of precepts, is so|‘‘a falsc guardian;’? he seema to have done only 


far arbitrary and immethodical, that many of the 
paragraphs may change places with no apparent in- 
oomvenience; for of two or more positions, depend- 
ing upon some remote and general principle, there 
is seldom any cogent reason why onc should pre- 


that for which a guardian is appointed; he endca- 
voured to dircct his nicce till she should be able to 
direct herself. Poetry has not often been worse 
employed than in dignifying the amorous fury of a 
raving girl. 


evde the other. But for the order in which they| Not long after, he wrote the ‘Rape of the Lock,’ 
stand, whatever it be, a little ingenuity may casily|the most airy, the most ingenious, and the most de- 
give a reason. “It is posaible,” says Hooker,|lightful of all his compositions, occasioned by a 
“that, by long circumduction, from any one truth|frolic of gallantry, rather too familiar, in which 
all truth may be inferred’? Of all homogencous| Lord Pctre cut off a lock of Mrs. Arabella Fermor’s 
truths, at least of all truths respecting the same|hair. This, whether stealth or violence, was a0 
general end, in whatever series they may be pro-|much resented, that the commerce of the two fa- 
duced, a concatenation by intermediate idcas may/milics, before very friendly, was interrupted. Mr. 
be formed, such as, when it is once shown, shall|Cary], a gentleman who, being sceretary to King 
appear natural; but if this order be reversed, ano-|James’s queen, had followed his mistress into 
ther mode of connexion equally specious may be| France, and who, being the author of ‘Sir Solomon 
famd or made. Aristotle is praised for naming|Single,’ a comedy, and some translations, was cn: 
Fi rtitude first of the cardinal virtucs, as that with- 
oat which no other yirtuc can steadily bo practised; 


5 Consult, however, Gent. Mag. vol. ii. Ὁ. 314 
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titled to the notice of a Wit, solicited Pope to en- 


About this time he published the ‘Temple of 


deavour a reconciliation by a ludicrous poem, which|Fame,’ which, as he tells Steele in their corres- 


migtt bring both partics to a better temper. 
compliance with Caryl’s request, though his name 
was for a long time marked only by the firat and 
last letter C——1, a poem of two cantos was writ- 
ten (1711,) as is said, in a fortnight, and sent to 
the offended lady, who liked it well enough to 
ehow it; and, with the usual process of literary 
transactions, the author dreading a surreptitious 
edition, was forced to publish it. 

The event is said to have been such as was de- 
sired, the pacification and diversion of all to whom 
it related, except Sir George Brown, who com- 
plained with some bitterncss, that in the character 
of Sir Plume, he was made to talk nonsense. 
Whether all this be true I have some doubt; for at 
Paris, a few years ago,a nicce of Mrs. Fermor, 
who presided in an English Convent, mentioned 
Pope’s work with very little gratitude, rather as 
aa insult than an honour; and she may be supposed 
to have inherited the opinion of her family. 

At its first appearance it was termed by Addison 
“merum sal.’’ Pope, however, saw that it was 
capable of improvement; and, having luckily con- 
trived to borrow his machinery from the Rosicru- 
cians, imparted the scheme with which his head 
was teeming to Addison, who told him that his 
work, as it stood, was ‘‘a delicious little thing,”’ 
and gave him no encouragenient to retouch it. 

This has been too hastily considered as an in- 
stance of Addison’s jealousy; for, as he could not 
gaess the conduct of the new design, or the possi- 
bilities of pleasure comprised in a fiction of which 
there had been no examples, he might very rea- 
sonably and kindly persuade the author to acqui- 
esce in his own prosperity, and forbear an attempt 
which he considered as an unnecessary hazard. 

Addison’s counsel was happily rejected. Pope 
foresaw the future efflorescence of imagery then 
badding in his mind, and resolved to spare no art, 
or industry of cultivation. The soft luxuriance of 
his fancy was alrcady shooting, and all the gay va- 
rieties of diction were ready at his hand to colour 
and embcllish it. 

His attempt was justified by its success. The 
‘Rape of the Lock’ stands forward, in the classes 
of literature, as the most exquisite cxample of lu- 
dicrous poctry. Berkeley congratulated him upon 
the display of powers more truly poetical than he 
had shown before: with clegance of description 
and justness of precepts, he had now exhibited 
boundless fertility of invention. 

He always considered the intermixture of the 
machinery with the action as his most success- 
fal exertion of poctical art. He indeed could never 
afterwards produce any thing of such unexampled 
excellence. Those performances, which strike 
with wonder, are combinations of skilful genius 
with happy casualty; and it is not likely that any 
felicity, like the discovery of a new race of preterna- 
taral agents, should happen twice to the same man. 

Of this poem the author was, I think, allowed to 


Injpondence, he had written two years before; that 


is, when he was only twenty-two years old, an 
early time of life for so much learning, and so much 
observation as that work exhibits. 

On this poem Dennis afterwards published some 
remarks, of which the most reasonable is, that 
some of the lines represent Motion as exhibited by 
Sculpture. 

Of the Epistle from ‘ Eloisa to Abelard,’ I do not 
know the date. His first inclination to attempt a 
composition of the tender kind arose, as Mr. Savage 
(011 me, from his perusal of Prior's ‘Nut-brown 
Maid.’ How much he has surpassed Prior’s work 
it is not necessary to mention, when perhaps it 
may be said with justice, that he excelled every 
composition of the same kind. The mixture of re- 
ligious hope and resignation gives an elevation and 
dignity to disappointed love, which images mcrely 
natural cannot bestow. The gloom of a convent 
strikes the imagination with far greater force than 
the solitude of a grove. 

This piece was, however, not much his favourite 
in his latter years, though I never heard upon what 
principle he slighted it. 

In the next year (1713) he published ‘ Windsor 
Forest:’ of which part was, as he relates, written 
at sixteen, about the same time as his Pastorals; 
and the latter part was added afterwards; where 
the addition begins, we are not told. The lines 
relating to the Peace confess their own date [1 is 
dedicated to Lord Lansdowne, who was then in 
high reputation and influence among the Tories; 
and it is said, that the conclusion of the poem gave 
oreat pain to Addison, both as a poct and a poli- 
tician. Reports like this are often spread with 
boldness very disproportionate to their evidence 
Why should Addison reccive any particular dis- 
turbance from the last lines of ‘Windsor Forest?? 
If contraricty of opinion could poison a politician, he 
would not live a day; and as a poct, he must have 
felt Pope’s force of genius much more from many 
other parts of his works. 

The pain that Addison might fecl it is not likely 
that he would confess; and it iz certain thathe sowell 
suppressed his discontent, that Pope now thought 
himself his favourite: for, having been consulted in 
the revisal of ‘Cato,’ he introduced it by a Pro- 
logue; and, when Dennis published his Remarks, 
undertook, not indeed to vindicate, but to revenge 
his friend, by a ‘ Narrative of the Frenzy of Joba 
Dennis.’ 

There is reason to believe that Addison gave no 
encouragement to this disingenuous hostility; for, 
aays Pope in a letter to him, ‘‘ indeed your opinion, 
that ’tis entirely to be neglected, would be my own 
in my own case; but I felt more warmth here than 
I did when I first saw his book against myself 
(though indeed in two minutes it made me heartily 
merry.’?) Addison was not a man on whom such 
cant of sensibility could make much impression. 
He left the pamphlet to itself, having disowned it 


enjoy the praise for a long time without disturbance. |to Dennis, and perhaps did not think Pope to have 
Many ycars afterwards Dennis published some re-|deserved much by his officiousness. 


marks upon it, with very little force, and with no 


This ycar was printed, in the ‘Guardian,’ the 


effect; for the opinion of the public was already |ironical comparison between the Pastorals of Philips 
ἐνεϊεὰ, and it was no longer at the mercy of criti-|and Pope; a composition of artifice, criticism, and 


literature, to which nothing equal will eeaily be 
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found. The superiority of Pope is so ingeniously | guineas; a sum, according to the value of money at 
dissembled, and the fecble lincs of Phillips so skil-| that time, by no means inconsider.ble, and greater 
fully preferred, that Steele, being deceived, was|than I believe to have been ever asked before. His 
unwilling to print the paper, lest Pope should be | proposal, however, was very favourably received; 
Offended. Addison immediately saw the writer’s|and the patrons of literature were busy to recom- 
design; aud, it seems, had malice enough to conceal | mend his undertaking, and promote his interest 
his discovery, and to permit a publication, which, | Lord Oxford, indeed, lamented that such a genius 
by making his friend Phillips ridiculous, made him ;should be wasted upon a work not original; but 
for ever an enemy to Pope. propused no means by which he might live without 

Jt appears that about this time Pope had a strong! it. Addison recommended caution and m<deration, 
inclination to unite the art of Painting with that of j and advised him uot to be content with the praise 
Poetry, and put himself under the tuition of Jer-|of half the nation, when he might be vniversally 
vas. He was near-sighted, and therefore not form- | favoured. 
ed by nature for a painter: he tried, however, how! The greatness of the design, the popularity of 
far he could advance, and sometimes persuaded his | the author, and the attention of the literary world, 
friends to sit. A picture of Betterton, supposed to naturally raised such expectations of the future 
be drawn by him, was in the possession of Lord|sale, that the booksellers made their offers with 
Mansztield:* if this was taken from life, he must| great eagerness; but the highest bidder was Ber- 
have begun to paint carlier; for Betterton was now |nard Lintot, who became proprictor cn ccnditioa 
dead. Pope’s ambition of this new art produced οὗ supplying at his own expense, all the copies 
some encomiastic verses to Jervas, which certainly i which were to be delivered to subscribers, or pre- 
show his power as a poet; but I have been told that sented to friends, and paying two hundred pounds 
they betray his ignorance of painting. for every volume. 

He appears to have regarded Betterton with| Of the Quartos it was, I believe, stipulated, that 
kindness and esteem; and after his death published, jnone should be printed but for the author, that the 
under his name, a version into modern English of | subscription might not be depreciated; bat Lintot 
Chaucer’s Prologues, and one of his ‘Tales, which, , impressed the same pages upon a smail Folio, and 
as was related by Mr. Harte, were believed to|paper perhaps a little thinner; and sold exactly at 
have been the performance of Pope himself by! half the price, for half a guinea each voluine, books 
Fenton, who made him a gay offer of five pounds, |so little inferior to the Quartos, that by a fraud of 
if he would show them in the hand of Betterton. | trade, those Folios, being afterwards shertened by 

The next year (1713) produced a bolder attempt, | cutting away the top and bottom, were suld as 
by which profit was sought as well as praise. The|copics printed for the subscribers. 
poems which he had hitherto written, however} Lintot printed two hundred and fifty on royal pa- 
they might have diffused his name, had made very | per in Folio, for two guineas a volume; of the small 
little addition to his fortune. The allowance which | Folio, having printed seventeen hundred and fifty 
his father made him, though proportioned to what |copies cf the first yolume, he reduced the number 
be had, it might be liberal, could not be large; his|in the other volumes to a thousand. 
religion hindcred him from the occupation of any} It is unpleasant to relate, that the bookseller, af- 
civil employment; and he complained that he want-|ter all his hopes and all his liberality, was, by a 
ed cven money to buy books. He therefore re-| very unjust and illegal action, defrauded cf his profit. 
solved to try how far the favour of the public ex-|An edition of the English ‘Iliad,’ was printed in 
tended, by soliciting a subscription to a version of | Holland in Duodecimo, and imported clandestinely 
the ‘Iliad,’ with large notes. for the gratification of those who were impatient to 

To print by subscription was, for some time, alread what they cculd not yet afferd to buy. This 
practice peculiar to the English. The first con-|fraud could only be counteracted by an edition 
siderable work, for which this expedient was em-| equally cheap and more commodious; and Lintot 
ployed, is said to have been Dryden’s ‘ Virgil;’$| was compelled to contract his fulio at once into a 
‘and it had been tried with great success when the|duodecimo, and lose the advantage of an interme- 
*Tatlers’ were collected into volumes. diate gradation. ‘he notes, which in the Dutch 

There was reason to believe that Pope’s at-|copies were placed at the end of cach book, as they 
tempt would be successful. 110 was in the full/had been in the large volumes, were now sub- 
bloom of reputation, and was personally known to| joined to the text in the same page, and are there- 
almost all whom dignity of employment or splen-| fore more easily consulted. Of this cdition two thou- 
dour of reputation had made eminent; he conversed | sand five hundred were first printed, and five thou- 
indifferently with both parties, and never disturbed | sand a few weeks afterwards: but indeed great num- 
the public with his political opinions; and it might] bers were necessary to produce considerable profit. 
naturally be expected, as each faction then boasted} Popc, having now emitted his proposals, and en- 
its literary zeal, that the great men, who on other| gaged not only his own reputation, but in some 
oceasiona practiced all the violence of opposition, | degree that of his friends who patronized his sub- 
would emulate cach other in their encouragement] scription, began to be frighted at his own under- 
af a poct who delighted all, and by whom none had|taking; and finding himself at first embarrassed 
oven offended. with difficulties, which retarded and oppressed him, 

With those hopes, he offered an English ‘Iliad’|he was for a time timorous and uncasy, had his 
to subscribers, in six volumes in quarto, for six|nights disturbed by dreams cf long journcys through 

ΠΤ ὟΝ unknown ways, and wished, as he said, ‘* that 

2 Milton's * Parndixe Lost’ had been published with great somebody would hang him. 


succes by subscription in folio. 168%, under the patronage 
of Mr, (alterwards Lord) Somers. * Spence. 
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This misery, however, was not of long continu- 
ance; he grew by degrees more acquainted with 
Home:’s images and expression, and practice in- 
ereasec his facility of versification. In ashort time 
he reprisents himself as despatching regularly fifty 
verses a day, which would show him by an casy 
computatinn the termination of his labour. 

His owt: diffidence was not his only vexation. 
He that ascs subscriptions soon finds that he has 
encmies. All who do not encourage him, defame 
him. He that wants money will rather be thought 
angry than poor: and he that wishes to save his 
tmoney, conceals his avarice by his malice. Addi- 
soo had hinted his suspicion that Pope was too much 
a Tory; and somc of the Tories suspected his prin- 
ciples, because he had contributed to the ‘ Guar- 
dian,’ which was carried on by Steele. 

To those who ecnsured his politics were added 
enemics yet more dangerous, who called in ques- 
ton his knowledge of Greek, and his qualifications 
for a translator of Homer. To these he made no 
public opposition; but in one of his Letters escapes 
from them as well as he can. At an age like his, 
for he was not more than twenty-five, with an 
irregular education, and a course of life of which 
much scems to have passed in conversation, it is 
not very likely that he overflowed with Greck. 
But when he felt himself deficient he sought assist- 
ance; and what man of Icarning would refuse to help 
him? Minute inquiries into the force of words arc 
less necessary in translating Homer than other 
povts, because his positions are general, and his 
representations natural, with very little dependence 
ca jocal or temporary customs, on those changeable 
sovocs of artificial life, which, by mingling original 
with accidental notions, and crowding the mind 
with images which time effaces, produces ambi- 
guity m diction, and obscurity in books. To this 
open display of unadultcrated nature it must be 


to collect or methodize; but more was neccessary; 
many pages were to be filled, and learning must 
supply materials to wit and judgment. Something 
might be gathered from Dacier; but no man loves to 
be indebted to his conteniporaries, and Dacier was 
uccessible to common readers. FEustathius was 
therefore necessarily consulted. To read Eusta- 
thius, of whose work there was then no Latin ver- 
sion, I suspect Pope, if he had been willing, not to 
have been able; some other was therefore to be 
found, who had leisure as well as abilities; and he 
was dvubtless most readily employed who would 
do inuch work fer little money. 

The history of the notes has never been traced. 
Broome, in his preface to his poems, declares him- 
self the commentator “ in part upon the Iliad;’’ and 
it appears from Fenton's letter, preserved in the 
British Museum, that Bruome was at first engaged 
in consulting Eustathius; but that after a time, 
whatever was the reason, he desisted; another man 
of Cambridge was then employed, who soon grew 
weary of the work; and a third, that was recom- 
mended by Thirlby, is now discovered to have 
been Jortin, aman since well known to the learned 
world, who complained that Pope, having arcepted 
and approved his performance, never testified any 
curiosity to see him, and who professed to have for- 
rotten the terms oa which he worked. The terms 
which Fenton uses are very mercantile: “1 think 
at firt sight that his performance is very commend. 
able, and have sent word for him to finish the 17th 
book, and to send it with his demands for his trou- 
ble. I have here enelosed the specimen; if the rest 
come betore the return, I will keep them till I re- 
ceive your order.’? 

Broome then offered his service ἃ secon:! time, 
which was probably aceepted, as they had after- 
wards acloser correspondence. Parnell contributed 
the Life of Homer, which Pope found so harsh, that 


ascribed, that Homer has fewer passages of doubtful|he took great pains in correcting it; and by his own 


Meaning than any other poct, cither in the learned 
or in moduwn languages. I have read of a man, who 
being, by his ignorance of Greek, compelled to 
gratify his curiosity with the Latin printed on the 
opposite page, declared that, from the rude sim- 
plicity of the lines literally rendered, he formed 
nobler ideas of the Honicric majesty, than from the 
laboured elegance cf polished versions. 

Those literal translations were always at hand, 
and from them he could casily obtain his author’s 
sense with sufficient certainty; and among the read- 
ers of Homer, the number is very small of those 
who find much in the Greek more than in the 
Latin, except the music of the numbers. 


diligence, with such help as kindness cr money 
could procure him, in somewhat more then five 
years he completed his version of the “Tliad.* with 
the notes. He began it in 1712, his twenty-iith 
year; and concluded it in 1718, his thirtieth year. 

When we find him translating fifty Hines « day, 
it is natural to suppose that he weuld have brourht 
his work to a more speedy conclusion. The Πα, 
containing less than sixteen thousand verses, might 
have been despatched in less than three hundred 
and twenty days by fifty verses in a day. The 
notes, compiled with the assistance cf his merce- 
naries, could not be suppcesed to require more time 
than the text. 


If more help was wanting, he had the poctical| According to this calculation, the progress of Pope 


translation of ‘ Eobanus Hessus,’ an unwearicd wri-}may seem to have been slow; but the distance is 
ter of Latin verses; he had the French Homers of/commonly very great between actual perf-rmances 
La Valticre and Dacicr, and the English of Chap-|and speculative possibility. It is natuéal to suppose 
man, Hobbes, and Ogilby. With Chapman, whose/that as much as has been done to-day may be done 
work, though now totally neglected, seems to have | to-morrow; but on the morrow some difliculty emer- 
been popular almost to the end of the last century,|ges, or some external impediment obstructs. In- 
he had very frequent consultations, and perhaps{dolence, interruption, business, and pleasure, all 
never translated any passage till he had read his, take their turns of retardation; and every long work 
version, which indeed he has been sometimes sus-|is lenethened by a thousand causes that can, and 
pected of using instead of the original. ten thousand that cannot, be recounted. Perhaps 

Notes were likewise to be provided: for the six|no extensive and multifarious performance was ever 
volames would have been very little more than six| effected within the term originally fixed in the un- 
pamphlets without them. What the mere perusal|dertaker’s mind He that runs against Time has 
of the text could mazes t, Pope wanted no assistance}an antagonist not subject to casualties 
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The encouragement given to this translation, 
though report seems to have overrated it, was such 
as the world has not often seen. The subscribers 
were five hundred and seventy-five. The copies, 
for which subscriptions were given, were 3ix hun- 
dred and fifty-four; and only six hundred and sixty 


That etrew’d with warriors dead the Phrygian plaia 
Heroes 
And peopled the dark hell with heroes slain; 
fill’d the shady hell with chiefs untimely 


Whoee limbe, unburied on the naked shore, 
Devouring dogs and hungry vultures tore, 


were printed. For these copies Pope had nothing] Since great Achilles and Atrides strove ; 


to pay; he therefore received, including the two 
hundred pounds a volume, five thousand three hun- 
dred and twenty pounds four shillings without de- 
duction, as the books were supplied by Lintot. 

By the success of his subscription Pope was re- 
lieved from those pecuniary distresses with which, 
notwithstanding his popularity, he had hitherto 
struggled. Lord Oxford had often lamented his 
disqualification for public employment, but never 
proposed a pension. While the translation of ‘ Ho- 
mer’ was in its progress, Mr. Craggs, then secre- 
tary of state, offered to procure him a pension, 
which, at least during his ministry, might be en- 
joyed with secrecy. This was not accepted by 
Pope, who tcld him, however, that if he should be 
pressed with want of moncy, he would send to him 
for occasional supplics. Craggs was not long in 
power, and was never solicited for money by Pope, 
who disdained to beg what he did not want. 

With the product of this subscription, which he 
had too much discretion to squander, he secured his 
future life from want, by considerable annuities. 
The estate of the Duke of Buckingham was found 
to have been charged with five hundred pounds a 
year, payable to Pope, which doubtless his trans- 
lation enabled him to purchase. 

It cannot be unwelcome to literary curiosity, that 
I deduce thus minutely the history of the English 
‘Iliad.’ It is certainly the noblest version of poetry 
which the world has ever seen; and its publication 
must therefore be considered as one of the great 
events in the annals of Learning. 

To those who have skill to estimate the excel- 
lence and difficulty of this great work, it must be 
very desirable to know how it was performed, and 
by what gradations it advanced to correctness. Of 
such an intellectual process the knowledge has very 
rarely been attainable; but happily there remains 
the original copy of the ‘Iliad,’ which, being ob- 
taincd by Bolingbroke as a curiosity, descended 
from him to Mallet, and is now, by the solicitation 
of the late Dr. Maty, reposited in the Museum. 


Such was tho sovereign doom, and such the will of Jove 


Whose limbs, unburied on the hostile shore, 
Devouring dogs and greedy vultures tore, 

Since first Atridea and Achilles strove ; 

Such wae tho sovereign doom, and such the will of Jo 


Declare, O Muse, in what ill-fated hour 

Sprung the fierce strife, from what offended Power f 
Latona’s son a dire contagion spread, 

And heap'd the camp with mountains of the dead ; 
The King of men his reverend pricet defy’d, 

Aod for the King’s offence the people dy’d. 


Declare, Ὁ Goddess, what offended Power 
Enflamed their rage, io that tl-omen’d hour; 

anger fatal, hapless 
Phebus himself the dive debate procured, 

fierce 

T’ avenge the wrongs his injured pricst endured ; 
For this the God a dire infection spread, 
And heap'd the camp with millions of the dead: 
The King of Men the Sacred Bire defy’d, 
And for the King's offence the people dy'd 


For Chryses sought, with costly gifts, to gain 
His captive daughter from the Victor’s chain; 
Suppliant the vencrable Father stands, 
Apollo's awful ensigns grace his hands; 

By these he begs, and, lowly bending down 
Extends the sceptre and tho laurel crown. 


For Chrysea sought by presents (0 regain 
costly gifts to gain 
His captive daughter from the Victor's chain: 
Suppliant the venerable Father stands, 
Apollo’s awful ensigns grac'd his hands. 
By these he begs, and lowly bending down 
The golden aceptre, and the laurel crown, 
Presents the sceptre 
For these are ensigns of his God he bare, 
The God that sends his golden shafts afar; 
Then low on earth, the venerable man, 
Suppliant before the brother kings began. 


He sued to all, but chief implor’d for grace, 

Tho brother kings of Atreus’ royal race: 

Ye kings and warriors, may your vows be crown'd 
And Troy’s proud walls lie level with the ground: 


Between this manuscript, which is written upon| y ay Jove restore you, when your toils are o'er, 
accidental fragments of paper, and the printed edi-| Safe to the pleasures of your native shore. 


tion, there must have been an intermediate copy, 
that was perhaps destroycd as it returned from the 
press. 

From the first copy I have procured a few trans- 
cripts, and shall exhibit first the printed lines; then 
those of the manuscripts, with all their variations. 
Those word? which are given in Italics, are can- 
celled in the copy, and the words placed under 
them adopted in their stead. 

The beginning of the first book stands thus: 

The wrath of Peleus’ son, the direful spring 

Of all the Grecian woes, O Guddcse, sing, 

That wrath which hurl'd to Pluto’s gloomy reign 
Tho souls of mighty chiefs untimely slain. 


The stern Pelides’ rage O Goddess, sing, 
wrath 

Of all the woes ef (reece the fatal spring, 
Grecian 


Τὸ all he sued, but ehicf implored for grace, 
The brother hings of Atreus’ royal race: 

. Ye sons of Atrcus, may your vows be crown'd, 
Kivge and warriors 
Your labours, by the Gods be all your lak 

crown’d; 

So may the Gods your arms with conquest bless, 
Aad Troy’s proud wall lie level with the ground 
Till laid 
And crown your labeurs with deserved success ; 
May Jove restore you, when your toils are o'er 
Safe to the pleasures of your native shore. 


But oh! relieve 8 wretched parent’s pain, 
And give Chryascis to theec arms again ; 

If mercy fail, yet let my present move, 
And dread avenging Phebus, eon of Jove. 


But oh! relieve a bapless parent’s pain, 
And give my daughter to these arms again? 
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ne my gifts: if mercy fails, yet let my present 
ove, 
sar the God that deals his darts areund. 


avenging Phebus, son of Jove. 


8, in shouts, their joint assent declare 
te reverence, and release the fair. 
ides ; be with kingly pride, 

be sacred Sire, and thus reply’a 


d, the Greeks their joint assent declare, 

wher said, the gen'rous Greeks relent, 

ept the ransum, and releas3 the fair, 

0 the priest and speak the joint assent, 

| the tyrant, he with kingly pride, 

Atrides 

ied the sacred Sire, and thus reply’d. 

(Not 90 the tyrant. DRYDEN.) 


e lines, and of the whole first book, I am 
there was a former copy, more varied, 
deformed with interlineations. 

‘ginning of the second book varies very 
n the printed page, and is therefore set 
hout a paralicl; the few differences do not 


» be elaborately displayed. 


iag sleep had seal'd each mortal eye; 

» their tenta the Grecian leaders lie; 

tals slumber'd on their thrones above, 

ever-watchful eye of Jove. 

Thetis’ son he bends his care, 

5 the Greeks in all the woes of war. 

ap empty phantom rise to sight, 

ommands the vision of the night: 
directs 

delusive dream, and, light as air, 

mnon’s royal tent repair; 

arme draw forth th’ embattled train, 

rts legions to the dusty plain. 

he King ‘tis given him to destroy 

en now 

calls of wide extended Troy; 

rwers 

o more the Gods with Fate contend; 

suit the heavenly factions end. 

1 hovers o'er yon devoted wall, 
hangs. 

ng Ilium waits th’ impeoding fall. 


ion to the catalogue of Ships. 


aa, seated round the thro-<e divine, 

ig Goddesses! immortal nine ! 

h’s wide regions, Heaven's unmeasured height, 
abyss, hide nothing from your sight, 

thed mortals! lost in doubts below, 

Ἢ rumour, and but boast we know) 

hat heroes, fired by thirst of fame, 

y wrongs, to Troy's destruction came! 

hem all, demands a thousand tongues, 

[ brass and edamantine lungs. 


Virgin Goddesses, immortal Nine! 
oand Olympus" heavenly summit shine, 


High on his helm celestial lightnings play, 

His beamy shield emits a living ray; 

Th’ uowearied blaze incessant stream supplies, 
Like the red star that fircs th’ autumnal skies. 


But Pallas now Tydides’ soul inspires, 
Filla with her rage, and warms witb all her fires; 
force, 
O’er all the Greeks decrees his fame to raise, 
Above the Greeks her warrior'’s fame to raise, 
his deathleas 

And crown her bero with immortal praise: 
distinguish’d 

Bright from his beamy crest the lightnings play, 

High on helm 

From his broad buckler flash'd the living ray; 

High on hia helm celestial lightnings play, 

His beamy shield emits a living ray; 

The Goddess with her breath the flame supplies, 

Bright as the star whose fires in Autumao rise; 

Her breath divine thick streaming flames supplies, 

Bright as the star that fires th’ autumnal skies : 

Th’ unwearied blaze incessant streams supplies, 

Like the red star that fires th’ autumnal skies. 


When first he rears his radiant orb to sight, 

And, bath’d in Ocean shoots a keener light. 

Such glories Pallas on the chief bestow'd, 

Such from his arms the fierce effulgence flow'd ; 
Onward she drives him, furious to engage, 

Where the fight burns, and where the thickest rage. 


When fresh he reara his radiant orb to sight, 
And gilda old Ocean with a blaze of light. 
Bright as the star that fires th’ autumaal skies, 


Fresh from the deep, and gilda the seas and skies, 

Such glories Pallas on her chief bestow’d, 

Buch eparkling rays from his bright ermour flow'd 

Such from his arma the fierce effulgence δον" ἃ ; 

Onward she drives him Acadlong to engage, 

furious 

Where the war bleeds, and where the fiercest rage. 

fight burns, thickest 


The sons of Dares first the combat sought, 
A wealthy priest, but rich without a fault; 
In Vulcan's fane the father’s days were led, 
The sons to tuils of glorious battlo bred ; 


There lived a Trojan—Dares was his name, 
The priest of Vulcan, rich, yet void of blame; 
The sons of Dares first the combat sought, 
A wealthy priest, but rich without a fault. 
CONCLUSION OF BOOK VIII. Υ. 687. 
As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night, 
O'er heaven's clear azure spreads her sacred light, 
When not a brenth disturbs the deep serene, 
And not a cloud o’ercasts the solemn scene; 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll, 
And stars unnumber’d gild the glowing pole ; 
O’er the dark troes a yellower verdure shed, 
And tip with silver every mountain's head ; 
Then shine the vales, the rocks in prospect rise, 
A flood of glory bursts from all tho skies ; 
The conscious swains, rejoicing in the sight, 


ee through Heaven and Earth, and Hell profound, | Eye the blue vault and bless the ueeful light. 


It thinge kaow, and al} things can resound! 

» what armics sought the Trojan land, 

nations follow’d, and what chiefs command; 
loubtful fame distracts mankind below, 

othing can we tell, and nothing know) 

vat your aid, to count th’ unnumber’d train, 
asand mouths, a thousand tongues, were vain. 


Boox v. ¥. 1. 


now T'ydides’ soul inspires, 

her foree, and warms with all her firegg 
Groesks his deathiess fame to raise, 

» her boro with distinguisb’d praise. 


So many flames before proud Ilion blaze, 

And lighten glimmering Xanthus with their rays; 
The long reflections of the distant fires 

Gleam on the walls, and tremble on the spires. 

A thousand piles the dusky horrors gild, 

And shoot a shady lustre o’er the field. 

Full fifty guards cach flaming pile attend, 
Whose umber’d arms by fits thick flashes send 5 
Loud neigh the coursers o'er their heaps of corn, 
And ardent warriors wait the rising moro. 


As when in etilloess of the silent night, 
As when the moon in all ber lustre bright; 


Aaa A west, θεν" iat of 6 gh 
04: Heace a “2.7 τὰ ,].5 abel tat afcer ἐξ 
pure ejzeate διειοὰ 
Aa ost et aur the treratsheg δες Ro-.!, 
And serve gua ὦ "νη πε ἃ Benel, 
Wren ao loose zele craturis the dexp scsere, 
EA a renty 
Add πο dim 6405 σε δ (he μισῶ scene ; 
be? καὶ 
Aroant μι αι γεν rons the plane's gow, 
And stare uttcotuter’d teerbling beams bostow: 
Atoute: ber δίωσις the vised ciatete roll, 
And sare unzunder’d gied the glaw.2 2 pie; 
Cleas ghearsa οὔ χη o'er the dark trees are seeg, 
“κα Ube dare trees ἃ yellow sheds, 
O'er the dats wees ἃ γείϊυν εἴ greece μου shed, 
gleam 
verdure 
And tp with δυο all the mountasn beads 
foterst 
And tip with κινεῖ every mountaio’s head, 
The valleys open, and the fureats mee, 
The vales appear, the rocks In prospect rise, 
Then shite the vales, the rocks in prospect £80, 
All nature stands reveal’d before our eves; 
A flood of glory buset from ail the ekice. 
The conet.ous shepherd, Joyful at the sight, 
Fyca the blue vanit, and numbers every light. 
The conscious swans re juicing al the sight, 
abepherca gaz:ag with delight 
Bye the blue vault, and bicss the orred ligh 
glorious 
useful 
Bo many flames before the navy blaze, 
proud Thon 
And lighten glimmering Xanthus with their rays: 
Wide o'er the fella to Troy extend the gieas, 
And tip the distant sinces with fainter beans; 
The long reflections of the distant fizes 
Gild the high walls, and trctuble: on the spires ; 
Gleam on the walls, and tremble on the epircs. 
A thousand fires at distnot stations bright, 
Gild the dark prospect aad dispel the night. 


Of these specimens, every man who has culti- 
vated poctry, or who delights to trace the mind 
from the rudeness of its first conecptions to the ele- 
gance of its last, will naturally desire a great num- 
ber; but most other readers are already tired, aud 
Tain not writing only to poets and philesophers. 

The ‘Wiad’? was published volume by volume, as 
she translation proceeded: the four first books ap- 
peared in 1715. The expectation of this work was 
undoubtedly high, and every maa who had con- 
nected his naine with criticism, or poetry, was de- 
sirous of such intelligence as inight enable him to 
talk upon the popular topic. Halifax, who, by 
having been first a poet, and then a patron of poe- 
try, had acquired the right of being a judge, was 
willing to hear some books while they were yet 
anpublished, Of this rehearsal Pope afterwards 
gave the following account.* 

““The famous Lord Halifax was rather a pre- 
tendrr to taste, than really possessed of it.—When 
Thad finished the two or three first books of my 
tranalation of the ‘Iliad,’ that Lord desired to have 
the pleasure of hearing them read at his house.— 
Addixon, Congreve, and Garth, were there at the 
reading. In four or five places, Lord Halifax stopt 
me very civilly, and with a specch each time of 
much the same kind, ‘1 beg your pardon, Mr. Pope; 
out there is something in that passage that docs not 


“Spence. 


Iquite ;-lease m-:. 


απ σῇ ΦΦΦΦΟΟΟ..α. ΟΣ 
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B- δὶ τὸ ata the place 
acd masider ta bite at vy ar icisare.—l am sure 
you οὶ give ita Lic. tara."—I returned from 
Lerd Hal.fax’s with Dr. Garzh, in his chariot; and, 
as We Were goin” alcaz, Was saring to the Doctor 
that my τὰ bad [χὰ me uzder a great deal cf 
difficulty by such boxe acd guseral observations: 
that I had been thinking cver the passages almost 
ever since, and could n.t σοὶ ἐν at what it was that 
efeaded bis Lerdship i: cither cf them. Garth 
laughed heartily at cry er:barras<c.ent; said, 1 had 
net been icaz eccazh ac.pualatced with Lord Halifax 
to know his way yet; τ Ὁ 1 ne.d not puzzle my- 
self abyvut Locking those pisces coer aid over, Whea 
I got home. ‘All you necd do,’ says he, ‘is to 
leave them just as they are: call cn Lord Halifax 
two or three months henee, thank him for his kind 
observations cu those passages, and then read them 
to hin as altered. DThave knewa him much longer 
than you have, and will be 2:..werable for the 
event.’ 1 fcllowed his advice; waited on Lord 
Halifax some time aficr; said, 1 hoped he would 
find his objections to these passages removed; read 
them to him exactly as they were at first; and his 
Lordship was extremely pleased with them, and 
cricd out, ‘Ay, now they are perfecly right, 
nothing can be better.’ ”’ 

It is seldom that the great or the wise suspect 
that they are despised or cheat ἃ. Halifax, think- 
ing this a lucky opportunity ¢f scenring immortali- 
ty, made sume advaners ef fav.cur and some over 
tures of advantage to Pepe, which he seems to have 
received with sullen coldness. All our knowledge 
of this transaction is derived frem a single letter 
(Dee. 1, 1715,) in which Pupe says, “1 am obliged 
to you, beth for the favours ycu have done me, and 
those you intend me. I distrust neither yeur will 
nor your memory, when it is to do good; and if I 
ever become troublesome or solicitous, it must not 
be out of expectation, but out of gratitude. Your 
Lordship may cause me to live agreeably in the 
town, or contentedly in the country, which is really 
all the difference I set between an easy fortune and 
asmallone. It is indeed a high strain of generosi 
ty in you to think of making me casy all my life, 
only because 1 have been so happy as to divert you 
sore few hours: but, if ] may have leave to add, it 
is because you think me no enemy to my natite 
country, there will appear a better reason; for! 
must of consequence be very much (as I sincerely 
am) yours, &c.”’ 

These voluntary offers, and this faint acceptance, 
ended without effect. The patron was not aceus- 
tomed to such frigid gratitude: and the poet fed his 
own pride with the dignity of independence. 
They probably were suspicious of cach other. 
Pupe would not dedicate till he saw at what rate 
his praise was valued; he would be ‘troublesome 
out of gratitude, not expectation.’* Halifax thought 
himself entitled to confidence; and would give 
nothing unless he knew what he should reccive. 
Their commerce had its beginning in the hope of 
praise on one side, and of moncy on the other, and 
ended because Pope was less eager of moncy than 
Halifax of praise. It isnot likely that Halifax had 
any personal benevolence to Pope; it is evident 
that Pope looked on Halifax with scorn and hatred. 

The reputation of this great work failed of rain- 
ing him a patron; but it deprived him of a friend 
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Addison and he were now at the head of poctry and 
criticism ; and both in such a state of elevation, 
that, like the two rivals in the Roman state, one 
could no longer bear an equal, nor the other a su- 
perior. Of the gradual abatement of kindness be- 
tween friends, the beginning is often scarcely dis- 
eernible to themselves, and the process is continued 
by petty provocations, and incivilities sometimes 
peevishly returned, and sometimes contemptuously 
negiceted, which would escape all attention but 
that of pride, and drop from any memory but that 
of resentment. That the quarrel of these two 
wits should be minutely deduced, is not to be ex- 
pected from a writer to whom, as Homer says, 
‘‘ nothing but rumour has reached, and who has no 
personal knowledge.” 

Pope doubtless approached Addison, when the 
reputation of their wit first brought them together, 
with the reapect due to a man whose abilities were 
acknowledzed, and who, having attained that cmi- 
nence to which he was himself aspiring, had in his 
hands the distribution of literary fame. He paid 
court with sufficient diligence by his Prologue to 
‘Cato,’ by his abuse of Dennis, and with praise yet 
more direct, by his poem on the ‘Dialogues on 
Medals,’ of which the immediate publication was 
thea intended. In all this, there was no hypocrisy; 
for he confessed that he found in Addison some- 
thing more pleasing than in any other man. 

It may be supposed, that as Pope saw himself 
favoured by the world, and more frequently com- 
pared his own powers with those of others, his con- 
fidence increased, and his submission lessened; and 
that Addison felt no delight from the advances of a 


Dr. Swift was the principal man of talk and busi- 
ness, and acted as master of requests.—Then he 
instructed a young nobleman that the best Poel in 
England wax Mr. Pope (a papist,) who had be- 
gun a translaion of Homer intu English verse, for 
which he mitst have them all subscribe; for, says he, 
the author shall not begin to print till J havea 
thousand wuincas for hiin.’’ 

About this time it is likely that Steele, who 
was, with all his political fury, gvod-natured and 
oflicious, procured an interview between these an- 
gry rivals, which ended in ageravated malevo- 
lence. On this occasion, if the reports be true, 
Pope made his complaint with frankness and spirit, 
ay aman undeservedly neglceted or opposed; and 
Addison affected a contemptuous unconeern, and, 
in a calm even voice, reproached Pope with his 
vanity, and, telling him of the improvcinents 
which his early works had reeeived from his own 
remarks and those of Stecle, said, that he, being 
now engaged in public business, had nu longer any 
care for his poctical reputation, ner had any other 
desire, with regard to Pope, than that he should 
not, by too much arrogance, alienate the public. 

To this Pope is said to have replied with great 
keennegs and severity, upbraiding Addison with 
perpetual dcependance, and with the abuse of those 
qualifications which he had cbtained at the public 
cost, and charging him with mean endeavours to 
obstruct the progress of risig merit. The contest 
ruse 80 high, that they parted at last without any 
interchange cf civility. 

The first volume of ‘Womer’ was (1715) in time 
published: and a rival version of the first ‘Thad,’ 


young wit, who might soon contend with him for|tur rivals the time of their appearauce inevitably 


the highest place. Every great man, of whatever 
kind be his greatness, has among his friends those 
who officiously or insidiously quicken his attention 


made them, was immediately printed, with the 
name of Tickell. It was soon perecived that, 
among the followers of Addison, ‘Tick: I had the 


to offences, heighten his disgust, and stimulate his preference, and the critics and pocts divided into 


rescutment. 
had τον; and Pope was now too high to be with- 
oat them. 

From the emission and reception of the proposals 
for the ‘Iliad,’ the kindness of Addison seems to 
have abated. Jervas the painter once pleased him- 
elf (August 20, 1714) with imagining that he had 
re-established their friendship; and wrote to Pope 
that Addison once suspected him of tooclose a con- 
federacy with Swift, but was now satisfied with 
his conduct. To this Pope answered, a week af- 
ter, that his engagements to Swift were such as his 
services in regard to the subscription demanded, 
and that the Tories never put him under the neces- 
sity of asking leave to be gratcful. ‘“‘ But,’’ says 
he, ‘‘as Mr. Addison must be the judge in what 
regards himself, and scems to have no very just 
one in regard to me, 60 I must own to you I expect 
nothing but civility from him.’’ In the same letter 
he mentions Phillips, as having been busy to kindle 
animosity between them; but in a Ictter to Addi- 
son, he expresses some consciousness of behaviour, 
inattentively deficient in respect. 

Of Swift’s industry in promoting the subscription, 
there remains the testimony of Kennet, no friend 
tv cither him or Pope. 

“*Nov. 2, 1713, Dr. Swift came into the coffee- 
house, and had a bow from every body but me, 


Of such adhcrents Addison doubtless ‘factions. 


“3,” savs Pope, ‘Shave the town, that 
is, the mob, on my side; but it is not uncommon for 
the smaller party to supply by industry what it 
wants in numbers.-- I appeal to the peeple as my 
rightful judges, and, while they are not inclined to 
condemn me, shall not fear the high-tlycrs at But- 
ton’s.”? This opposition he namcdiately imputed 
to Addison, and complained of it in terms sufli- 
ciently resentful to Cragg, their common friend. 

When Addison’s opinion was asked, he declared 
the versions to be both good, but Tickell's the best 
that had ever been written; and sometimes said, 
that they were both good, but that Tickell ad 
more of ‘Homer.’ 

Pope was now sufficiently irritated; his reputa- 
tion and his interest were at hazard. He once in- 
tended to print together the four versions of Dry- 
den, Maynwarinug, Pope, and Tickell, that they 
might be readily compared, and fairly estimated 
This desien seems to have been defeated by the re- 
fusal of ‘Tonson, who was the proprictor of the 
other three versions. 

Pope intended, at another time, a rigorous criti- 
cism of Tickell’s translation, and Jiad marked a 
copy, which I have seen, in all places that appear- 
ed defective. But, while he was thus meditating 
defence or revenge, his adversary sunk before him 
witheut a blow; the voice cf the Pubbe was not 


who, I confess, could not but despise him. When|long divided, and the prefercace was universally 
J eamc to the anti-chamber to wait, before prayers, igiven to Pope’s performance. 
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He was convinced, by adding one circumstance’ dulgences, or that mankind expect from elevated 
to another, that the other translation was the work‘ genius a uniformity of greatness, and watch its de- 
of Addison himself; but, if he knew it in Addison's; gradation with malicious wondcr; like him who, 
life-time, it docs not appear that he told it. Hejhaving followed with his eye an eagle into the 
left his illustrious antayunist to be punished by jelouds, should lament that she ever descended toa 
what has been considered as the most painful of all; perch. 
reflections, the remembrance of a crime perpe-| While the volumes of his ‘Homer’ were anaw 
trated in vain. ally published, he cullected his former works 

The other circumstances of their quarrel were} (1717) into one quarto volume, to which he pre 
thus related by Pope.* fixed a Preface, written with great sprizhtliness 

“ Phillips seemed to have been encouraged toj,and elegance, which was afterwards reprinted, 
abuse me in coffee-houses and conversations: and' ‘with some passages subjoined that he at first omit- 
Gildon wrote a thing about Wycherley, in which’ ted; other marginal additions of the saine kind be 
he had abused both me and my relations very|made in the latter cditions of his pocins. Waller 
grossly. Lord Warwick himself told me one day, remarks, that pocts lose half their praise, because 
that it was in vain for me to endeavour to be well'the reader knows not what they have blotted. 
with Mr. Addison; that his jealous temper would, Pope? s voracity of fame taught him the art of ob- 
never admit of a scttled friendship between us::taining the accumulated honour, both of what he 
and, to convince me of what he had said, assured. had published, and of what he had suppressed. 


me, that Addison had encouraged Gildon to publish 
those scandals, and had given him ten guineas after 


they were published. The next day, while I was: 


heated with what I had heard, I wrote a letter to 
Mr. Addison, to let him know that I was not un- 
acquainted with this behaviour of his; that, if I was 


In this year his father died very suddenly, in his 
seventy-fifth year, having passed twenty-nine 
years in privacy. He is not known but by the 
character whieh his son has given him. If the 
money with which he retired was all gotten by 
himself, he had traded very sucecsstully in times 


to speak severely of him in return for it, it should| when sudden riches were rarely attainable. 


not be in such a dirty way; that I should rather 


tell him, himself, fairly of his faults, and allow|pleted in 1720. 


his good qualities; and that it should be something 
in the following manner; 1 then adjoined the first 
sketch of what has since been called my satire on 
Addison. Mr. Addison used me very civilly ever 
after.’’t 

The veracs on Addison, when they were sent to 
Atterbury, were considered by him as the most ex- 
cellent of Pope’s performances; and the writer was 
advised, since he knew where his strength lay, 
not to suffer it to remain unemployed. 

This year (1715) being, by the subscription, 
enabled to live more by choice, having persuaded 
his father to sell their estate at Binfield, he pur- 
chased, I think only for his life, that house at 
Twickenham, to which his residence afterwards 
procured so much cel:bration, and removed thither 
with his father and mother. 

Here he planted the vines and the quincunx 
which his verses mention; and being under the ne- 
cessity of making a subtcrrancous passage to a gar- 
den on the other side of the road, he adorned it 
with fossile bodivs, and dignified it with the title 
of a grotto, a place of silence and retreat, from 
which he endeavoured to persuade his friends and 
himself that cares and passions could be excluded. 

A grotto is not often the wish or pleasure of an 


The publication of the ‘Hiad’ was at last com- 
The splendvur and success of this 
work raised Pope many enemies, that endeavoured. 
to depreciate bis abilities. Burnet, who was af- 
terwards a judge of no mean reputation, censured 
him in a piece called ‘Homerides’ before it was 
published. Ducket likewise endeavoured to make 
him ridiculous. Dennis was the perpetual perse- 
cutor of all his studies. But, whoever his critics 
were, their writings are lost; and the names which 
are preserved, are preserved in the ‘Dunciad.’ 

In this disastrous year (1720) of national infata- 
ation, Where more riches than Peru can boast were 
expected from the South Sca, when the contagion 
of avarice tainted every mind, and even poets 
panted after wealth, Pope was seized with the 
universal passion, and venturcd some of his money. 
The stock rose in its price; and for a while he 
thought himself the lord of thousands. But this 
dream of happiness did not last long; and he seems 
to have waked soon enough to get clear with the 
loss of what he once thought himself to have wan, 
and perhaps not wholly of that, 

Next year he published some select poems of his 
friend Dr. Parnell, with avery elegant Dedication 
to the Earl of Oxford; who, after all his struggles 
and dangers, then lived in retirement, still under 
the frown of a victorious faction, who could take no 


Englishman, who has more frequent need to solicit|pleasure in hearing his praise. 


than exclude the sun; but Pope’s excavation was 


requisite as an entrance to his garden, and, as some |‘ Shakxpeare.’ 


He gave the same year (171) an edition of 
His name was now of so much aw ᾿ 


men try to be proud of their defects, he extracted thority, that Tonson thought himself entitled by 
an ornament from an inconvenience, and vanity annexing it, todemand a subscription of six guincas 
produced a grotto where necessity enforeed a pas-|for Shakspeare’s plays in six quarto volumes; nor 
sage. It may be frequently remarked of the stu-|did his expectation much deceive him; for of seven 
dious and speculative, that they are proud of tri-|hundred and fifty which he printed, he dispersed 
fies, and that their amusements scem frivolous and|a great number at the price proposed. The repu- 
childish; whether it be that men, conscious of great|tation of that edition indecd suuk aflerwards so 
reputation, think themselves above the reach of |low, that one handred and forty copies were sold 
censure, and sufe in the admission of negligent in-]at sixteen shillings each, 

On this undertaking, to which Pope was induced 
by a reward of two hundred and seventeen pounds 
twelve shilliz.s, he seems ocver to have reflected 


* Spence. 
t See, however Lifo of Addison, ia the Biographia Bri 
LAQUCE. 
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afterwards without vexation; for Theobald, a man 
of heavy diligence, with very slender powers, first, 
in a book called ‘Shakspeare Restored,’ and then 
im a formal edition, detected his deficiencies with 
all the insolence of victory; and, as he was now 
high enough to be feared and hated, Theobald had 
from others all the help that could be supplied, by 
the desire of humbling a haughty character. 

From this time Pope became an enemy to edi- 
tors, collators, commentators, and verbal critics; 
and hoped to persuade the world, that he miscar- 
ried in this undertaking only by having a mind too 
great for such minute employment. 

Pope, in his edition, undoubtedly did many things 
wrong, and left many things undone; but let him 
not be defrauded of his duc praise. He was the 
first that knew, at least the first that told, by what 
helps the text might be improved. If he inspected 
the early editions negligently, he taught others to 
be more accurate. In his Preface he expanded 
with great skill and elegance the character which 
had been given of Shakspeare by Dryden; and he 
drew the public attention upon his works, which, 
though often mentioned, had been little read. 

Soon after the ajypearance of the ‘Iliad,’ resolv- 
ing not to let the gencral kindness cool, he publizh- 
ed proposals for a translation of the ‘Odyssey,’ in 
ἔνε volumes, for five guineas. He was willing, 
however, now to have associates in his labour, 
being cither weary with toiling upon another’s 
thoughts, or having beard, as Ruffhead relates, 
that Fenton and Broome had already begun the 
work, and liking better to have them confedcrates 
than rivals. 

In the patent, instead of saying that he had 
“translated the Odyssey,’’ as he had said of the 
‘Iliad,’ he says, that he bad “‘undertaken”’ a trans- 
lation; and in the proposals the subscription is said 
to be not solcly for his own usc, but for that of 
“ἴπὸ of his friends who have assisted him in this 
work.” 

In 1723, while he was cngaged in this new ver- 
βίου, he appeared before the Lords at the memora- 
ble trial of Bishop Atterbury, with whom he had 
lived in great familiarity, and frequent correspon- 
denee. Atterbury had honestly recommended to 
him the study of the Popish controversy, in hope 
of his conversion; to which Pope answered in a 
manner that cannot much recommend his princi- 
ples, or his judgment. In questions and projects 
of learning, they agreed better. He was called at 
the trial to give an account of Atterbury’s domestic 
life, and private employment, that it might appear 
how little time he had left for plots. Pope had 
but few words to utter, and in those few he made 
several blunders. 

His letters to Atterbury express the utmost cs- 
teem, tenderness, and gratitade; ‘‘pcerhaps,’’ says 
he, ‘‘ it is not only in this world that I may have 
cause 10 remember the Bishop of Rochester.”? At 
their last interview in the Tower, Atterbury pre- 
scated him with a Bible. 

Of the ‘Odyssey’ Pope translated only twelve 
books; the rest were the work of Broome and Fen- 
tou: the notes were written wholly by Broome, 
who was not over liberally rewarded. The public 
was carcfully kept ignorant of the several shares; 
aad an account was subjoincd at the conclusion, 
which is now known not to be true. 


The first copy of Pope’s books, with those uf 


Fenton, are to be seen in the Museum. The parts 
of Pope are less interlincd than the ‘Iliad;’ and 
the latter books of the ‘Iliad’ less than the former. 
He grew dexterous by practice, and every shect 
enabled him to write the next with more facility. 
The books of Fenton have very few alterations by 
the hand of Pope. Those of Broome have not 
been found; but Pope complained, as it is reported, 
that he had much trouble in correcting them. 

His contract with Lintot was the same as for the 
‘liad,’ except that only one hundred pounds were 
to be paid him for cach volume. The number of 
subscribers were five hundred and seventy-four, 
and of copies cight hundred and ninetcen; so that 
his profits, when he had paid his assistants, were 
still very considerable. The work was finished 
in 1725; and from that time he resolved to make 
no more translations. 

The sale did not answer Lintot’s expectation; 
and he then pretended to discover something of 
fraud in Pope, and commenced or threatened a suit 
in Chancery. 

On the English ‘Odyssey’ a criticism was pub- 
lished by Spence, at that time Prelector of Poctry 
at Oxford; a man whose learning was not very 
great, and whose mind was not very powerful. Ilis 
criticism, however, was commonly just; what he 
thought, he thought rightly: and his remarks were 
recommended by his coolness and candour. In him 
Pope had the first experience of a critic without 
malevolence, who thought it as much his duty to 
display beautics as expose faults: who censured 
with respect, and praised with alacrity. 

With this criticism Pope was so little offended, 
that he sought the acquaintance of the writer, who 
lived with him from that time in great familiarity, 
attended him in his last hours, and compiled me- 
morials of his conversation. The regard of Pops 
recommended him to the great and powerful; and 
he obtained very valuable preferments in the 
Church. 

Not long after, Pope was returning home from a 
visit in a friend’s coach, which, in passing abridge, 
was overturned into the water; the windows were 
closed, and being unable to force them open, he was 
in danger of immediate death, when the postillion 
snatched him out by breaking the glass, of which 
the fragments cut two of his fingers in such a man- 
ner, that he lost their use. 

Voltaire, who was then in England, sent him a 
letter of consolation. He had been entertained by 
Pope at his table, where he talked with so much 
grossness, that Mrs. Pope was driven from the 
room. Pupe discovered, by a trick, that he was a 
spy for the court, and never considered him as a 
man worthy of confidence. 

He soon afterwards (1727) joined with Swift, 
who was then in England, to publish three volumes 
of ‘ Miscellanies,’ in which, amongst other things, 
he inserted the ‘Memoirs of a Parish Clerk,’ in 
ridicule of Burnct’s importance in his own History, 
and a ‘Debate upon Black and White Horses,’ 
written in all the formalities of a legal process, by 
the assistance, as is said, of Mr. Fortescue, after- 
wards Master of the Rolls. Befure these ‘ Miscel- 
lanies’ is a Preface signed by Swift and Pope, but 
apparently written by Pope, in which he makes ἃ 
ridiculous and romantic complaint of the robbvries 
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committed upon authors by the clandestine seizurejas had casually got abroad, there was added ἃ 
and sale of their papers. He tells. in tragic|them the ‘Treatise of the Bathos,’ or the ‘Artd 
strains, how ‘‘the cabiuets ui ine Sick and tae!Sinking in Poetry.” It happenca that, an one chap 
closets of the Dead have seen proken open aid!ter of this pices, tne several species of bad poets 
ransacked;”* as if those violences were often com-| were ranged in classes, to which were prefixed a 
mitted for papers of uucertain and accidental value,} most all the letters of the alphabet (the greutes 
which are rarely provoked by real treasures; as if] part of thei at random;) but sueh was the number 
epigrams and essays were in danger where geldjof poets eminent in that art, that sume one or other 
aud diamonds are sale. A cat hunted for his musk|tuok every letter to himself: all fell inte so violest 
is, according to Pepe's account, but the emblem of [a fury, that, for half a year cr more, the commea 
a wit winded by booksellers. newspapers (in most of whieh they bad some pre 
His complaint, however, received some attesta-|perty, ax being hired writers) were tilled with the 
tien; for the same year the Letters written by him|most abusive falsehoods and searrilities they could 
to Mr. Cromwell, in his youth, were suld by Mrs.| possibly devise; a liberty no way to be wondered 
Thomas to Curl], who printed them. at in those people, and in these papers, that, τ 
Jn these Miscellanies was first published the}many years during the uncontrolled heense of the 
‘Art of Sinking in Poetry,’ which, by sueh a train| press, had aspersed almost all the great characters 
of consequences as usually passes in literary quar-Jof the age; aud this with impunity, (heir own pet 
rels, gave, in a short time, according to Pope’s ac-[sons and names being utterly seeret and obscures 
count, occasio to the *Dnneiad,’ “This gave Mr. Pope the thought, diat he had 
In the following year (1725) he began to putfnow some cppertiaity of doing κου, by detecting 
Atterbury’s advice in praetice; and) showed hisand dragging into light these common enemies of 


= 


satirical powers by publishing the ὁ Dusciad,’ onelananhind; sinee, to invalidate this universal sla 
of his greatest and must claborate performances, injder, it sufficed to show what contemptible mea 
which he endeayvured to sink into coutenspt all the| were the authors vf it. He was net withont hopes, 
writers by whom he had been attacked, and sume|that, by manifesting the dulness of those who bad 
others whom he thought unable to defend them-|only malice to recommend then, either the book- 
selves. sellers would not find their account in employing 
At the head of the Dunces he placed poor Theo-; them, or the men themselves, when discovered, 
bald, whom he accused of ingratitude; but whose; want courage to proceed in so unlawful an occupa 
real crime was supposed to be that of having re-|tion, This it was that gave birth to the ‘ Dunciad;’ 
vised Shakspeare more happily than himself, ‘This/and he theuzht it a happiness, that by the Tate flood 
satire had the elfeet which be intended, by blast-/of shader on himself, he had aequired such a pe 
ing the characters which it touched. Ralph, who,|euliar right over their names as was necessary [0 
uanecessarily interposing in the quarrel, got al this desiga, 
place in a subsequent edition, complained that for! “Qu the 12th ef March, 1729, at St. James’, 
a time he was in danger of starving, ax the book-jthat poem was presented to the King and Quees 
sellers had ue longer any confidence in his eapacity.| (who liad before been pleased to read it) by te 
The prevalence of this poem was gradual andyright henourable Sir Robert: Walpole; and, some 
slow: the plun, if uct wholly new, was little un-|days after, the whole impression was taken and 
derstood by common readers. Many of the allu-idispersed by several nublemen and persons of the 
sivus required illustration; the naines were often] first distinction. 
expressed only by the initial and final letters, and} “It is certainly a true cbserration, that no pee 
if they had been printed at length, were such as|ple are so impatient of censure as those who are the 
few had known or reevllicted. ‘The subject itself | greatest slanderers, Which was wonderfully cxem 
had nothing generally interesting: for whom did it! plified on this oeeasion. On the day the book was 
conecrn to kuow that one or another scribbler was first vended, a crowd of authors besieged the shop 
adunee? Jf therefore it had been possible fori intreaties, adviees, threats cf law and battery, pay 
those who were attacked to conceal their pain andicrics of treason, were all empluyed to hinder the 
their resentment, the ‘Duneiad’ might have made‘ coming cat ef the ¢ Dunciad;* on the other side, the 
its way very slowly inthe world. [booksellers and hawhers made as creat efforts 0 
This, however, was not to be expected: every! procure it. What could a few peor authors do 
man is of importance to hiinself, and therefore, in{azainst so great a majority of the public? There 
his own opinion, to others; and, supposing the was no stopping a torrent with a finger; so out αὶ 
world already acquainted with all bis pleasures‘came. 
and his pains, is perhaps the first to publish inju-! “Many ludicrous ciremustances attended it. The 


ries Cr misfortunes, Which had never been known, Dunces (for by this name they were called) held 
unless related by himsclf, and at which those that) weekly clubs, to consult of hostilities against the 
hear them will only Jauzh; for uo maa xympathises, author; one wrote a letter to a great minister, a& 
With the sorrows of vanity. leuring him Mr. Pope was the greatest enemy the 
The history of the *Duneiad* is very minutely!zovernment had: and another bought his image ia 
related by Pope himself, in a Dedication which he|clay, to execute him in eMigy; with which sad sort 
rote to Lord Middlesex in the name of Savage. οὗ patisfaction the gentl-men were a Little com 
“*T will relate the ‘War of the Dunces’ (for so] forted. 
t has been commonly eall-d,) which began in 180} Some false editions Cf the book having an owl 
gear 1727, and ended 1730, in their frontispicee, the true one, to distinguish it, 
“When Dr. Swift and Mr. Pope thonght it pro-| fixed in his stead an ass Ind ἢ with authors. Thea 
per. for reassos specited in the Preface to theirjanother surreptitiis ene being print-d with the 
Mliscellanies, to publish such litle pieces of theirs. sane ass, the new edition in vctuyo returned, fer 
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listinetion, to the owl again. Hence arose a great{not idle. He published (1731) a poem on ‘ Taste,” 
enatest of booksellers against booksellers, and ad-{in which he very particularly and severely criti- 
Tertiscments against advertisements; some recom- jciscs the house, the furniture, the gardens, and the 
mending the edition of the ow], and others the edi- {entertainments of ‘Timon, a man of great wealth 
tion of the ass; by which name they came to be/and little taste. By Timon he was universally 
distinguished, to the great honour also of the gen- |supposed, and by the Earl of Burlington, to whom 
tlemen of the ‘ Dunciad.’ ”’ the povm is addressed, was privately said, to mean 
Pope appears by his narrative to have contem-|the Duke of Chandos; a man perhaps too much de- 
plated his victory over the Dunces with great ex-|lighted with pomp and show, but of a temper kind 
ultation; and such was his delight in the tumolt{and beneficent, and who had consequently the voice 
which he had raised, that for a while his natural [οἵ the public in his favour. 
sensibility was suspended, and he rcad reproaches| A violent outcry was therefore raised against the 
διὰ invectives without emotion, considering them| ingratitude and treachery of Pope, who was said to 
aly as the neccessary effects of that pain which he/have been indebted to the patronage of Chandos for 
rejoiced in having given. a present of a thousand pounds, and who gained the 
It cannot however be concealed, that, by his own|opportunity of insulting him by the kindness of his 
confession, he was the aggressor: for nobody believes |invitation. 
that the letters in the ‘ Bathos’ were placed at ran-| The reccipt of the thousand pounds Pope publicly 
dom: and it may be discovered that when he thinks |denicd; but from the reproach which the attack on 
himself concealed, he indulges the common vanity /a character so amiable brought upon him, he tried 
of common men, and triumphs in those distinctions |all means of escaping. The name of Cleland was 
which he had affected to despise. He is proud that}again employed in an apology, by which no man 
his book was presented to the King and Qucen by |was satisfied; and he was at last reduced to shelter 
the right honourable Sir Robert Walpole; he is/his temerity behind dissimulation, and endeavour 
proud that they had read it before; he is proud that|to make that disbelicved which he never had con- 
the edition was taken off by the nobility and per- fidence openly to deny. He wrote an exculpatory 
sous of the first distinction. letter to the Duke, which was answered with 
The edition of which he speaks was, I believe, |great magnanimity, as by a man who accepted his 
that which, by telling in the text the names, and /excuse without belicving his professions. He said, 
in the notes the characters, of those whom he hadjthat to have ridiculed his taste, or his buildings, 
satirised, was made intelligible and diverting. The|had been an indifferent action in another man; bat 
eritics had now declared their approbation of the |that in Pope, after the reciprocal kindness that had 
plan, and the common reader began to like it with-|been exchanged between them, it had been less 
om fear; those who were strangers to petty litera-|casily excused. 
ture, and therefore unable to decipher initials and} Pope, in one of his Letters, complaining of the 
banks, had now names and persons brought within| treatment which his poem had found, ‘‘ owns that 
their view; and delighted in the visible effect of |such critics can intimidate him, nay almost persuade 
those shafts of malice, which they had hitherto/him to write no more, which is a compliment this 
contemplated, as shot into the air. age deserves.”” The man who threatens the world 
Dennis, upon the fresh provocation now given|is always ridiculous; for the world can casily go on 
him, renewed the cnmity which had for a time} without him, and in a short time will ccase to miss 
been appeased by mutual civilities; and published/him. I have heard of an idiot, who used to re- 
remarks, which he had till then suppressed, upon|venge his vexations by lying all night upon the 
the ‘ Rape of the Lock.’ Many more grumbled in|bridge. ‘‘ There is nothing,” says Juvenal, “ that 
seeret, Or vented their resentment in the newspa-{a man will not belicve in his own favour.” Pope 
pers by epigrams or invcctives. had been flattered till he thought himself one of the 
Ducket, indeed, being mentioned as loving Bur-|moving powers in the system of life. When he 
net with ‘‘ pious passion,”’ pretended that his moral |talked of laying down his pen, those who sat round 
character was injured, and for some time declared|him intreated and implored: and self-love did not 
his resolution to take vengeance with a cudgel. But/suffer him to suspect that they went away and 
Pope appeased him, by changing “‘ pious passion”’ | laughed. 
to ““ cordial fricndship;”” and by a note, in which he| The following year deprived him of Gay, a man 
vehemently disclaims the malignity of meaning im-|whom he had known early, and whom he seemed 
puted to the first expression. to love with more tendemess than any other of his 
Aaron Hill, who was represented as diving forjlitcrary friends. Pope was now forty-four years 
the prize, expostulated with Pope in a manner sojold; an age at which the mind begins less easily to 
mech superior to all mcan solicitation, that Pope|admit new confidence, and the will to grow less 
was reduced to sneak and shuffle, sometimes to/flexible ; and when, therefore, the departure of an 
deny, and sometimes to apologize; he first endca-/old friend is very acutely felt. 
vours to wound, and is then afraid to own that he} In the next year he lost his mother, not by an 
meant ἃ blow. unexpected death, for she had lasted to the age of 
The ‘ Danciad,’ in ἃ complete edition, is ad-|ninety-threc: but she did not dic unlamented. The 
iressed to Dr. Swift: of the notes, part were writ- [8114] picty of Pope was in the highest degree ami- 
lea by Dr. Arbuthnot; and an apologetical Letter|able and exemplary; his parents had the happiness 
was prefixed, signed by Cleland, but supposed tojof living till he was at the summit of poetical repu- 
heve been written by Pope. tation, till he was at ease in his fortune, and with- 
After this general war upon Dulness, he seems |out a rival in his fame, and found no diminution of 
5 have indulged himeelf a while in tranquility; |his respect and tenderness. Whatever was his 
at his subsequent prodactions prove that he was/pride, to them he was obedient; and whatever wea 
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his irritability, to them he was gentle. Life has,;purpose of vindicating his owa property by a gena- 
among its soothing and quiet comforts, few things|ine edition, he offered to pay the cost. 
better to give than such a son. This however Pope did not accept; but im time 
One of the passages of Pope’s life, which seems} solicited a subscription for a Quarto volume, which 
to deserve some inquiry, was a publication of Let-|appcared (1737,) I believe, with sufficient profit. 
ters between him and many of his friends, which|In the preface he tells, that his Letters were re: 
falling into the hands of Curll, a rapacious book-| posited in a friend’s library, said to be the Earl of 
seller of no good fame, were by him printed ἀρὰ] Oxford’s, and that the copy thence stolen was sent 
sold. This volume containing some Letters from/to the press. The story was doubtless reecived 
noblemen, Pope incited a prosecution against him|with different degrees of credit. It may be sus- 
in the House of Lords for a breach of privilege, and] pected that the Preface to the ‘ Miscellanics’ was 
attended himself to stimulate the resentment of his| written to prepare the public for such an incident; 
friends. Curll appeared at the bar, and, knowing] and to strengthen this opinion, James Worsdale, a 
himsclf in no great danger, spoke of Pope with very | painter, who was employed in clandestine nego- 
little reverence: ‘‘ He has,” said Curll, ‘‘ a knack/tiations, but whose veracity was very doubtful, 
at versifying, but in prose I think myself a match] declared that he was the messenger who carried, 
for him.””’ When the orders of the House were} by Pope’s direction, the books to Curll. 
examined, none of them appeared to have been in-| When they were first published and avowed, δι 
fringed; Curll went away triumphant; and Popejthey had relation to recent fucts, and persons either 
was left to seck some other remedy. then living or not yet forgotten, they may be sup- 
Curll’s account was, that one evening a man in al posed to have found readers; but as the facts were 
clergyman’s gown, but with a lawycr’s band,| minute, and the characters, being cither private or 
brought and offered to sale a number of printed|literary, were little known, or little regarded, 


volumes, which he found to be Pope’s epistolary 
correspondence; that he asked no name, and was 
told none, but gave the price demanded, and thought 
himself authorised to use his purchase to his own 
advantage. 

That Curll gave a true account of the transaction 
itis reasonable to believe, because no falsehood was 
ever detected: and when, some years afterwards, 
I mentioned it to Lintot, the son of Bernard, he 
declared his opinion to be, that Pope knew better 
than any body else how Curll obtained the copies, 
because another parcel was at the same time sent 
to himself for which no price had ever been de- 
manded, as he made kaown his resolution not to 
pay ἃ portcr, and consequently not to dcal with a 
nameless agent. 

Such care had been taken to make them public, 
that they were sent at once to two booksellers: to 
Curll, who was likely to seize them as a prey; and 
to Lintot, who might be expected to give Pope in- 
formation of the seeming injury. Lintot, ] believe, 
did nothing; and Curll did what was expected. 
That to make them public was the only purpose 
may be reasonably supposed, because the numbers, 
offered to sale by the private messengers, showed 
that hope of gain could not have been the motive 
of the impression. 

It seems that Pope, being desirous of printing his 
Letters, and not knowing how to do, without im- 
putation of vanity, what has in this country been 
done very rarely, covtrived an appearance of com- 
pulsion; that, when he could complain that his Let- 
ters were surreptitiously published, he might de- 
cently and defensively publish them himself. 

Pope’s private correspondence, thus promulgated, 
filled the nation with praises of his candour, tender- 
ness, and benevolence, the purity of his purposes, 
and the fidelity of his friendship. There were 
some Letters which a very good or a very wise 
man would wish suppressed; but as they had been 
already exposed, it was impracticable now to re- 
tract them. 


they awakened no popular kindness or resentment; 
the book never became much the subject of conver- 
sation; some read it as acontemporary history, and 
some perhaps asa model of epistolary language: 
but those who read it did not talk of it. Not much 
therefore was added by it to fame or envy; nor d 
I remembcr that it produced cither public praise, 
or public censure. 

It had, however, in some degree, the recommen- 
dation of novelty. Our language had few Letters, 
except those of statesmen. Howel, indeed, about 
a century ago, published his Letters, which are 
commended by Morhoff, and which alone, of his 
hundred volumes, continue his memory. Lore- 
day’s Letters were printed only once; those f 
Herbert and Suckling are hardly known. Mr. 
Phillips [Orinda’s] are cqually neglected. And 
those of Walsh secm written as exercises, and 
were never sent to any living mistress or fricad. 
Pope’s epistolary excellence had an open field; he 
had no English rival living or dead. 

Pope is seen in this collection as connected with 
the other contemporary wits, and certainly suffers 
no disgrace in the comparison; but it must be re 
membered, that he had the power of favouring him- 
sclf; he might have originally had publication in 
his mind, and have written with carc, or have af- 
terwards sclected those which he had most hap 
pily conceived, or most diligently laboured; and! 
know not whether there does not appear something 
more studicd and artificial in his productions thea 
the rest, except one long Letter by Bclingbroke, 
composed with the skill and industry of a professed 
author. It is indecd not casy to distinguish affee- 
tation from habit; he that has once studiously form- 
ed a style rarely writes afterwards with complete 
ease. Pope may be said to write always with his 
reputation in his head; Swift, perhaps, like a man 
who remembered he was writing to Pope; but 
Arbuthnot, like one who lets thoughts drop from 
his pen as they rise into his mind. 

Before these Letters appeared, he published the 


From the perusal of those Letters, Mr. Allen/ first part of what he persuaded himself to think & 


first conceived the desire of knowing him; and with|system of Ethics. under the title of an ‘ Essay m 
so much zeal did he cultivate the friendship which} Man:’ which, if his Letter to Swift (of September 
he had newly formed, that, when Pope told his! 14, 1735) be rightly explaincd by the commentator, 


LIFE OF ALEXANDER POPE. xix 


ght years under his consideration, and{of writing them; at last, in 1734, he avowed the 
: seems (to have desircd the success with| fourth, and claimed the honour of a moral poet. 
itude. He had now many open, andj In the conclusion it is sufficiently acknowledged, 
sany secret enemies. The ‘ Dunces,’|that the doctrine of the ‘ Essay on Man’ was re- 
parting with the war; and the superi-|jccived from Bolingbroke, who is said to have ridi- 
ἃ he publicly arrogated, disposed the|culed Pope among those who cnjoyed his confi- 
ish his humiliation. dence, as having adopted and advanced principles 
he knew, and aguinst all he provided.|of which he did not perceive the consequence, and 
me, and thatof his friend to whom the/as blindly propagating opinions contrary to his own 
scribed, were in the first editions care-|That those communications had been consolidated 
ssed; and the poem, being of anew kind,| into a scheme regularly drawn, and delivered to 
ἃ to one or another, as favour determin-| Pope, from whom it returned only transformed from 
jecture wandered; it was given, says|prose to verse, has been reported, but hardly can 
» to every man, except him only whojbe truc. The Essay plainly appears the fabric of 
it. Those who like only when thcey|/a poet; what Bolingbroke supplicd could only be 
chor, and who are under the dominion) the first principles: the order, illustration, and em- 
sondemned it; and those admircd it who} bellishments, must all be Pope’s. 
to scatter praise at random, which, while| These principles it is not my business to clear 
ypriatcd, excites noenvy. Those friends} from obscurity, dogmatism, or falschood; but they 
at were trusted with the secret, went| were not immediately examincd: philosophy and 
ning honours on the new-born poet, and|poctry have not often the same readers; and the 
t Pope was never so much in danger|Essay abounded in splendid amplifications and 
rmer rival. sparkling sentences, which were read and admired 
authors whom he had personally οἵ- with no great attention to their ultimate purpose: 
to those whose opinion the world con-| its flowers caught the eye, which did not see what 
decisive, aud whom he suspected of|the gay foliage concealed, and for a time flourished 
evolence, he sent his Essay as a present} in the sunshine of universal approbation. So little 
cation, that they might defeat their own| was any cvil tendency discovered, that, as inno- 
raises which thcy could not afterwards|cence is unsuspicious, many read it for a manual of 
tract. piety. 
se precautions, 1733, was published the! Its reputation soon invited a translator. It was 
the ‘ Essay on Man.’ There had been| first turned into French prose, and afterwards by 
ne a report that Pope was busy upon aj Resnel into verse. Both translations fell into the 
Morality: but this design was not dis-| hands of Crousaz, who first, when he had the ver- 
the new pocm, which had a form and aj sion in prose, wrote a general censure, and after- 
which its readers were unacquainted. |‘wards reprinted Resnel’s version, with particular 
m was not uniform: some thought it a}remarks upon every paragraph. 
‘fect piece, though not without good} Crousaz was a professor of Switzcrland, eminent 
ile the author was unknown, some, as|for his treatise of Jogic, and his ‘Examen de 
happen, favoured him as an adventurer,|Pyrrhonisme;’ and, however little known or re- 
censured him as an intruder; but alljgarded here, was no mean antagonist. His mind 
1 above negicct; the sale increased, and| was one of those in which philosophy and picty 
re multiplicd. are happily united. He was accustomed to argu- 
equent editions of the first Epistle ex-jment and disquisition, and perhaps was grown too 
memorable corrections. At first, the| desirous of detecting faults; but his intentions were 


5 friend always right, his opinions were solid, and his re- 
5 freely o'er this econe of man, at jacessant vigilance for the promotion of picty 
(maze of walks without α plea: disposed him to look with distrust upon all meta- 
he wrote afterwards, physical systems of Theology, and all schemes of 

virtue and happiness purely rational: and therefore 
‘maze, but not without a plan: it was not long before he was persuaded that the 


positions of Pope, as they terminated for the most 
part in natural religion, were intended to draw 
mankind away from revelation, and to represent 
the whole course of things ay a necessary concate- 
1 of pride, and in thy reason's spite, nation of indissoluble fatality; agd it is undeniable, 
iis clear, whatever is, is right: that in many passages a religious cye may casily 
. discover expressions not very favourable to morals, 

afterwards discovered or been μούσῃ, [ον to liberty. 

ruth’’ which subsisted ‘in spite of rea-| About this time Warburton began to make his 
ot be very ‘‘clear,” he substituted appearance in the first ranks of learning. He was 
a man of vigorous faculties, a mind fervent and ve- 
hement, supplied by incessant and unlimited inqui- 
wersights will the most vigorous mind|ry, with wonderful extent and variety of know- 
hen it is employed at once upon argu-|ledge, which yet had not oppressed his imagina- 
etry. tion, nor clouded his perspicacity. To every work 
od and third Epistles were published;|he brought a memory full fraught, togethcr with a 
nt, I belicve, more and more suspectedifancy fertile of original combinations, and at onve 


was no plan, it was in vain to describe 
he maze. 
r alteration was of these lines; 


| of pride, ta erring reason's spite. 
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exerted the powers of the scholar, the reasoner,,our natural body is the same still when it is glori- 
and the wit. But his knowledge was too multifa-|fied. I am sure I like it better than I did before, 
rious to be always exact, and his pursuits too eager|and so will every man else. I know I meant just 
to be always cautious. His abilities gave him a|what you explain; but I did not explain my own 
haughty confidence, which he disdained to conceal|meaning so well as you. You understand me 88 
or mollify: and his impatience of opposition dis-| well as I do mysclf; but you express me better than 
posed him to treat his adversaries with such con-|I could express myself. Pray, acccpt the sincerest 
temptuous supcriority as made his readcrs com-jacknowledgments. I cannot but wish these Let- 
monly his encmics, and excited against the advocate|ters were put togethcr in one Book, and intend 
the wishes of some who favoured the cause. He|(with your lcave) to procure a translation of part 
seems to have adopted the Roman Emperor’s de-|at least, or of all of them, into French; but I shall 
termination, oderint dum metuant; he used nojnot proceed astep without your consent and opinion, 


allurements of gentle language, but wished to com- 
pel rather than persuadc. 

His style is copious without selection, and forci- 
ble without neatness; he took the words that pre- 
sented themselves; his diction is coarse and im- 
pure; and his sentences arc unmeasured. 


&e.” 

By this fond and eager acceptance of an exculpa- 
tory comment, Pope testified that, whatever might 
be the sceming or real import of the principles 
which he had received from Bolingbroke, he had 
not intentionally attacked religion; and Boling- 


He had, in the early part of his life, pleased|broke, if he meant to make him, without his owa 
himself with the notice of inferior wits, and cor-jconscnt, an instrument of mischief, found him now 
responded with the cnemics of Pope. A Letter|/engaged, with his eyes open, on the side of truth. 
was produced, when he had perhaps himself for-| It is known that Bolingbroke gonccaled from Pope 
gotten it, in which he tells Concancn, ‘‘ Dryden Ijhis real opinions. He once discovered them to Mr. 
obdeerve borrows for want of leisure, and Pope for|Hooke, who related them again to Pope, and was 
want of genius; Milton out of pride, and Addison/told by him that he must have mistaken the mean- 
out of modesty.’? And when Theobald published|ing of what he heard; and Bolingbroke, whea 
Shakspcarc, in opposition to Pope, the best notes|Pope’s uncasiness incited him to desire an explane- 


were supplicd by Warburton. 
But the time was now come when Warburton 


was to change his opinion; and Pope was to find a 


defender in him who had contributed so much to 
the exaltation of his rival. 

The arrogance of Warburton excited against him 
every artifice of offence, and therefore it may be 
supposed that his union with Pope was censured as 
hypocritical inconsistency; but surely to think dif- 
ferently, at different times, of poctical merit, may 
be easily allowed. Such opinions are often ad- 
mitted, and dismissed, without nice examination. 
Who is there that has not found reason for chang- 
ing his mind about questions of great importance? 

Warburton, whatever was his motive, under- 
took, without solicitation, to rescue Pope from the 
talents of Crousaz, by freciong him from the impu- 
tation of favouring fatality, or rejecting revelation; 
and from month to month continucd a vindication 
of the ‘Essay on Man,’ in the literary journal of 
that time called ‘The Republic of Letters.’ 


tion, declared that Hooke had misunderstood him. 

Bolingbroke hated Warburton, who had draws 
his pupil from him; and a little before Pope’s death 
they had a dispute, from which they parted with 
mutual aversion. 

From this time Pope lived in the closest intime 
cy with his commentator, and amply rewarded his 
kindness and zeal; for he introduced him to Mr, 
Murray, by whose interest he became preacher at 
Lincolo’s Inn; and to Mr. Allen, who gave him his 
niece and his estatc, and by consequence a bisho 
pric. When he dicd, he left him the property of 
his works; a legacy which may be reasonably estie 
mated at four thousand pounds. 

Pope’s fondness for the ‘ Essay on Man’ appeared 
by his desire of its propagation. Dobson, who had 
gained reputation by his version of Prior’s ‘Solo- 
mon,’ was employed by him to translate it into 
Latin verse, and was for that purpose some time 
at Twickenham; but he left his work, whatever 
was the reason, unfinished; and, by Benson’s invi- 


Pope, who probably began to doubt the tendency}tation, undertook the longer task of ‘ Paradise 


of his own work, was glad that the positions, of 
which he perceived himself not to know the full 


Lost.’ Pope then desired his friend to find 8 
scholar who should turn his Essay into Latin prose; 


meaning, could by any mode of interpretation be|but no such performance has cver appeared. 


mad: to mean well. How much he was pleased 


Pope lived at this time among the Great, with 


with his gratuitous defender the following Letter|that reception and respect to which his works en 


evidently shows: 


“Sia, April 11, 1732. 
“41 have just received from Mr. R. two more of 
your Lettcrs. Jt ie in the greatest hurry imagi- 


titled him, and which he had not impaired by any 
private misconduct or factious partiality. Though 
Bolingbroke was his friend, Walpole was not his 
enemy; but treated him with so much consider 
tion, as at his request, to solicit and obtain from the 


nable that I write this; but I cannot help thanking| French minister an abbcy for Mr. Southcot, whom 
you in particular for your third Letter, which is sojhe considered himself as obliged to reward, by this 
extremely clear, short, and full, that I think Mr.jexertion of his interest, for the benefit which he 
Crousaz ought never to have another answer, and|had reccived from his attendance in a long illness. 
deserved not so good a one. Ican only say, you| It was said, that, when the Court was at Rich- 
do him too much honour, and me too much right, so|mond, Queen Caroline had declared her intentios 
odd as the expression seems; for you have made!to visit him. This may have been only a careless 
my system as clear as I ought to have done, and|effusion, thought on no more; the report of such no- 
could not. It is indecd the same system as mine,|tice, however, was soon in many mouths; and, if I 
oat ilfustrated with a ray of your own, as they say|do not forget or misapprehend Savage’s account, 
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Pope, pretending to decline what was not yet of-(cxcellence, commonly spend life in one pursuit: for 


fered, left his house for a time, not I suppose for 
any other reason than lest he ehould be thought to 
stay at home in expectation of an honour which 
would not be conferred. He was therefore angry 
st Swift, who represents him as ‘‘refusing the 
risits of a Queen,’’ because hc knew that what had 
vever been offered had never been refused. 

Beside the gencral system of morality, supposed 
lo be contained in the ‘Essay on Man,’ it was his 
intention to write distinct poems upon the different 
lJatics or conditions of life; one of which is the 
Epistle to Lord Bathurst (1733) on the ‘Use of 
Riches,’ a picce on which he declared great labour 
lo have been bestowed.* 

ἴδιο this picce some hints are historically thrown, 
md some known characters are introduccd, with 
thers of which it is difficult to say how far they 
we real or fictious; but the praise of Kyrl, the Man 
of Ross, deserves particular examination, who, af- 
ter along and pompous enum-ration of his public 


execllence is not often gained upon casier terms. 
But to the particular species of excellence men are 
directed, nut by an ascendant planet or predomi- 
nating humour, but by the first book which they 
read, some carly conversation which they heard, 
or some accident which excited ardour and cmula- 
tion. 

It must at least be allowed that this Ruling 
Passion, autecedent to reasun and observation, 
must have an object independent on human con- 
trivance; for there can be no natural desire of arti- 
ficial good. No man therefore can be born, in the 
strict acccptation, a lover of money; for he may be 
born where moncy does not exist: nor can he be 
born, in ἃ moral sense, a Jover of his country; for 
society, politically regulated, is a state contradis- 
tinguished from a state of nature; and any attention 
to that coalition of interests which makes the hap- 
piness of a country, is possible only to those whom 
inquiry and refivction have enabled to compre- 


works and private charities, is said to have diffused] hend it. 


ull those blessings from five hundred a year. Won- 
ders are willingly told, and willingly heard. The 
rath is, that Kyrl was a man of known intcgrity 
mad active benevolence, by whose solicitation the 
wealthy were persuaded to pay contributions to 
his charitable schemes; this influcnce he obtained 
by an cxample of liberality exerted to the utmost 
extent of his power, and was thus enabled to give 
more than he had. This account Mr. Victor re- 
ceived from the minister of the place: and ] have 
preserved it, that the praise of a good man, being 
made more credible, may be more solid. Narra- 
tions of romantic and impracticable virtue will be 
read with wonder, but that which is unattainable is 
recommended in vain; that good may be endea- 
voured, it must be shown to be possible. 

This is the only picce in which the author has 
given a hint of his religion, by ridiculing the cere- 
mony of burning the pope, and by mentioning with 
some indignation the inscription on the Monument.t 

When this poem was first published, the dia- 
logue having no letters of dircction, was perplexed 
sad obscure. Pope secms to have written with no 
very distinet idca; for he calls that an ‘Epistle to 
Bathurst,’ in which Bathurst is introduced as 
speaking. 

He afterwards (1734) inscribed to Lord Cobham 
his ‘Characters of Men,’ written with close atten- 
tion to the operations of the mind and modifications 
of life. In this poem he has endeavoured to esta- 
Mish and exemplify his favourite theory of the 
Ruling Passion, by which he means an original 
direction of desire to some particular object; an in- 
ste affection, which gives all action a determinate 
wad invariable tendency, and operates upon the 
whole system of life, either openly or more secrct- 
y, by the intervention of some accidental or sub- 
wdinate propension. 

Of any passion, thus innate and irresistible, the 
*xistcnce may reasonably be doubted. Human 
sharactcrs are by no means constant; mcn change 
»y change of place, of fortune, of acquaintance; he 
who is at one time a lover of pleasure, is at another 


This doctrine is in itsclf pernicious as well as 
false; its tendency is to produce the belief of a kind 
of moral predestination, or overruling principle 
which cannot be resisted; he that admits it is pre- 
pared to comply with every desire that caprice or 
opportunity shall excite, and to flatter himself that 
he submits only to the lawful dominion of Nature, 
in obeying the resistlcss authority of his Ruling 
Passion. 

Pope has formed his theory with so little skill, 
that in the examples by which he illustrates and 
confirms it, he has confounded passions, appetites, 
and habits. 

To the ‘Characters of Men,’ be added soon after, 
in an Epistle supposed to have been addressed to 
Martha Blount, but which the last cdition has 
taken from her, the ‘Characters of Women.’ This 
poem, which was laboured with great diligence, 
and, in the author’s opinion, with great success, 
was neglected at its first publication, as the com- 
mentator supposes, because the public was inform- 
ed, by an advertisement, that it contained no cha- 
racter drawn from the Life; an assertion which 
Pope probably did not expect nor wish to have 
been believed, and which he soon gave his readers 
sufficient reason to distrust, by telling them in a 
note that the work was imperfect, because part of 
his subject was Vice too high to be yet exposed. 

The time however soon came, in which it was 
safe to display the Dutchess of Marlborough under 
the name of Atossa; and her character was inserted 
with no great honour to the writer’s gratitude. 

He published from time to time (between 1730 
and 1740) ‘ Innitations of different poems of Horace,’ 
generally with his name, and once, as was suspect- 
ed, without it. What he was upon moral princi- 
ples ashamed to own, he ought to have suppressed. 
Of these pieces it is uscless 10 settle the dates, as 
they seldom had much relation to the times, and 
perhaps had been long in his hands. 

This mode of imitation, in which the ancients 
are familiarized, by adapting their sentiments to 
modern topies, by making Horace vay of Shaks- 


a lover of money. Those indeed who at:ain any| peare what he orivinally said of Ennius, and ac- 


* Spence. 


ἢ Freeted to commemorate the great Fire of London, on: 
Visbrotreet Hill. 


commodating his satires on Pantolabus and Nomen- 
tanus to the flatterers and prodigals of our owa 


time, was first practised in the reign of Charles tae 
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Second by Oldham and Rochester, at least I re-; His last Satires, of the gencral kind, were two 
member no instances more ancient. It is a kind|Dialogues, named, from the year in which they 
of middle composition, between translation and|were published, ‘Seventeen Hundred and Thirty- 
Original design, which pleascs when the thoughts|/cight.? In these poems many are praised, and 
are unexpectedly applicable, and the parallels{many reproached. Pope was then cntangled in the 
lucky. It seems to have becn Pope’s favourite|opposition; a follower of the Prince of Wales, who 
amusement; for he has carried it further than any |dined at his house, and the friend of many who ob- 


former poct. 


structed and censured the conduct of the ministers. 


He published likewise a revival, in smoother]His political partiality was too plainly shown: he 
numbers, of Dr. Donne’s Satires, which was re-|forgot the prudence with which he passed, in hie 


commended to him by the Duke of Shrewsbury and 
the Earl of Oxford. They made no great impres- 
sion on the public. Pope secms to have known 
their imbecility, and therefore suppressed them 
while he was yct contending to rise in reputation, 
but ventured them when he thought their defi- 
ciencies more likely to be imputed to Donne than 
to himself. 

The Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot, which seems to 
be derived in its first design from Boileau’s Ad- 
dress 4 son Exprit, was published in January 1735, 
about a month before the death of him to whom it 
is inscribed. It is to be regretted, that either ho- 
nour or pleasure should have been missed by Ar- 
buthnot; a man estimable for his learning, amiable 
for his life, and venerable for his piety. 

Arbuthnot was a man of great comprchension, 
skilful in his profession, versed in the sciences, ac- 
quainted with ancient literature, and able to ani- 
mate his mass of knowledge by a bright and active 
imagination; a scholar with ercat brilliance of wit; 
awit, who, in the crowd of life, retained and dis- 
covercd a noble ardour of religious zeal. 

In this poem Pope seems to reckon with the 
public. He vindicatcs himself from censures; and 
with dignity, rather than arrogance, enforces his 
own claims to kindness and respect. 

Into this poem are interwoven several para- 
graphs which had been before printed as a frag- 
ment, and among them the satirical lines upon Ad- 
dison, of which the last couplet has been twice 
corrected. It was at first, 


Who would not smile if such a man there be? 
Who would not laugh if Addison were he 1 


Then, 


Who would not grieve if such a man there be? 
Who would not laugh if Addison were he? 


At last it is, 


Who but must laugh if such a man there be? 
Who would not weep if Atticus were he? 


He was at this time at open war with Lord Her- 
vey, who had distinguished himself as a steady ad- 
herent to the ministry; and, being offended with a 
contemptuous answer to one of his pamphlcts,* had 
summoned Pulteney to a duel. Whether he or 
Pope made the first attack, perhaps, cannot now 
be easily known: he had written an invective 
egainst Pope, whom he calls, ‘‘ Hard as thy heart, 
and as thy birth obscure;’’ and hints that his father 
was ahatier. To this Pope wrote a reply in verse 
and prose; the verses are in this poem; and the 
prose, though it was never sent, is printed among 
his Letters, but to ἃ cool reader of the present 
dme exhibits nothing but tedious malignity. 


¢ ‘Sedition aud Defamation diaplayed.’ 8vo. 1733. 


earlicr years, uninjurcd and unoffending, through 
much more vivlent conflicts of faction. 

In the first Dialogue, having an opportunity of 
praising Allen of Bath, he asked his leave to men- 
tion him as a man not illustrious by any merit of his 
ancestors, and called him in his verse “ὁ low-born 
Allen.”? Men are seldom satisfied with praise, in- 
troduccd or followed by any mention of defeet. 
Allen seems not to have taken any pleasure in his 
epithet, which was afterwards softened into ‘‘ hum- 
ble Allen.” 

In the second Dialogue he took some liberty with 
one of the Foxes, among others; which Fox, in a 
reply to Lyttleton, took an opportunity of repaying, 
by rceproaching him with the friendship of a lam- 
pooner, who scattered his ink without fear or de- 
cency, and against whom he hoped the resentment 
of the legislature would quickly be discharged. 

About this time Paul Whitchead, a small poet, 
was summoned bcfore the Lords fur a poem called 
‘ Manners,’ together with Dodsley his publisber. 
Whitehead, who hung loose upon socicty, skulked 
and escaped; but Dodsicy’s shop and family made 
his appearance necessary. He was, however, soos 
dismissed; and the whole process was probably in- 
tended rather to intimidate Pope, than to punish 
Whitchcad. 

Pope never afterwards attempted to join the 
patriot with the poet, nor drew his pen upon states- 
men. That he desisted from his attempts of refor- 
mation, is imputed by his commentator, to his de 
spair of prevailing over the corruption of the time. 
He was not likely to have been ever of opinion, 
that the dread of his satire would countervail the 
love of power or of moncy; he pleased himeelf with 
being important and formidable; and gratified some- 
times his pride, and sometimes his resentment; till 
at last hc began to think he should be morc safe, if 
he were less busy. 

The ‘ Memoirs of Scriblerus,’ published about this 
time, extend only to the first book of a work pro 
jected in concert by Pope, Swift, and Arbuthnot, 
who used to mect in the time of Queen Anne, and 
denominated themselves the ‘Scriblerus Club.’ 
Their purpose was to censure the abuses of learning 
by a fictitious Life of an infatuated Scholar. They 
were dispersed; the design was never completed; 
and Warburton laments its miscarriage, as an crest 
very disastrous to polite letters. 

If the whole may be estimated by this specimes, 
which secins to be the production of Arbuthnot, 
with a few touches perhaps by Pope, the want of 
more will not be much lamented; for the follies 
which the writer ridicules are so little practised, 
that they are not known: nor can the satire be an- 
derstood but by the learned: he raises phantoms 
of absurdity, and then drives them away. He 
curcs djscases that were never felt 


For this reason this joint production of three great 
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writers has never obtained any notice from man- 
kind; it has becn little read, or when read has been 
forgotten, a3 no man coald be wiser, better, or 
merrier, by remembering it. 

The design cannot boast of much originality; for, 
besides its general resemblance to Don Quixote, 
there will be found in it particular imitations of the 
History of Mr. Ouffle. ᾿ 

Swift carried so much of it into Ircland as sup- 
plied him with hints fur his Travels; and with those 
the world might have been contented, though the 
rest had been suppressed. 

Pope had sought for images and sentiments in a 
region not known to have been explored by many 
other of the English writers; he had consulted the 
modern writers of Latin péctry, a class of authors 
whom Boileau endeavoured to bring into contempt, 
and who are tno generally neglected. Pope, how- 
ever, was not ashamed of their acquaintance, nor 
ungrateful for the advantages which he might have 
derived from it. A small selection from the Ita- 
lians, who wrote in Latin, had been published ut 
London, about the latter end of the last century, by 
a man* who concealed his name, but whom his Pre- 
face shows to have been qualified for his under- 
taking. This collection Pope amplified by more 
than half, and (1740) published it in two volumes, 
vat injuriously omitted his predecessor's Preface. 
To these books, which had nothing but the mere 
text, no regard was paid; the authors were still 
neglected, and the cditor was ncither praised nor 
censared. 

He did not sink into idleness; he had planned a 
work which he considcred as subsequent to his 

‘Essay on Mian,’ of which he has given this ac- 
count to Dr. Swift: 
*¢ March 25, 1736. 
'* If ever I write any more Epistles in verse, one 


one of the imitations of Horace he has liberally 
enough praised the ‘Careless Husband.’ In the 
‘ Dunciad,’ among other worthless scribblers, he 
had mentioned Cibber; who, in his ‘ Apology,’ 
complains of the great Poct’s unkindness as more 
injurions, ** because,”’ says he, “41 never lave of- 
fended him.” 

it might have been expected that Pope sbould 
have been, in soine degree, mollitied by this sub- 
missive sentlenesa, but no such consequence ap- 
peared. Though he condcscended to commend 
Cibber once, he mentioned hiin afterwards con- 
temptuously in one of his satires, and again in his 
Episue to Arbuthnot; and in the fourth book of the 
“ Dunciad’ attacked him with acrimony, to which 
the provocation is not easily dircoverable. Per- 
haps he imagined that, in ridiculing the Laureate, 
he satirized those by whom the laure] had been 
given, and gratified that ambitious petalance with 
which he affected to insult the great. 

The severity of thia satire left Cibber no longer 
any patience. He had confidence enough in his 
own powers to believe that he could disturb the 
quict of his adversary, and doubtless did not want 
instigators, who, without any care about the vie- 
tory, desired to amuse themselves by looking on 
the contest. He therefore gave the town a pam- 
phlet, in which he declared his resolution from that 
time never to bear another blow without returning 
it, and to tire out his adversary by perseverance, 
if he eannot conquer him by strength. 

The incessant and unappeasable malignity of 
Pope he imputes to a very distant cause. After 
the ‘Three hours after Marriage’ had been driven 
off the stage, by the offence which the mummy and 
crocodile gave the audience, while the exploded 
sccne was yet fresh in memory, it happened that 
Cibber played Bayes in the ‘Rehearsal;’ and, as it 


αἴ them shall be addresscd to you. I have long|had been usual to culiven the part by the mention 


Cacerted it, and begun it; but I would make what 
bears your name as finished as my last work ought 
to be; that is to say, more finished than any of the 
rest. The subject is large, and will divide into 
far Epistles, which naturally follow the ‘ Essay 
ca Man;’ viz. 1. Of the Extent and Limits of 
human Reason and Science. 2. A View of the use- 
fal and therefore attainable, and of the unuseful and 
therefore unattainable Arts. 3. Of the Naturc, 
Ends, Application, and Use, of different Capacities. 
4. Of the Use of Leaming, of the Science of the 
World, and of Wit. It will conclude with a satire 
against the Misapplication of all these, exemplified 
by Pictares, Characters, and Examples.”’ 

This work in its full extent, being now afflicted 
with an asthma, and finding the powers of life 
gradually declining, he had no longer courage to 
undertake; but from the materials which he had 
provided, he added, at Warburton’s request, mo- 
ther book to the ‘ Dunciad,’ of which the design ix 
to ridicule such studics ay are cither hopeless or use- 
less, as cither pursze what is unattainable, or what, 
if it be attained, is of no use. 

When this book was printed (1742) the laurcl 
bad been for some time upon the head of Cibber; a 
man whom it cannot be supposed that Pope could 
tegard with much kindness or estecm, though in 


® Since discovered to bo Atterbury, aftcrwards Bishor of 
r 


of any recent theatrical transactiuns, he said, that 
he once thought to have introduced his lovers dis- 
guiscd in a mummy and a erocodile. ‘This,’’ 
says he, ‘‘ was received with loud claps, which in- 
dicated contempt of the play.’’ Pope, who was 
behind the scenes, mecting him as he Icft the 
stage, attacked him, as he says, with all the viru- 
lence of a ‘* Wit out of his senses;”? to which he 
replied, “that he would take no other notice of 
what was said by so particular a man, than to de- 
clare, that as often as he played that part, he would 
repeat the same provocation.” 

He shows his opinion to be, that Pope was one 
of the authors of the play which he so zealously de- 
fended; and adds an idle story of Pope’s behaviour 
at a tavern. 

The pamphlet was written with little power of 
thonght or language, and, if suffered to remain with- 
out notice, would have been very soon forgotten, 
Pope had now been cnough acquainted with human 
life to know, if his passion had not been too power- 
ful for his wniderstanding, that from a contention 
like his with Cibber, the world secks nothing but 
diversion, which is given at the expense of the 
higher character. When Cibber tampooncd Pape, 
curiosity was excited; what Pupe would say of 
Cibber nobody inquired, but in hope that Pope’s 
asperity might betray his pain and lessen his dig- 
nity. 


He should therefore have suffered the pamphlet 
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to flutter and die, without confessing that it stung/attention wearied, and to whom the mind will nov 
him. The dishonour of being shown as Cibber’s|easily be recalled, when it is invited in blank verse, 
antagonist could never be compensated by the vic-| which Pope had adopted with great imprudcnee, 
tory. Cibber had nothing to lose; when Pope had/and, I think, without due consideration of the na- 
exbausted all his malignity upon him, he would|ture of our language. The sketch is, at least ia 
rise in the esteem both of his fricnds and his ene-|part, preserved by Ruffheud; by which it appears, 
mics. Silence only could have made him despica-|that Pope was thoughtless cnough to model the 
ble; the blow which did not appear to be felt would | names of his herocs with terminations not consisteng 
have been struck in vain. with the time or country in which he places them 

But Pope’s irascibility prevailed, and he re-| He lingered through the next year; but perceived 
solved to tell the whole English world that he was/ himself, as he expresses it, ‘‘ going down the hill.” 
at war with Cibber; and, to show that he thought|He had for at least five years been atilicted with 
him no common adversary, he prepared no common|an asthma and other disorders, which his physi- 
vengeance; he published a new edition of the|cians were unable to relieve. Towards the end of 
* Dunciad,’ in which he degraded Theobald from|his life he consulted Dr. Thomson, a man who had, 
his painful pre-eminence, and enthroned Cibber in|by large promises, and free censures of the common 
his stead. Unhappily the two heroes were of op-|practice of physic, forced himself up into sudden 
posite characters, and Pope was unwilling to lose/reputation. Thomson declared his distemper to be 


what he had already written; he has therefore de- 
praved his poem by giving to Cibber the old books, 


a dropsy, and evacuated part of the water by tine- 
ture of jalap; but confessed that his belly did not 


the old pedantry, and the sluggish pertinacity of |subside. Thomson had many cnemics, and Pope 


Theobald. 

. Pope was ignorant enough of his own interest, to 
make another change, and introduced Osborne con- 
tending for the prize among the booksellers. Os- 
borne was a man entirely destitute of shame, with- 


was persuaded to dismiss him. 

While he was yet capable of amusement and con- 
versation, as he was one day sitting in the air with 
Lord Bolingbroke and Lord Marchmont, he saw 
his favourite Martha Blount at the bottom of the 


out sense of any disgrace but that of poverty. He/terrace, and asked Lord Bolingbroke to go and hand 
told me, when he was doing that which raised!her up. Bolingbroke, not liking his errand, cross- 
Pope’s resentment, that he should be put into the/ed his legs and sat still; but Lord Marchmont, who 
‘ Dunciad;’ but he had the fate of Cassandra. I gave| was younger and less captious, waited on the lady, 
no eredit to his prediction, till in time I saw it ac-|who, when he came to her, asked—‘‘ What, is he 
complished. The shafts of satire were directed|not dead yet?” She is said to have neglected him, 
equally in vain against Cibber and Osborn; being| with shameful unkindncss, in the latter time of his 
repelled by the impenetrable impudence of one,|dccay; yet, of the little which he had to leave, she 
and deadencd by the impassive dulncss of the other. |had a very great part. Their acquaintance began 
Pupe confessed his own pain by his anger; but hejearly; the life of each was pictured on the other’s 
gave no pain to those who had provoked him. He/mind; their conversation therefore was cndearing, 
was able to hurt none but himself; but transferring | for when they met, there was an immcdiate coali- 
the same ridicule from one to another, he reduced !tion of congenial notions. Perhaps he considered 
himself to the insignificance of his own magpie,|her unwillingness to approach the chamber of sick- 
who from his cage calls cuckold at a venture. ness as female weakness, or human frailty; perhaps 
Cibber, according to his engagement, repaid the/he was conscious to himself of peevishness and im- 
“ Dunciad’ with another pamphlet, which Pope said, | patience, or, though he was offended by her ia- 
_“ would be as good as a dose of hartshorn to him;’’|attention, might yet consider her merit as over- 
bat his tongue and his heart were at variance. I{balancing her fault; and, if he had suffered his heart 
have heard Mr. Richardson relate, that he attend-|to be alicnated from her, he could have found no- 
ed his father the painter on a visit, when one of |thing that might have filled her place; he could 
Cibber’s pamphlets came into the hands of Pope,/have only shrunk within himself; it was too late to 
who said, ‘‘ These things are my diversion.”” They |transfer his confidence or fondness. 


sat by him while he perused it, and saw his fea- 


In May, 1744, his death was approaching:* om 


tures writhing with anguish; and young Richardson} the sixth, he was all day delirious, which he men- 


said to his father when they returned, “that he 
hoped to be preserved from such diversion as had 
been that day the lot of Pope.” 

From this time finding his diseases more oppres- 
sive, and his vital powers gradually declining, he 
no longer strained his feculties with any original 
composition, nor proposed any other employment 
for his remaining life, than the revisal and corrce- 
tion of his former works; in which he received ad- 
vice and assistance from Warburton, whom he 
appears to have trusted and honoured in the highest 
degree. 


tioned four days afterwards as a sufficicut humilia- 
tion of the vanity of man; he afterwards complained 
of seeing things as through a curtain, and in false 
colours; and onc day, in the presence of Dodsley, 
asked what arm it was that came out from the 
wall. He said that his greatest inconvenience was 
inability to think. 

Bolingbroke sometimes wept over him in this 
state of helpless decay; and being told by. Spence, 
that Pope, at the intermission of his deliriousness, 
was always saying something kind citherof his pre- 
sent or absent friends, and that his humanity seem- 


He laid aside his Epic Poem, perhaps without/ed to have survived his understanding, answered, 


much loss to mankind; for his hero was Brutus the|‘‘It has so.”” And added, ‘I never in my life knew 
Trojan, who, according to the ridiculous fiction,|/a man that had so tender a heart for his particular 
established acolony in Britain. The subject there-|friends, or more general friendship for mankind.” 
fore, was of the fabulous agc; the actors were a race 
upon whom imagination had becn exhausted, and 


* Spence. 
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At another time he said, ‘‘ I have known Pope these; have induced Pope to break his promise. He could 
Unirty years, and value myself more in his friend-|not delight his vanity by usurping the work, 
ship than”—His grief then suppressed his voice. |which, though not sold in shops, had been shown 
Pope expresscd undoubted confidence of a future/to a number more than sufficient to preserve the 
ttate. Being asked by his friend Mr. Hooke, ajauthor’s claim; he could not gratify his avarice, for 
papist, whether hc would not die like his father|he could not sell his plunder till Bolingbroke was 
and mother, and whether a priest should not be/dead; and cven then, if the copy was lIecft to ano 
tailed, he answered, “1 do not think it essential,|ther, his fraud would be defeated, and if left to 
but it will be very right; and I thank you for put-|himself would be uscless. 
ting me in mind of it.’’ Warburton therefore supposes, with great ap 
In the morning, after the priest had given him|pearance of reason, that the irregularity of his con- 
the last sacrament, he said, ‘‘ There is nothing that|duct proceeded wholly from his zeal for Boling- 
ἰδ meritorious but virtue and friendship, and indeed|broke, who might perhaps have destroyed the 
friendship itself is only a part of virtue.” pamphlet, which Pope thought it his duty to pre- 
He died in the evening of the thirticth day of |serve, even without its author’s approbation. Te 
May, 1744, so placidly, that the attendants did not|this apology an answer was written in “Α Letter 
discern the exact time of his expiration. He was|to the most Impudent Man living.” 
buried at Twickenham, near his father and mother,| He brought some reproach upon his own memory 
where a monument has been erccted to him by his|by the petulant and contemptuous mention made in 
commentator, the Bishop of Gloucester. his will of Mr. Allen, and an affected repayment 
He left the care of his papers to his execators;jof his bencfactions. Mrs. Blount, as the known 
first to Lord Bolingbroke; and, if he should not be/friend and favourite of Pope, had becn invited to 
living, to the Earl of Marchmont; undoubtedly ex-|the house of Allen, where she comported herself 
pecting them to be proud of the trust, and cager to} with such indecent arrogance, that she parted from 
extend his fame. But let no man dream of influ-| Mrs. Allen in a state of irreconcileable dislike, and 
ence beyond his life. After a decent time, Dodsley|the door was for ever barred against her. This 
the bookseller went to solicit preference as thejexclusion she resented with so much bitterness as 
publisher, and was told that the parcel had not/to refuse any legacy from Pope, unless he left the 
been yet inspected; and, whatever was the reason,|world with a disavowal of obligation to Allen. 
the world has been disappointed of what was “" re-|Having been long under her dominion, now totter- 
served for the next age.”’ ing in the decline of life, and unable to resist the 
He lost, indeed, the favour of Bolingbroke by a|violence of her temper, or perhaps, with the pre- 
kind of posthumous offence. The political pamphlet} judice of a lover, persuaded that she had suffered 
called ‘ The Patriot King’ had been put into his|improper treatment, he complied with her demand, 
hands that he might procure the impression of δ᾽ ἀπά polluted his will with female rescntment. Al- 
very few copies, to be distributed, according to the|len accepted the legacy, which he gave to the 
sathor’s direction, among his friends, and Pope as- | Hospital at Bath, observing that ‘‘ Pope was always 
sared him, that no more had been printed than were |a bad accomptant, and that if to £150 he had put ἃ 
allovred; but soon after his death the printer brought |cipher more, he had come nearer to the trnth.””* 
and resigned a complete edition of fifteen hundred| The person of Pope is well known not to have 
copies, which Pope had ordered him to print, and |been formed by the nicest modct. He has, in his 
retain it secret. He kept, as was observed, his {account of the ‘ Little Club,’ compared himself to a 
engagement to Pope better than Pope had kept it|spider, and by another is described as protuberant 
to his friend; and nothing was known of the trans- |behind and before. He is said to have been bean- 
setion, till, upon the death of his employer, he|tiful in his infancy; but he was of a constitution 


thought himself obliged to deliver the book to the 
right owner, who, with great indignation, made a 
fire in his yard, and delivered the whole impres- 
tion to the flames. 

Hitherto nothing had been done which was not 
aaturally dictated by resentment of violated faith; 
resentment more acrimonious, as the violator had 
been more loved or more trusted. Bat here the 


originally feeble and weak; and as bodies of a ten- 
der frame are easily distorted, his deformity was 
probably. in part the effect of his application. His 
stature was so low, that, to bring him to a level 
with common tables, it was necessary to raise his 
seat. But his face was not displeasing, and his 
eyes were animated and vivid. 

By natural deformity, or accidental distortion, 


anger might have stopped; the injury was private, (his vital functions were so much disordered, that 


and there was little danger from the example. 
Bolingbroke, however, was not yet satisfied; his 
thirst for vengeance excited him to blast the me- 
mory of the man over whom he had wept in his 
last struggles; and he employed Mallet, another 
friend of Pope, to tell the tale to the public with 
all its aggravations. Warburton, whose heart was 
warm with his legacy, and tender by the recent 
separation, thought it proper for him to interpose; 
and undertook, not indecd to vindicate the action, 
for breach of trust has always something criminal, 
but to extenuate it by an apology. Having ad- 
vanced what cannot be denied, that moral obliquity 
is made more or less excusable by the motives that 


preduce it, he inquires what evil purpose could 
D 


his life was ‘‘long disease.’’ His most frequent 
assailment was the headach, which he used to re- 
lieve by inhaling the steam of coffee, which he 
very frequently required. 


4 This account is not so circumstantial as it was in Dr 
Johnson's power to have made it. 

Upon an invitation (in which Mrs. Blount was included) 
Mr. Pope made a visit to Mr. Allen at Prior-park, and hav- 
ing occasion to go to Bristol for a few days, left Mrs. Blount 
behind him. In his absence Mrs. Blount, who was of that 
persuasion, signified an inclination to go to the Popish cha- 
pel at Bath, and desired of Mr. Allen the use of his chariot 
for the purpose; but he being at that time mayor of the city, 
suggested the impropriety of having his carriage seen al the 
tloor of her place of worship, and desired to be excused. 
Mra. Blount resented this refusal, told Pope of it at bis re- 
turn, and so infected him with her rage that thoy both aX 
the house abruptly. 
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Most of what can be told concerning his petty pe-| bal, says Juvenal, did not perish by the javelin or 
culiarities was communicated by a female domes-|the sword; the slaughters of Canne were revenged 
tic of the Earl of Oxford, who knew him perhaps|by a ring. The death of Pope was imputed by 


after the middle of life. 


He was then so weak as|some of his friends to a silver saucepan, in which 


to stund in perpetual need of female attendance; |it was his delight to heat potted lampreys. 
extremely sensible of cold, so that he wore a kind} That he loved too well to cat, is certain; but that 
of fur doublet, under a shirt of a very coarse warm his sensuality shortened his life will not be hastily 


linen with fine sleeves. When he rose, he was 
invested in a boddice made of stiff canvas, being 
scarcely able to hold himself erect till they were 
laced, and he then put on a flannel waistcoat. One 
side was contracted. His legs were so slender, 
that he enlarged their bulk with three pair of 
stockings, which were drawn on and off by the 
maid; for he was not able to dress or undress him- 
self, and neither went to bed nor rose without 
help. His weakness made it very difficult for him 
to be clean. 

His hair had fallen almost all away; and he used 
to dine sometimes with Lord Oxford, privately, in 
avelvet cap. His dress of ceremony was black, 
with a tic-wig, and a little sword. 

The indulgence and accommodation which his 
sickness required, had taught him all the unpleas- 
ing and unsocial qualities of a valetudinary man. 
He expected that every thing should give way to 
his ease or humour; as a child, whose parents will 
not hear her cry, has an unresisted dominion in the 
nursery. 

C’cat qno I’enfant toujours est homme, 
C'est que "homme est toujours enfant. 


Whien he wanted to sleep he ‘‘nodded in com- 
peny;”’ and once slumbered at his own table while 
the Prince of Wales was talking of poetry. 

The reputation which his friendship gave, pro- 
eurcd him mapy invitations; but he was a very 
troublesome inmate. He brought no servant, and 
had so many wants, that anumcrous attendance was 
scarcely uble to supply them. Wherever he was 
he left no room for another, because he exacted the 
attention, and cmployed the activity of the whole 
family. His errands were so frequent and frivo- 
lous, that the footmen in time avoided and neglect- 
ed him; and the earl of Oxford discharged some of 
the servants for their resolute refusal of his mes- 
sages. The maids, when they had neglected their 


concluded, when it is remembered that ἃ conforme- 
tion so irregular lasted six and fifty years, notwith- 
standing such pertinacious diligence of study and 
meditation. 

In all his intercourse with mankind, he had great 
delight in artifice, and endeavoured to attain all his 
purposes by indirect and unsuspected methods. 
‘*He hardly drank tea without a stratagem.” If, 
at the house of friends, he wanted any accommoda- 
tion, he was not willing to ask for it in plain terms, 
but would mention it remotely as something coa- 
venient; though, when it was procured, he sooa 
made it appear for whose sake it had been recom- 
mended. Thus he teased Lord Orery till he ob- 
tained a screen. He practised his arts on such 
small occasions that Lady Bolingbroke used to say, 
in a French phrase, that ‘‘he played the politician 
about cabbages and turnips.’? His unjustifiable im- 
pression of the ‘ Patriot King,’ as itcan be imputed 
to no particular motive, must have proceeded from 
his gencral habit of secrecy and cunning; he caught 
the opportunity of a sly trick, and pleased himself 
with the thought of outwitting Bolingbroke. 

In familiar or convivial conversation, it does not 
appear that he excellcd. He may be said to have 
resembled Dryden, as being not one that was dis- 
tinguished by vivacity in company. It is remarka- 
ble, that so near his time, so much should he known 
of what he has written, and so little of what he 
has said: traditional memory retains no sallies of 
raillery, nor sentences of observation; nothing ei- 
ther pointed or solid, cither wise or merry. One 
apophthegm only stands upon record. When an ob- 
jection, raised against his inscription for Shaks- 
peare, was defended by the authority of ‘ Patrick,’ 
he replicd—“ horresco referens’’—that ‘he would 
allow the publisher of a dictionary to know the 
meaning of a single word, but not of two words pet 
together.” 

He was fretful and easily displeased, and allow- 


business, alleged that they had been employed by|ed himself to be capriciously resentful. He would 
Mr. Pope. One of his constant demands was of |sometimes leave Lord Oxford silently, no one could 
coffec in the night, and to the woman that waited/tell why, and was to be courted back by more let- 
on him in his chamber he was very burdensome: |ters and messages than the footmen were willing 
but he was careful to recompense her for want of [τὸ carry. The table was indeed infested by Lady 
sleep; and Lord Oxford’s servant declared, that in Mary Wortley, who was the friend of Lady Ox- 
the house where her business was to answer his|ford, and who, knowing his pecvishness, could by 
call, she would not ask for wages. no entreatics be restrained from contradicting him, 
He had another fault, easily incident to those|till their disputes were sharpened to such asperity, 
who, suffering much pain, think themselves en-|that one or the other quitted the house. 
titled to what pleasures they can snatch. 116 was] He sometimes condescended to be jocular with 
too indulgent to his appetite: he loved meat highly |servants or inferiors; but by no merriment, cither 
seasoned and of strong taste; and, at the intervals|of others or his own, was he cver scen excited ὦ 
of the table, amused himsclf with biscuits and dry |laughter. 
conserves. If he sat down to ἃ varicty of dishes,) Of his domestic character, frugality was a part 
ne would oppress his stomach with repletion; andjeminently remarkable. Having determined not to 
though he seemed angry when a dram was offered|be dependent, he determined not to be in want, 
him, did not forbear to drink it. His friends, whojand therefore wisely and magnanimously rejected 
knew the avenues to his heart, pampered him withjall temptations to expense unsuitable to his fortune. 
presents of luxury, which he did not suffer to stand| This general care must be universally approved; 
avglected. The death of great men is not always] but it sometimes appeared to petty artifices of par- 
proportioned to the lustre of their lives. Tanni-|simony, such as the practice of writing his compo 
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1 the back of his letters, as may be seenin,) Of his social qualitics, if an estimate be made 
lining copy of the ‘ Iliad,’ by which, per-|from his Letters, an opinion too favourable cannot 
five years, five shillings were saved; or in|easily be formed; they exhibit a perpetual and un- 
lly reception of his friends, and scantiness|clouded effulgence of general benevolence, and par- 
‘ainment, as, when he had two guests in|ticular fondness. There is nothing but liberality, 
», he would set at supper a single pint upon |gratitudc, constancy, and tenderness. It has been 
ὃ; and, having himself taken two small/so long said as to be commonly believed, that the 
would retire, and say, ‘‘Gentlemen, I|true characters of men may be found in their Let- 
α to your wine.”? Yet he tells his friends|ters, and that he who writes to his friends lays his 
e has a heart for all, a house for all, and|heart open before them. But the truth is, that such 
r they may think, a fortune for all.” were the simple friendships of the ‘‘ Golden Age,”’ 
netimes, however, madc asplendid dinner, |and are now the friendships only of children. Very 
tid to have wanted no part of the skill or|/few can boast of hearts which they dare lay open 
which such performances require. That/to themselves, and of which, by whatever accident 
mificence should be often displayed, that/exposed, they do not shun a distinct and continued 
: prudence with which he conducted his|view; and, certainly, what we hide from ourselves 
‘ould not permit: for his revenue, certain|we do not show to our friends. ‘There is, indeed, 
al, amounted only to about eight hundred |no transaction which offers stronger temptation to 
t year, of which, however, he declares|fallacy and sophistication than epistolary inter- 
uble to assign one hundred to charity.* | jcourse. In the eagerness of conversation the first 
8 fortune, which as it arose from public|emotions of the mind often burst out before they are 
ion, was very honourably obtaincd, his|considcred; in the tumult of business, interest and 
ion seems to have been too full; it would|passion have thcir genuine effect; but a friendly 
to find a man, 50 well entitled to notice by| Letter is a calm and deliberate performance in the 
that ever delighted so much ia talking of |cool of leisure, in the stillness of solitude; and surely 
‘y. In his letters, and in his poems, his/no man sits down to depreciate by design his owa 
md his grotto, his quincunx and his vines, |character. 
hints of his opulence, are always to be| Friendship has no tendency to secure veracity; 
The great topic of his ridicule is poverty; |for by whom can a man so much wish to be thought 
es with which he reproachces his antago- |better than he is, as by him whose kindness he de- 
their debts, their habitation in the Mint, |sires to gain or keep? Even in writing to the world 
r want of a dinner. He seems to be of an/there is less constraint; the author is not confronted 
not very uncommon in the world, that to|with his reader, and takes his chance of approba- 
ney is to want cvery thing. tion among the different dispositions of mankind; 
to the pleasure of contemplating his pos-|but a Letter is addressed toa single mind, of which 

seems to be that of enumerating the men|the prejudices and partialities are known; and must 
rank with whom he was acquainted, and|therefore please, if not by favouring them, by for- 
otice he loudly proclaims not to have been] bearing to oppose them. 

by any practiccs of meanness or servility:| To charge those favourable representations, 
vhich was ncver denied to be true, and to}which men give of their own minds, with the guilt 
ery few poets have ever aspired. Pope/of hypocritical falsehood, would show more severi- 
t genius to sale, he never flattered those|ty than knowledge. The writer commonly be- 
e did not love, or praised those whom he/lieves himself. Almost every man’s thoughts, 
steem. Savage however remarked, that|while they are general, are right; and most hearts 
. a little to relax his dignity when he wrote|are pure, while temptation is away. It is casy to 
for his ‘Highness’s dog.’ awaken generous sentiments in privacy; to despise 
lmiration of the great scems to have in-|death when there is no danger; to glow with be- 
in the advance of life. He passed over|nevolence when there is nothing to be given. 
d statesmen to inscribe his ‘Iliad’ to Con-| While such ideas are formed they are felt; and 
‘ith a magnanimity of which the praise had |sclf-love does not suspect the gleam of virtue to be 
apicte, had his friend’s virtue been equal/the meteor of fancy. 

‘it. Why he was chosen for so great an| If the letters of Pope are considered merely as 
it is not now possible to know; there is no|compositions, they seem to be premeditated and 
literary history of any particular intimacy |artificial. It is one thing to write, because there 
them. The name of Congreve appears in|is something which the mind wishes to discharge; 
ers among those of his other friends, but|and another to solicit the imagination, because cere- 
any observable distinction or consequence.|mony or vanity requires something to be written. 
s latter works, however, he took care to|Pope confesses his early Letters to be vitiated 
umes dignified with titles, but was not very | totth affectation and ambition: to know whcther he 
i his choice: for, except Lord Bathurst, |disentangled himself from those perverters of epis- 
his noble friends were such as that a good|tolary integrity, his book and his life must be set 
id wish to have his intimacy with them|in comparison. 

© posterity; he can derive little honour| One of his favourite topics is contempt of his own 
notice of Cobham, Burlington, or Boling-|poctry. For this, if it had been real, he would de- 
serve no commendation; and in this he was cer- 
tainly not sincere, for his high value of himself was 


f it arose from an annuity of two hundred pounds i . 

rehased either of the last Duke of Buckingham ἐμ οί ραν opacrveds and of what could he be proud 
chess hia roother, and charged on some estate of |PUt of his poetry e writes, he says, when, ‘‘ he 
’ 


has just nothing elsc to do;’”” yet Bwift complein 
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that he was never at leisure for conversation, be-|titiogs part which he began to play before it be- 
eause he had “ always some poetical scheme in his'came him. Whea he was only tweaty-five years 
head.” It was panctually required that his writ-/old, he related that “ἃ gint of stady and retirement 
ing tox should be set ἀρὰ his bed before he rose; had throwa him on the world,’’ and that there was 
aad Lord Oxford's demestic related, that, in the danger lest ‘‘a giut of the world should throw him 
dreadful winter of 1740, she was called from her, beck wpom study and retiremecat.”” To this Swift 
bed by him foar times in cee night, to supply him! answered, with great propriety, that Pope had not 
with paper, lest he should lose a thought. yet acted or suffcred enough ia the world, to have 
He pr.-tends insensibility to cconsure and eriti-'become weary of it. And, indeed, it mast have 
Ciom, thouzh it was observed by all who knew him! been some Very powerful reasca that can drive back 
that every pamphlet distarbed his quiet, that his to solitade him who has once enjoyed the pleasares 
extreme irritability laid him open to perpetual; of society. 
vexaticn; but he wishes to despise his critics, and} In the letters both of Swift and Pope there ap- 
therefore hoped that he did despise them. pears such narrowness of mind, as makes them im 
As he happened to live in two reigns when the|sensible of any excellence that has not some affinity 
Court paid little attention to poetry, he nursed in| with their own, and confines their esteem and ap- 
his mind a fovlish disesteem of Kings, and proclaims} probation to so small a pamber, that whoever should 
that “he acver secs courts.”” Yet a little regard | form his opinion of their age from their representa- 
shown him by the prince of Wales mcited his ob-|tion, would suppose them to have lived among igno- 
daracy; and he had ort moch to say when he was|rance aad barbarity, unable to find among ther 
asked by bis Royal Highness, ‘‘ How he could love|contemporaries either virtue or intelligence, and 
a Prince while he disliked Kings?’ persecuted by those that could not understand them. 
He very frequently professes his contempt of the} When Pope murmurs at the world, when he pro- 
world, and represents himself as looking on man-|fesses contempt of fame, when he speaks of riches 
kind sometimes with gay indifference, as om emmets|and poverty, of success and disappointment, with 
of a hillock, below his serious attention; and some-|ncgligent indifference, he certainly does not express 
times with gloomy indignation, as on monsters more{his habitual and settled resentments, bat either 
worthy of hatred than of pity. These were dis-| wilfully disguises his own character, or, what is 
positions apparently counterfeited. How could he|more likcly, invests himself with temporory quali- 
despise those whom he lived by pleasing, and on|ties, and sallics out in the colours of the preseat 
whose approbation his esteem of himself was super-|moment. His hopes and fears, his joys aad sorrows, 
structed? Why should he hate those to whose fa-|acted strongly upon his mind; and, if he differed 
vour he owed his honour and his ease? Of things|from others, it was not by carelessness; he was 
that terminate in human life, the world is the pro-|irritable and resentful; his malignity to Phillips, 
per judge; to despise its sentence, if it were possi-|whom he had first made ridiculous, and then hated 
ble, is not just; and if it were just, is not possible.|for being angry, continued too long. Of his vain 
Pope was far enough from this unreasonable temper:|desire to make Bentley* contemptible, I never 
he was sufficiently a fool to Fame, and his fault was,|heard any adequate reason. He was sometimes 
that he pretended to neglect it. His levity and his|wanton in his attacks; and, before Chandos, Lady 
sullenness were only in his Letters; he passed| Wortley, and Hill, was mean in his rctreat. 
through common life sometimes vexed, and some-| The virtues which seem to have had most of his 
times pleased with the natural emotions of common| affection were liberality and fidelity of friendship, 
men. in which it does not appear that he was any other 
His scorn of the great is repeated too often to be|than he describes himself. His fortune did not suf- 
veal; no man thinks much of that which he despises; |fer his charity to be splendid and conspicuous; but 
and as falschood is always in danger of inconsis-|he assisted Dodsley with a hundred pounds, that 
tency, he makes it his boast at another time that he|he might open a shop; and, of the subscription of 
lives among them. forty pounds a year that he raised for Savage, 
it is evident that his own importance swells often|twenty, were paid by himself. He was accused 
in his mind. Hc is afraid of writing, lest the clerks|of loving money; but his love was eagerness to gain, 
of the Post-office should know his secrets; he Βα] ποῖ solicitude to keep it. 
many enemics; he considers himself as surrounded| In the duties of friendship he was zealous and 
by universal jealousy: ‘‘ after many deaths, and|constant; his early maturity of mind commoaly 
many dispersions, two or three of us,’’ says he,|united him with men older than himself, and there- 
‘‘may still be brought together, not to plot, but to/fore, without attaining any considerable length of 
divert oursclves, and the world too, if it pleases;’’|life, he saw many companions of his youth siak 
and they can live together, and “‘ show what friends|into the grave; but it docs not appear that he lost a 
wits may be, in spite of all the fools in the world.”’|single friend by coldness or by injury; those whe 
All this while it was likely that the clerks did not/loved him once, continued thcir kindness. His 
know his hand: he certainly had no more enemies|ungrateful mention of Allen in his will, was the 
than a public character like his inevitably excites; |cffect of his adherence to one whom he had known 
and with what degree of friendship the wits might|much longer, and whom he naturally loved with 
live, very few were so much fools as ever to in-|greatcr fondocss. His violation of the trust re- 
quire. posed in him by Bolingbroke could have no motive 
Some part of this pretended discontent he learn-|inconsistent with the warmest affection; he either 
ed from Swift, and expresses it, I think, most fre-|thonght the action so near to indifferent, that he 
guently in his correspondence with him. Swift's 
tesentment was unrcasonable, but it was sincere;| « : “, Memo; : : 
Pope’s was tho mere mimickry of his friend, 2 fic- | for an abla Defence of Bentley, Memoirs of his own ΑΒ, 
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Sorgot it; or eo laudable that he expected his friend) docs not increase them; it collects few materials for 


to approve it. 

It was reported, with such confidence as almost 
to enforce belief, that in the papers intrusted to his 
executors was found a dcfamatory Life of Swift, 
which he had prepared as an instrument of ven- 
geance, to be ased if any provocation should be ever 
given. About this I inquired of the Earl of March- 
mont, who assured me that no such picce was 
among his remains. 

The religion in which he lived and died was that 
of the Church of Rome, to which, in his correspon- 
dence with Racine, he professes himsclf a sincere 
adherent. That he was not scrupulously pious in 
some part of his life, is known by many idle and 
indecent applications of sentences taken from the 
Scriptures; a mode of merriment which a good man 
dreads for its profanencss: and a witty man dis- 
dains for its casincss and vulgarity. But to what- 
ever levities he has been betrayed, it does not ap- 
pear that his principles were cver corrupted, or 
that he ever lost his belief of Revelation. The 
positions which he transmitted from Bolingbroke 
he seems not to have undcrstood, and was pleased 
with an interpretation that made them orthodox. 

A man of such exalted superiority, and so little 
moderation, would naturally have all his delin- 
quencies observed and aggravated; those who could 
mot deny that he was exccllent, would rejoice to 
fied that he was not perfect. 

Perhaps it may be imputed to the unwillingness 
with which the same man is allowed to possess 
many advantages, that his Icarning has been de- 
preciated. He certainly was, in his early life, ἃ 
men of great literary curiosity; and, when he wrote 
his ‘ Essay on Criticism,’ had, for his age, a very 
wide acquaintance with books. When he entered 
into the living world, it secms to have happened to 
him as to many others, that he was less attentive 
to dead masters; he studied in the academy of 
Paraceleus, and made the universe his favourite 
volume. He gathered his notions fresh from reali- 
ty; not from the copies of authors, but the originals 
of nature. Yet there is no reason to believe that 
literature ever lost his estecm; he always profess- 
ed to love reading; and Dobson, who spent some 
time at his house translating his ‘Essay on Man,’ 
when I asked him what learning he found him to 
poseess, answered, ‘‘ More than I expected.’”’? His 
frequent references to history, his allusions to vari- 
ous kinds of knowledge, and his images sclected 
from art and nature, with his observations on the 
operations of the mind and the modes of life, show 
en intelligence perpetually on the wing, excursive, 
vigorous, and diligent, eager to pursue knowledge, 
and attentive to retain it. 

From this curiosity arose the desire of travelling, 


its own cperations, and preserves safety, but never 
gains supremacy. Pope had likewise genius; a 
mind active, ambitious, and adventurous, always in- 
vestigating, always aspiring; in its widest scarches 
still longing to go forward, in its highest flights still 
wishing to be higher; always imagining something 
greater than it knows, always endeavouring more 
than it can do. 

To assist these powers, he is said to have had 
great strength and exactness of memory. That 
which he had heard or read was not easily lost; 
and he had before him not only what his own me- 
ditations suggested, but what he had found in other 
writers that might be accommodated to his present 
purpose. 

These benefits of nature he improved by inces- 
sant and unwearied diligence; he had recourse to 
every source of intelligence, and lost no opportuni- 
ty of information; he consulted the living as well 
as the dead; he read his compositions to his friends, 
and was never content with mediocrity, when ex- 
cellence could be attained. He considered poetry 
as the business of his life; and, however he might 
seem to lament his occupation, he followed it with 
constancy; to make verscs was his first labour, and 
to mend them was his last. 

From his attention to poetry he was never di- 
verted. If conversation offered any thing that 
could be improved, he committed it to paper; if a 
thought, or perhaps an expression more happy than 
was common, rose to his mind, he was careful to 
write it; an independent distich was preserved for 
an opportunity of insertion; and some little frag- 
ments have becn found containing lines, or parts of 
lines, to be wrought upon at some other time. 

He was one of those few whose labour is their 
pleasure: he was never elevated to negligence, nor 
wearicd to impatience; he never passed a fault un- 
amended by indifference, nor quitted it by despair. 
He laboured his works first to gain reputation, and 
afterwards to keep it. 

Of composition there arc different methods. Some 
employ at once memory.and invention, and, with 
little intermediate use of the pen, form and polish 
large masses by continued meditation, and write 
their productions only when, in their own opinion, 
they have completed them. It is related of Virgil, 
that his custom was to pour out a great number of 
verses in the morning, and pass the day in retrench- 
ing exuberanocs, and correcting inaccuracics. The 
method of Pope, as may be collected from his trans- 
lation, was to writc his first thoughts in his first 
words, and gradually to amplify, decorate, rectify, 
and refine them. 

With such facultics, and such dispositions, he 
excelled every other writer in poctical prudence: 


to which he allades in his verse to Jervas, and|he wrote in such a manncr as might expose him to 
which, though he never found an opportunity to/few hazards. He used almost always the same 
gratify it, did not leave him till his life declined. |fabric of verse: and, indeed, by those few essays 

Of his intellectual character, the constituent and| which he made of any other, he did not enlarge his 
fandamental principle was good sense, a promptireputation. Of this uniformity the certain conse- 
and intuitive perception of consonance and pro-|quencc was readiness and dexterity. By perpetual 
priety. He saw immediately, of his own concep-|practicc, language had, in his mind, ἃ systematical 
tions what was to be chosen, and what to be reject-|arrangement; having always the same use for 
ed; and, in the works of others, what was to be/words, he had words so selected and combined as 
shanned, and what was to be copied. to be ready at his call. This increase of facility 

But good sense alone is a sedate and quiescent|he confessed himself to have perceived in the pro- 


quality, which manages its posscesicas well, but! gress of his translation. 
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But what was yet of more importance, his effu-;me that they were brought to him by tie author 
sions were always voluntary, and his subjects|that they might be fairly copied. ‘‘ Almost every 


chosen by himself. His independence secured him 
from drudging at a task, and labouring upon a bar- 
ren topic; he never exchanged praise for money, 
nor opencd a shop of condolence or congratulation. 
His poems, therefore, were scarcely cver tempo- 
rary. He suffered coronations and royal marriages 
to pass without a song; and derived no opportunities 
from recent events, nor any popularity from the 
accidental disposition of his readers. He was never 
reduced to the necessity of soliciting the sun to 
shine upon a birth-day, of calling the Graces and 
Virtues to a wedding, or of saying what muititudes 
have said before him. When he could produce 
nothing new, he was at liberty to be silent. 

His publications were, for the same reason, never 
hasty. He is said to have sent nothing to the press 
till it had lain two years undcr his inspection; it is 
at least certain, that he ventured nothing without 
nice cxamination. He suffercd the tumult of im- 
agination to subside, and the novelties of invention 
to grow familiar. He knew that the mind is 
always cnamourcd of its own productions, and did 
not trust his first fondness. He consulted his 
fricnds, and listened with great willingness to 
criticism; and, what was of more importance, he 
consulted himself, and let nothing pass against his 
own judgment. 

He professed to have learned his poctry from 
Dryden, whom, whenever an opportunity was pre- 
sented, he praised through his whole life with un- 
- varied liberality; and perhaps his character may 


line,’? he said, ‘‘ was then written twice over; I 
gave him a cican transcript, which he sent some 
time afterwards to me for the press, with almost 
every line written twice over a second Uime.”? 

His declaration, that his care for his works 
ceased at their publication, was not strictly true. 
His parental attention never abandoncd them; what 
he found amiss in the first edition, he silently cor- 
rected in those that followed. He appcars to have 
revised the ‘Iliad,’ and freed it from some of its 
imperfections; and the ‘ Eszay on Criticism’ receiv- 
ed many improvements after its first appearanee. 
It will scldom be found that he altered without 
adding clearness, elegance, or vigour. Pope had 
perhaps the judgment of Dryden; but Dryden cer- 
tainly wanted the diligence of Pope. 

In acquired knowledge, the superiority must be 
allowed to Dryden, whose education was more 
scholastic, and who, before he became an author, 
had been allowed more time for study, with better 
means of information. His mind has a larger range, 
and he collects his images and ilustrations from a 
more extensive circumference of science. Dryden 
knew more of man in his general nature, and Pope 
in his local manners. The notions of Drvden were 
furmed by comprchensive speculation; and those of 
Pope by minute attention. There is more dignity 
in the knowledge of Dryden, and more certainty in 
that of Pope. 

Poetry was not the sole praise of cither; for beth 
excelled likewise in prose: but Pope did not bor- 


reccive some illustration, if he be compared with| row his prose from his predecessor. The style of 


his master. 
Integrity of understanding and niccty of discern- 


Dryden is capricious and varied; that of Pope is 
cautious and uniform. Dryden observes the mo- 


racnt were not allotted in a less proportion to Dry-|tions of his own mind; Pope constrains his mind to 
den than to Pope. The rectitude of Dryden’s mind| his own rules of composition. Dryden is sometimes 
was sufficiently shown by the dismission of his| vehement and rapid; Pope is always smovth, wmi- 
poetical prejudices, and the rejection of unnatural|form, and gentle. Dryden's page is a natural field, 
thoughts and rugged numbers. But Dryden never| rising into incqualities, and diversificd by the vari- 
designed to apply all the judgment that he had.|cd exuberance of abundant vegetation; Pope’s iss 
He wrote, and professed to write, merely for the] velvet lawn, shaven by the scythe, and Icvelled by 
people; and when he pleased others, he contented) the roller. 
himeclf. He spent no time in struggles to rouse| Of genius, that power which constitutes a poet; 
latent powers; he never attempted to make that/that quality without which judgment is cold, and 
better which was already good, nor often, to mend| knowledge is inert; that energy which collects, 
what he must have known to be faulty. He wrote,|combines, amplifies, and animates, the superiority 
as he tells us, with very little consideration; when| must, with some hesitation, be allowed to Dryden. 
Occasion or necessity called upon him, he poured} It is not to be inferred, that of this poctical vigour 
out what the present moment happencd to supply,| Pope had only a little, because Dryden had more; 
and, when once it had passed the press, cjected it|for every other writer since Milton must give 
from his mind; for, when he had no pecuniary in-|place to Pope; and even cf Dryden it must bo 
terest, he had no further solicitude. said, that, if he has brighter paragraphs, he has 
Pope was not content to satisfy; he desired to/not better poems. Dryden’s performances were 
excel, and thercfore always endeavoured to do his| always hasty, cither excited by some external oe- 
best; he did not court the candour, but dared the/casion, or cxtorted by domestic necessity; he 
judgment of his reader, and expecting no indul-|composed without consideration, and published 
genee from others, he showed none to himself.|without correction. What his mind could sup- 
He examined lines and words with minute and|ply at call, or gather in one excursion, was all 
punctilious observation, and retouched every part} that he sought, and all that he gave. The diiatory 
with indefatigable diligence, till he had left nothing|caution of Pope enabled him to condense his sen- 
to be forgiven. timents, to multiply his images, and te accumu 
For this reason he kept his pieces very Jong injlate all that study might produce, or chance 
his hands, while he considered and reconsidered|might supply. If the flights of Dryden there- 
them. The only poems which can be supposed to|fore are higher, Pope continucs longer on the 
have been written with such regard to the times|wing. If of Dryden's fire the blaze is brighter, of 
as might hasten their publication, were the two|Pope’s the heat is more regular and constant. Dry: 
satires of ‘ Thirty-cight;’ of which Dodsley told/den often surpasscs expectation, and Pope sever 
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alla below it. Dryden is read with frequent aston-;swectnceas; but anew metamorphosis is a ready and 
shment, and Pope with perpetual delight. pucrile cxpedicnt; nothing is casier than to tell 
This parallel will, I hope, when it is well con-|how a flower was once a blooming virgin, or a rock 
édered, be found just; and if the reader should sus-| an obdurate tyrant. 
weet me, as I suspect myself, of some partial fond-| The ‘Temple of Famc,’ has, as Stecle warmly 
wes for the memory of Dryden, let him not too/declared, ‘‘a thousand beauties.’? Every part is 
ΘΕ} condemn me; for meditation and inquiry) splendid; there is a great luxuriance of ornaments; 
aay, perhaps, show him the reasonablencss of my |the original vision of Chaucer was never denied to 


letermination. 


be much improved, the allegory is very skilfully 
continued, the imagery is properly selected, and 


The works of Pope are now to be distinctly ex-|learnedly displayed: yet, with all this comprchen- 
mined, not so much with attention to slight faults,|/sion of excellence, as its scene is laid in remote 
¢ petty beauties, as to the general character and/ages, and its sentiments, if the concluding para- 


fect of cach performance. 


graph be excepted, have little relation to general 


It seems natural for a young poet to initiate him-|manners or common lifc, it never obtaincd much 
elf by Pastorals, which not professing to imitatc|notice, but is turned silently over, and scldom 
eal life, require no experience; and exhibiting] quoted or mentioned witb cither praise or blame. 


mly the simple operation of unmingled passions, 
dmit no subtile reasoning or decp inquiry. Pope’s 
Pastorals’ are not, however, composed but with 
lose thought; they have reference to the times of 
he day, the seasons of the year, and the periods 
f human life. The last, that which turns the at- 
ention upon age and death, was the author’s fa- 
‘ourite. To tell of disappointment and miscry, to 
hicken the darkness of futurity, and perplex the 
abyrinth of uncertainty, has been always a deli- 
ious employment of the pocts. His preference 
ras probably just. I wish, however, that his fond- 
ess had not overlooked a line in which the Z- 
hyrs are made fo lament in silence. 

To charge these Pastorals with want of inven- 
ion, is to require what was never intended. The 
mitations are so ambitiously frequent, that the 
vriter evidently means rather to show his litcra- 
ure than his wit. It is surely sufficient for an au- 
hor of sixteen, not only to be able to copy the 
wems οὗ antiquity with judicious sclection, but to 
ave obtained sufficient power of language, and 
kill in metre, to exhibit a serics of versification, 
rhich had in English poetry no precedent, nor has 
ince had an imitation. 

The design of ‘ Windsor Forest’ is evidently de- 
ived from ‘Cooper's Hill,’ with some attention to 
Waller’s poem on ‘The Park;’ but Pope cannot be 
lenied to excel his masters in varicty and elc- 
‘ance, and the art of interchanging description, 
iarrative, and morality. The objection made by 
Yennis is the want of plan, of a regular subordina- 
ion of parts terminating in the principal and origi- 
aldesign. There ia this want in most descriptive 
woems, because as the scenes, which they must cx- 
bit successively, are all subsisting at the same 
ime, the order in which they are shown must by 
ecessity be arbitrary, and more is not to be ex- 
eeted from the last part than from the first. The 
ttention, therefore, which cannot be detained by 
uspense, must be excited by diversity, such as his 
oem Offers to its reader. 

Bat the desire of diversity may be too much in- 
ulged; the parts of ‘Windsor Forest’ which de- 
erve least praise, arc those which were added to 
aliven the stillness of the scene, the appearance 


That the ‘Messiah’ excels the ‘Pollio’ is no 
great praise, if it be considered from what original 
the improvements are derived. 

The ‘Verses on the unfortunate Lady’ hare 
drawn much attention by the illaudable singularity 
of treating suicide with respect; and they must be 
allowed to be written in some parts with vigorous 
animation, and in some others with gentle tender- 
ness, nor has Pope produced any poem in which 
the sense predominates more over the diction. But 
the tale is not skilfully told; it is not casy to dis- 
cover the character of cither the Lady or her 
Guardian. History relates that she was about to 
disparage herself by a marriage to an inferior; Pope 
praises her for the dignity of ambition, and yet 
condemns the uncle to detestation for his pride; the 
ambitious love of a niece may be opposed by the in- 
terest, malice, or envy of an uncle, but never by 
his pride. On such an occasion a poet may be al- 
lowed to be obscure, but inconsistency never can be 
right.* 

The ‘ Ode for St. Cecilia’s day’ was undertaken 
at the desire of Steele; in this the author is gene- 
rally confessed to have miscarried, yet has miscar- 
ried only as compared with Dryden; for he has far 
outgone other competitors. Dryden’s plan is bet- 
ter chosen; history will always take stronger hold 
of the attention than fable: the passions excited by 
Dryden are the pleasures and pains of real life; the 
scene of Pope is laid in imaginary existence. Pope 
is read with calm acquiescence, Dryden with tur- 
bulent delight; Pope hangs upon the car, and Dry- 
den finds the passes of the mind. 

Both the odes want the essential constituent of 
metrical compositions, the stated recurrence of 
settled numbers: it may be alleged, that Pindar is 
said by Horace to have written numeris lege solu- 
tis: but as no such Jax performances have been 
transmitted to us, the meaning of that expression 
cannot be fixed; and perbaps the like return might 
properly be made to a modern Pindarist, as Mr. 
Cobb received from Bentley, who, when he found 
his criticisms upon a Greek Exercise, which Cobb 


* There was a letter inthe possession of Dr. Jolnson, 
containing the name of the Lady ; and a reference to a gen- 


f Father Thames, and the transformation of Zo-|tleman well known in the literary world for her history 


ena. Addison had in his ‘Campaign’ derided the 
livers that ‘‘riso from their oozy bede’’ 


‘ope should adopt a fiction not only unnatural but 


to tell] fortunate lady’s namo was 
lories of heroes; and it is therefore strange that |!ove with Pope, and would have marr 


From a memorandum of some particulars communicated to 
this gentleman by a lady of quality, it nppeara, that the un- 
ithinbury that she was in 

ied him ; that her guar- 
though she was deformed in person, louking upon 


dian 
’ as beneath her, sent her to a convent; and 


such ἃ 


ely consuzed. The story of Ledona is told with | thas by ἃ accse, and not ἃ sword, her life wea \erninaied. 


xxxii 
had presented, refuted one after another by Pin- 
dar’s authority, cricd out at last, ‘‘ Pindar was a 
bold fellow, but thou art an impudent one.”’ 

If Pope’s ode be particularly inspected, it will 
be found that the first stanza consists of sounds well 
chosen indeed, but only sounds. 

The sccond consists of hyperbolical common- 
places, easily to be found, and perhaps without 
much difficulty to be as well expressed. 

In the third, however, there are numbers, ima- 
ges, harmony, and vigour, not unworthy the an- 
tagonist of Dryden. Had all been like this—but 
every part cannot be the best. 

The next stanzas place and detain us in the dark 
and dismal regions of mythology, where ncither 
hope nor fear, neither joy nor sorrow, can be found: 
the poct, however, faithfully attends us: we have 
all that can be performed by elegance of diction, or 
sweetness of versification; but what can form avail 
without better matter? 

The last stanza recurs again to common-places. 
The conclusion is too evidently modelled by that 
of Dryden; and it may be remarked that both end 
with the same fault; the comparison of each is lite- 
ral on one side, and metaphorical on the other. 

Poets do not always express their own thoughts: 
Pope with all this labour in the praise of Music, 
was ignorant of its principles, and insensible of its 
effects. 

One of his greatest, though of his earliest works, 
is the ‘ Essay on Criticism,’ which, if he had writ- 
ten nothing else, would have placed him among the 
first critics and the first poets, as it exhibits every 
mode of excellence that can embellish or dignify 
didactic composition, selection of mattcr, novelty 
of arrangement, justness of precept, splendour of 
illustration, and propriety of digression. 1 know 
not whether it be pleasing to consider that he pro- 
duced this piece at twenty, and never afterwards 
excelled it; he that delights himself with observ- 
ing that such powers may be soon attained, cannot 
but grieve to think that life was ever after at a 
stand. 

To mention the particular beauties of the Essay 
would be unprofitably tedious; but I cannot forbear 
to observe, that the comparison of a student’s pro- 
gress in the sciences with the journcy of a travel- 
ler in the Alps, is perhaps the best that English 
poetry can show. A simile, to be perfect, must 
both illustrate and ennoble the subject; must show 
it to the understanding in a clear view, and display 
it to the fancy with greatcr dignity, but cither of 
these qualities may be sufficient to recommend it. 
In didactic poctry, of which the great purpoee is 
instruction, a simile may be praised which illus- 
trates, though it does not ennoble; in heroics, that 
may be admitted which ennobles, though it does 
not illustrate. That it may be complete, it is re- 
quired to exhibit, independently of its references, 
a pleasing image: for a simile is said to be a short 
episode. To this antiquity was so attentive, that 
circumstances were sometimes added, which, hav- 
ing nv parallels, served only to fill the imagination, 
and produced what Perrault ludicrously called, 
** comparisons with a long tail.”? In their similies 
the greatest writers have sometimes failed; the 
ship-race, compared with the chariot-race, is nci- 
ther illustrated nor aggrandised; land and water 
make all the difference: when Apollo, running af- 
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ter Daphne, is likened to a greyhound caasing 8 
a hare, there is notbing gained; the idcas of purseit 
and flight are too plain to be made plamer; and a 
god and the daughter of a god are not represented 
much to their advantage by a hare and dog. The 
simile of the Alps has no useless parts, yet affords 
a striking picture by itself; it makes the foregoing 
position better understood, and enables it to take 
faster hold on the attention: it assists the appre- 
hension, and elevates the fancy. 

Let me likewise dwell a little on the celebrated 
paragraph, in which it is directed that ‘‘ the sound 
should seem an echo to the sense;’’ a precept 
which Pope is allowed to have observed beyond 
any other English poet. 

This notion of representative metre, and the 
desire of discovering frequent adaptations of the 
sound to the sense, have produced, in my opinion, 
many wild conceits and imaginary beauties. All 
that can furnish this representation are the soands 
of the words considered singly, and the time in 
which they are pronounced. Every language 
has some words framed to cxhibit the noises 
which they express, as thump, rattle, grotol, 
hiss. Thesc, however, arc but few, and the poet 
cannot make them more, nor can they be of any use 
but when sound is to be mentioned. The time of 
pronunciation was in the dactylic measures of the 
learned languages capable of considerable varicty; 
but that varicty could be accommodated only to 
motion or duration; and different degrees of motios 
were perhaps expressed by verses rapid or slow, 
without much attention of the writer, when the 
image had full possession of his fancy; but our lan- 
guage having little flexibility, our verses can differ 
very little in their cadence. The fancicd resem- 
blances, I fear, arise sometimes merely from the 


ambiguity of words; there is supposed to be some 


relation between a sqft line and sqft couch, or be- 
tween hard syllables and hard fortune. 

Motion, however, may be in some sort exemph- 
fied: and yct it may be suspected that in such re- 
semblances the mind often governs the ear, and the 
sounds are estimated by thcir meaning. One of 
their most successful attempts has been to describe - 
the labour of Sysiphus: 


With many a weary step, and many a groan, 

Up a high hill he heaves a huge round stone ; 

The huge round stone, resulting with a bound, 
Thunders impetuous down, and smokes afong the grouad 


Who does not perceive the stone to move slowly 
upward, and roll violently back? But set the same 
numbers to another sense: 


While many a merry tale, and many a song, 
Cheer'd the rough road, we wish'd the rough road loag. 
The rough road then, returning in 8 round, 

Mock'd our impatient steps, for all was fairy ground. 


We have now surely lost much of the delay, and 
much of the rapidity. 

But to show how little the greatest master of 
numbers can fix the principles of representative 
harmony, it will be sufficient to remark that the 
poet, who tells us, that, 


When Ajax strives some rock's vast weight to throw, 
The line too labours, and the words move slow: 
Not so when ewift Camilla scours the plain, 


Flies o'er the unbending corn, and skims aloog the main: 
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rhen he had enjoyed for about thirty years the;all the appetite of curiosity for that from which 
waise of Camilla’s lightness of foot, he tried ano-| we have a thousand times turned fastidiously away. 
her experiment upon sound and time, and prodaced| The purpose of the poet is, as he tells us, to laugh 


his memorable triplet; 


Waller was smooth ; but Dryden taught to join 
The varying verse, the full resounding line, 
The long majestic narch, and energy divine. 


Here are the swiftness of the rapid race, and the 
parch of slow-paced majesty, exhibited by the 
ame poet in the same sequence of syllables, ex- 
ept that the exact prosodist will find the line of 
wifiness by one time longer than that of tardiness. 

Beauties of this kind are commonly fancied; and, 


at “the little unguarded follies of the female sex.”’ 
It is therefore without justice that Dennis charges 
the ‘ Rape of the Lock,’ with the want of a moral, 
and for that reason sets it below the ‘Lutrin,’ 
which cxposes the pride and discord of the clergy. 
Perhaps neither Pope nor Boileau has made the 
world much better than.they found it; but if they 
had both succeeded, it were easy to tell who would 
have deserved most from public gratitude. The 
freaks, and humours, and spleen, and vanity of 
women, as they embroil families in discord, and fill 


vhen real, are technical and nugatory, not to be/ houses with disquict, do more to obstruct the hap- 


‘ejected, and not to be solicited. 

To the praises which have been accumulated on 
he ‘ Rape of the Lock’ by readers of every class, 
rom the critic to the waiting- maid, it is difficult to 
eake any addition. Of that which is universally 
llowed to be the most attractive of all ludicrous 
ompositions, let it rathcr be now inquired from 
rhat sources the power of pleasing is derived. 

Dr. Warburton, who excelled in critical perspi- 
acity, has remarked, that the preturnatural agents 
we very happily adapted to the purposes of the 
wem. The Heathen deities can no longer gain at- 
ention: we should have turned away from the con- 
est between Venus and Diana. The employment 
f allegorical persons always excites conviction of 
ts own absurdity: they may produce effects, but 
annot conduct actions: when the phantom is put in 


piness of life in a year than the ambition of the 
clergy in many centuries. It has been well ob- 
served, that the misery of man proceeds not from 
any single rush of overwhelming evil, but from 
small vexations continually repeated. 

It is remarked by Dennis likewise that the ma- 
chinery is superfluous; that, by all the bustle of 
preturnatural operation, the main event is neither 
hastencd nor retarded. To this charge an effica- 
cious answer is not easily made. The Sylphs can- 
not be said to help or to oppose; and it must be allow- 
ed to imply some want of art, that their power has 
not been sufficiently intermingled with the action. 
Other parts may likewise be charged with want of 
connection: the game at ombre might be spared; 
but, if the Lady had lost her hair while she was 
intent upon her cards, it might have been inferred 


notion, it dissolves: thus Discord may raise a mu-|that those who are too fond of play will be in dan- 
iny; but Discord cannot conduct a march, nor be-| ger of neglecting more important interests. Those 
liege a town. Pope brought in view a new race| perhaps are faults; but what are such faults to much 
ΝΜ beings, with powers and passions proportionate| excellence! 
lo their operation. The Sylphs and Gnomes act,} The Epistle of ‘Eloise to Abclard’ is one of the 
it the toilct and the tea-table, what more terrific| most happy productions of human wit: the subject 
wad more powerful phantoms perform on the stormy [18 so judiciously chosen, that it would be difficult, 
seean, or the field of battle; they give their proper|in turning over the annals of the world, to find ano- 
help, and do their proper mischief. ther which so many circumstances concur to recom- 
Pope is said, by an objector, not to have been|/mend. We regularly interest ourselves most in 
the inventor of this petty nation; a charge which) the fortune of those who most deserve our notice. 
might with more justice have been brought against Abelard and Eloise were conspicuous in their days 
the anthor of the ‘Iliad,’ who doubtless adopted] for eminence of merit. The heart naturally loves 
the religious system of his country; for what is|trath. The adventures and misfortunes of this 
there, but the names of his agents, which Pope 885] illustrious pair are known from undisputed history. 
pot invented? Has he not assigned them charac-|Thcir fate docs not leave the mind in hopeless de- 
ters and operations never heard of before? Has he| jection; for they both found quiet and consolation 
pot at least, given them their first poetical ex-|in retirement and picty. So new and so affecting 
istence? If this is not sufficient to denominate his|is their story, that it supersedes invention; and 
work original, nothing original can cver be written.| imagination ranges at full liberty without straggling 
In this work are exhibited, in a very high de-| into scenes of fable. 
gree, the two most engaging powers of an author./ The story, thus skilfully adopted, has been dili- 
New things are made familiar, and familiar things| gently improved. Pope has left nothing behind 
are made new. A race of acrial people, never;/him, which seems the effect of more studious per- 
heard of before, is presented to us in a manner 80|scverance and laborious revisal. Here is particu- 
clear and easy, that the reader seeks for no further/larly observable the curiosa feliciias, a fruitful soil 
information, but immediately mingles with his new|and careful cultivation. Here is no crudeness of 
acquaintance, adopts their interests, and attends/sense, nor asperity of language. 
their pursuits, loves a Sylph, and detestsaGnome.| The sources from which sentiments, which have 
That familiar things are made new, every pa-|so much vigour and efficacy, have been drawn, are 
ragraph will prove. The subject of the poem is an} shown to be the mystic writers, by the learned au- 
event below the common incidents of common life;| thor of the ‘ Essay on the Life and Writings of Pope;’ 
nothing real is introduced that is not seen so often/a book which tcaches how the brow of Criticism 
as to be no longer regarded; yet the whole detail] may be smoothed, and how she may be enabled, 
of a female day is here brought before us, invested| with all her severity, to attract and to delight. 
with s0 much art of decoration, that though nothing} The train of my disquisition has now conducted 
is disguised, every sine is striking, and we feel| me to that poctical wonder, the translation of the 
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‘ Iliad,’ a performance which no age or nation can\of life and the habits of thought. Virgil wrote in 
pretend to cqual. To the Grecks translation τας [ἃ language of the same gencral fabric with that ot 
almost unknown; it was totally unknown to the in-|Homer, in verses of the same measure, and in an 
habitants of Greece. They had no recourse to the|age nearer to Homer’s time by cightecn hundrea 
Barbarians for poctical beautics, but sought for|/ycars: yet he found, even then, the state of the 
every thing in Homer, where, indeed, there is but| world so much altcred, and the demand for elegance 
litle tha” they might not find. so much increased, that mere nature would be en- 
The Italians have been very diligent translators;|dured no longer; and perhaps in the multitude of 
but I can hear of no version, unless perhaps Angui- {borrowed passages, very few can be shown which 
Jara’s Ovid may be excepted, which is read with {he bad not embellished. 
eagerness. The Iliad of Salvini every reader may| There is atime when nations, emerging from bar- 
discover to be punctiliously exact; but it seems to|barity, and falling into regular subordination, gain 
be the work of a linguist skilfully pedantic; and his|leisure to grow wise, and feel the shame of igno- 
countrymen, the proper judges of its power tojrance and the craving pain of unsatisfied curiosity. 


please, reject it with disgust. 

Their predecessors the Romans, have left some 
specimens of translation behind them, and that em- 
ployment must have had some eredit in which 
Tully and Germanicus engaged; but, unless we sup- 
pose, what is perhaps true, that the plays of Terence 


were yersions of Menander, nothing translated |diction. 


To this hunger of the mind plain sense is grateful; 
that which fills the void removes uncasiness, and 
to be free from pain awhile is pleasure; but reple- 
tion gencrates fastidiousness; a saturated intellect 
soon becomes luxurious, and knowledge finds no 
willing reception till it is recommended by artificial 
Thus it will be found, in the progress of 


seems ever to have risen to high reputation. Thejlearning, that in all nations the first writers are 
French, in the meridian hour of their learning,|simple, and that every age improves in elegance.— 
were very laudably industrious to enrich their own|One refinement always makes way for another; 
language with the wisdom of the ancients; but found |and what was expedient to Virgil was necessary to 


themselves reduced, by whatever necessity, to|Pope. 


turn the Greek and Roman poetry into prose. 
Whoever could read an author, could translate him. 
From such rivals little can be feared. 

The chief help of Pope in this audacious under- 
taking was drawn from the versions of Dryden. 
Virgil had borrowed much of his imagery from Ho- 
mer, and part of the debt was now paid by his 
translator. Pope searched the pages of Dryden for 
happy combination of heroic diction; but it will not 
be denied, that he added much to what he found. 
He cultivated our language with so much diligence 
and art, that he has left in his ‘Homer’ a treasure 
of poetical elegances to posterity. His version 
may be said to have tuned the English tongue; for 
since its appearance, no writer, however deficient 
in other powers, has wanted melody. Such a scrics 


I suppose many readers of the English ‘ Diad,’ 
when they have been touched with some unexpeet- 
ed beauty of the lighter kind, have tried to enjoy 
it in the original, where, alas! it was not to be 
found. Homer doubtless owes to his translater 
many Ovidian graces not exactly suitable to his 
character; but to have added can be no great crime, 
if nothing be taken away. Elegance is surely to be 
desired, if it be not gained at the expense of digni- 
ty. A hero would wish to be loved, a3 well as to 
be reverenced. 

Toa thousand cavils one answer is sufficient; the 
purpose of a writer is to be read, and the criticism 
which would destroy the power of pleasing must 
be blown aside. Pope wrvete for his own age and 
his own nation: he knew that it was necessary to 


of lines, so elaborately corrected, and 80 sweetly |colour the images, and point the sentiments of his 
modulated, took possession of the public car: the/author; he therefore made him graceful, but lost 
vulgar were cnamoured of the poem, and the learn-|him some of his sublimity. 


ed wondered at the translation. 


The copious notes with which the version is ac- 


But in the most general applause discordant voice9|companied, and by which it is recommended to 


will always be heard. It has been objected by 
some, who wished to be numbered among the sons 
of learning, that Pope’s version of Homer is not 
Homerical: that it exhibits no resemblance of the 
original and characteristic manner of the Father of 
poctry, as it wants his artless grandeur, his unaf- 
fected majesty.* This cannot be totally denied; 
but it must be remembered that necessilas quod 
cogit defendit; ‘‘ that may be lawfully done which 
cannot be forborne.”? Time and place will always 
enforce regard. In estimating this translation, con- 
sideration must be had of the nature of our language, 
the form of our metre, and, above all, the change 
which two thousand years have made in the modes 


* Bentley was one ofthese. Pope, desirous of his opin- 
jon of the translation, addressed him thus: “ Dr. Bent- 
ey. 1 ordered my bookaclier to send you your books, I 
Lope you received them." Bentley pretended not to un- 
derstand him, and asked, " Books! books! what books 3" 
—‘My Homer,” replied Pope, “ which you did me the 

όσοι fo subscribe for.”—* Oh,” said Bentley, “ ay, now 
recollect—your transjation :—it isa prett Mr. 
Pope; but you must not call it Homer.” ype 


many readers, though they were undoubtedly writ: 
ten to swell the volumes, oucht not to pass without 
praise; commentaries which attract the reader by 
the pleasure of perusal have not often appeared; 
the notes of others are read to clear ditliculties, 
those of Pope to vary entertainment. 

It has however been objected, with sufficient rea- 
son, that there is in the commentary too much of 
unseasonable levity and affected gaicty; that too 
many appeals are made to the Ladies, and the 
ease which is so carcfully preserved is somctimes 
the ease of atrifler. Every art has its terms, and 
every kind of instruction its proper style; the 
gravity of common critics may be tedious, but is 
less despicable than childish merriment. 

Of the ‘ Odyssey’ nothing remains to be observed: 
the same gencral praise may be given to both trans- 
lations, and a particular examination of cither would 
require a large volume. The notes were written 
by Broome, who endeavourcd, not unsuccessfully, 
to imitate his master. 


Of the * Duncied’ the bint ia cmoleacihy taken 
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from Dryden’s ‘ Mac Fleenoe;’ but the plan is so 
enlarged and diversificd as justly to claim the 
praise of an original, and affords the best specimen 
that has yet appeared of personal satire ludicrously 


pous. 

That the design was moral, whatever the author 
might tell either his readers or himself, I am not 
convinced. The first motive was the desire of re- 
venging the contempt with which Theobald had 
treated his ‘ Shakspeare,’ and revaining the honour 
which he had lost, by crushing his opponent. Theo- 
bald was not of bulk enough to fill a poem, and 
therefore it was necessary to find other cnemics 
with other names, at whose expense he might di- 
vert the public. 

In this design there was petalance and malignity 
enough; but J cannot think it very criminal. An 
author places himself uncalled before the tribunal 
of Criticism, and solicits fame at the hazard of dis- 
grace. Dulness or dcfurmity are net culpable in 
themselves, but may be very justly reproached 
when they pretend to the honour of wit or the in- 
fluence of beauty. If bad writers were to pass 
without reprehension, what should restrain them ? 
impune diem consumpseril ingens Telephus; and 
upon bad writers only will censure have much 
effect. The satire, which brought Theobald and 
Moore into contempt, dropped impotently from 
Bentley, like the javelin of Priam. 

All trath is valuable, and satirical criticism may 
be considered as useful when it rectifies error and 
improves judgment; he that refines the public taste 
is a public benefactor. 

The beauties of this pocm are well known; its 
chief fault is the grossness of its images. Pope and 
Swift had an unnatural delight in ideas physically 
impure, such as every tongue utters with unwil- 
lingness, and of which every ear shrinks from the 
mention. 

But even this fault, offensive as it is, may he for- 
given for the excellence of other passages; such as 
the formation and dissolution of Moore, the account 
of the Traveller, the misfortune of the Florist, and 
the crowded thoughts and stately numbers which 
dignify the concluding paragraph. 

The alterations which have been made in the 
‘ Danciad,’ not always for the better, require that 
it should be published, as in the present collection, 
with all its-variations. 

The ‘ Essay on Man’ was a work of great labour 
and long consideration, but certainly not the hap- 
pieat of Pope’s performances. The subject is per- 
haps not very proper for poctry, and the poet was 
not sufficiently master of his subject; metaphysical 
morality was to him a new stady; he was proud of 
his acquisitions, and, supposing himsclf master of 
great seerets, was in haste to teach what he had 
not Jearned. Thus he tells us, in the first epistle, 
that from the nature of the Supreme Being may be 
dedaced an order of beings such as mankind, be- 
cause Infinite Excellence can do only what is best. 
He finds out that these beings must be “ὁ some- 
where;”’ and that “‘all the question is, whether 
man be in a wrong place.”” Surely if, according to 
the poet’s Leibnitian reasoning, we may infer that 


and place, and wrong place, it had been vain to ask 
Pope, who probably had never asked himself. 

Having exalted himself into the chair of wisdom, 
he tells us much that every man knows, and much 
that he does not know himself; that we sce but 
little, and that the order of the universe is beyond 
our comprehension; an opinion not very uncommon; 
and that there is a chain of subordinate beings 
ἐς from infinite to nothing,” of which himself and 
his readers ure equally ignorant. But he gives us 
one comfort, which without his help he supposcs 
unattainable, in the position “ that though we are 
fools, yet God is wise.”’ 

This Essay affords an egregious instance of the 
predominance of genius, the dazzling splendour of 
imagery, and the seductive powers of eloquence. 
Never was penury of knowledge and vulgarity of 
sentiment so happily disguised. The reader feels 
his mind full, though he learns nothing; and, when 
he meets it in its new array, no longer knows the 
talk of his mcther and his nurse. When these 
wonder-working sounds sink into sense, and the 
doctrine of the Exsay, disrobed of its ornaments, is 
left to the powers of its naked excellence, what 
shall we discover? That we are, in comparison 
with our Creator, very weak and ignorant; that we 
do not uphold the chain of existence; and that we 
could not make one another with more skill than 
we are made. We may learn yet more: that the 
arts of human life were cepied from the instinctive 
operations of other animals; that, if the world be 
made for man, it may be said that man was made 
for geese. To these profound principles of natural 
knowledge are added = seme moral instructions 
equally new; that self-interest well understood, 
will produce sceial concord; that men are mutual 
gainers by mutual benefits; that evil is sometimes 
balanced by goud; that human advantages aie un- 
stable and fallacious, cf uncertain duration and 
doubtful effeet; that our true honour is, not to have 
a great part, but to act it well; that virtue only is 
our own; and that happiness is always in our power. 

Surely a man of no very comprehensive search 
may venture to say that he has heard all this be- 
fore; but it was never till now recommended by 
such a blaze οὗ embellishments, or such sweetness 
of melody. The vigorous contraction of some 
thonghts, the luxuriant amplification of others, the 
incidental i}lustrations, and sometimes the dignity, 
sometimes the softness of the verses, enchain phi- 
losophy, suspend criticisin, and oppress judgment 
by overpowering pleasure. 

This is truce of many paragraphs; yet, if I had 
undertaken to exemplify Pope’s felicity of eompo- 
sition before a rigid critic, I should not select the 
‘ Essay on Man,’ for it contains more lines unsue- 
cessfully laboured, more harshness of diction, more 
thoughts imperfectly expressed, more levity with- 
out elegance, and more heaviness without strength, 
than will casily be found in all his other works. 

The ‘Characters of Men aud Women’ are the 
product of diligent speculation upon human life; 
much labour has been bestowed upon them, and 
Pope very seldom laboured in vain. That his ex- 
cellence may be properly estimated, I recommend 


man ought to be, only because he is, we may allow/a comparison of his ‘ Characters of Women, wit 
‘hat his place is the right place, becanse he has it./Boileau’s Satire; it will then be seen with how 
Sepreme Wisdom is not lees infallible in disposing]much more perspicacity female nature δ iver 
‘hen in creating. Dut what is meant by somewhere gated, and femalo excelicnce sciected, oni ba 
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surely is no mean writer to whom Boileau should} Pope had, in proportions very nicely adjusted to 


be found inferior. The ‘ Characters of Men,’ how- 


each other, all the qualities that constitute genius 


ever, are written with more, if not with deeper|He had Invention, by which new trains of cvents 


thought, and exhibit many passages cxquisitely 
beautiful. The ‘Gem and the Flower’ will not 
easily be equalled. In the women’s part are some 
defects; the character of Atossa is not so neatly 
finished as that of Clodio; and some of the female 
characters may be found perhaps morc frequently 
among men; what is said of Philomede was true of 
Prior. 

In the Epistles of Lord Bathurst and Lord Bur- 


are formed, and new scenes of imagery displayed, 
asin the ‘ Rape of the Lock;’ and by which ex- 
trinsic and adventitious embellishments and illus- 
trations are connected with a known subject, as in 
the ‘ Essay on Criticism.’ He had Imagination, 
which strongly impresses on the writer’s mind, and 
enables him to convey to the reader, the various 
forms of nature, incidents of life, and energies of 
passion, as in his ‘ Eloisa,’ ‘ Windsor Forest,’ and 


lington, Dr. Warburton has endeavoured to find α΄ Ethic Epistles.’ He had Judgment, which selects 
train of thought which was never in the writer’s|from life or nature what the present purpose re- 
head, and, to support his hypothesis, has printed|quires, and, by separating the essence of things 
that first which was published last. In one, the/from its concomitants, often makes the representa- 


most valuable passage is perhaps the Elegy on 
‘Good Sense;’ and the other, the ‘ End of the Duke 
of Buckingham.’ 

Tho Epistle to Arbuthnot, not arbitrarily called 
the ‘ Prologue to the Satires,’ is a performance con- 
sisting, as it seems, of many fragments wrought into 
one design, which by this union of scattered beau- 
ties contains more striking paragraphs than could 
probably have been brought together into an occa- 
sional work. As there is no stronger motive to 
exertion than sclf-defence, no part has more cle- 
gance, spirit, or dignity, than the poet’s vindica- 
tion of hisown character. The meanest passage, is 
the satire upon Sporus. 

Of the two poems which derived their names 
from the year, and which are called the ‘ Epilogue 
to the Satires,’ it was very justly remarked by 
Savage, that the second was in the whole more 
strongly conceived, and more equally supported, but 
that it had no single passages cqual to the conten- 
tion in the first for the dignity of Vice, and the 
celebration of the triumph of Corruption. 

® The ‘ Imitations of Horace’ seem to have been 
written as relaxations of his genius. This em- 
ployment became his favourite by its facility; the 
plan was ready to his hand, and nothing was re- 
quired but to accommodate as he could the senti- 
ments of an old author to recent facts or familiar 
images; but what is easy is scldom excellent; such 
imitations cannot give pleasure tocommon readers; 
the man of learning may be somctimes surprised 
and delighted by an unexpected parallel; but the 
comparison requires knowledge of the original, 
which will likewise often detect strained applica- 
tions. Between Roman images and English man- 
ners, there will be anu irreconcileable dissimilitude, 
and the works will be generally uncouth and party- 


tion more powerful than the reality: and he had 
colours of language always before him, ready to de- 
corate his matter with every grace of clegant ex- 
pression, as when he accommodates his diction to the 
wonderful multiplicity of Homer’s sentiments and 
descriptions. 

Poetical expression includes sound as well as 
meaning: ‘‘ Music,’’ says Dryden, “‘is inarticulate 
poctry;’? among the excellences of Pope, there- 
fore, must be mentioned the melody of his metre. 
By perusing the works of Dryden, he discovered 
the most perfect fabric of English verse, and ha- 
bituated himself to that only which he found the 
best; in consequence of which restraint, his poetry 
has been censured as too uniformly musical, and as 
glatting the ear with unvaried swectness. I sus- 
pect this objection to be the cant of those who 
judge by principles rather than perception; and 
who would even themselves have less pleasure in 
his works, if he had tricd to relieve attention by 
studied discords, or affected to break his linca and 
vary his pauses. 

But though he was thus careful of his versifica- 
tion, he did not oppress his powers with superfiu- 
ous rigour. He scems to have thought with Boi- 
leau, that the practice of writing might be refined 
till the difficulty should overbalance the advantage. 
The construction of his language is not always 
strictly grammatical; with those rhymes which 
prescription had conjoined, he contented himself, 
without regard to Swift’s remonstrances, though 
there was no striking consonance; nor was he very 
careful to vary his terminations, or to refuse ad- 
mission, at a small distance, to the same rhymes. 

To Swift’s edict for the exclusion of Alexan- 
drines and Triplets he paid little regard; he ad- 
mitted them, but, in the opinion of Fenton, too 


coloured: neither original nor translated, neither/rarely; he uses them more liberally in his transla- 


ancient nor modern.* 


tion than in his poems. 
He has a few double rhymes: and always, I 


* In one of these poems is ἃ couplet, to which belongs| think, unsuccessfully, except once in the ‘ Rape of 


a story related by the Rev. Dr. Ridley: 


Slander or poison dread from Delia's rage ; 
Nard words, or hanging, if your judge be 5959 


fir Francis Page conceiving that his name was meant 


the Lock.’ 
Expletives he very early ejected from his verses; 


but he now and then admits an epithet rather com- 


modious than important. Each of the first six lines 


to fill upthe blank, sent his clerk to complain of the in- of the ‘Hiad’ might lose two syllables with very 
sult. Pope told the young man, that the blank might be/little diminution of the meaning; and somctimes, 
supplied Ban ay menosyliables other than the judge's! after all his art and labour, one verse seems to be 


naine :—" But, Sir, the judge says that no other word . 
will make seuse of the Leg “So then it seems,"|Made for the sake of another. In his latter pro- 


gays Pope, “ your master is not only a judge but a poet: 
as thatis the case, the odds are against me. Give my 
respects to the judge, and tell him, [ will not contend | this distinction to the unjustifiable insolence he displayed 
with one that has the advantage of me, and he may filljon the memorable trial of Savage, of whom Pope was 
up the blank as be pleases.” Judge Page probably owed ' the sincere friend. 
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ductions the diction is sometimes vitiated by French 
idioms, with which Bolingbroke had perhaps in- 
feeted him. 

I have been told that the couplet by which he 
declared his own ear to be most gratified was this: 


Lo, where Mzotis sleeps, and hardly flows 
The freezing Tanais through a waste of snows. 


Bat the reason of this preference I cannot discover. 

It is remarked by Watts, that there is scarcely 
a happy combination of words, or a phrase pocti- 
cally elegant in the English language, which Pope 
has not inserted into his version of Homer. How 
he obtained possession of so many beauties of 
speech, it were desifable to know. That he glean- 
ed from authors, obecure as well as eminent, what 
he thought brilliant or useful, and preserved it 
all in a regular collection, is not unlikely. When, 
in his last years, Hall's Satires were shown him, 
he wished that he had scen them sooner. 

New sentiments and new images others may 
peoduce; but to attempt any further improvement 
of versification will be dangerous. Art and dili- 
genee have now done their best, and what shall be 
added will be the effort of tedious toil and necd- 
less curiosity. 

After all this, it is surely superfluous to answer 
the question that has once becn asked, Whether 
Pope was a poct? otherwise than by asking in re- 
turn, If Pope be not a poet, where is poetry to be 
foand? To circumscribe poctry by a definition, 
will only show the narrowness of the defincr; 
though a definition which shall exclude Pope will 
not easily be made. Let us look round upon the 
present time, and back upon the past; let us inquire 
to whom the voice of mankind has decreed the 
wreath of poetry; let their productions be examin- 
ed and their claims stated, and the pretensions of 
Pope will be no more disputed. Had he given the 
world only his version, the name of poct must have 
been allowed him: if the writer of the ‘ Iliad’ were 
to class his successors, he would assign a very high 
place to his translator, without requiring any other 
evidence of genius. 

The following Letter, of which the original is in 
the hands of Lord Hardwicke, was communicated 
to me by the kindness of Mr. Jodrell. 


“Τὸ Mx. Buipaes, at the Bishop of London’s at 
Fulham. 
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veral hundred places; and the Cambridge editors 
of the large Homer, in Greek and Latin, attributed 
so much to Hobbs, that they confess they have 
corrected the old Latin interpretation very often 
by his version. For my part, I generally took the 
author’s meuning to be as you have explained it; 
yet their authority, joined tothe knowledge of my 
own imperfectness in the language, overruled me. 
However, Sir, you may be confident 1 think you 
in the right, because you happen to be of my opi- 
nion: for, men (let them say what they will) never 
approve any other’s sense, but as it squares with 
their own. But you have made me much more 
proud of, and much more positive in my judgment, 
since it is strengthened by yours. I think your 
criticipms, which regard the expression, very just, 
and shall make my profit of them: to give you some 
proof that I am in earnest, I will alter three verses 
on your bare objection, though I have Mr. Dry- 
den’s example for cach of them. And this, I hope, 
you will account no small picce of obedience from 
one who values the authority of one true poet 
above that of twenty critics or commentators. But, 
though I speak thus of commentators, I will con 

tinue to read carefully all] I can procure, to make 
up, that way, for my own want of critical under 

standing in the original beauties of Homer. Though 
the greatest of them are certainly those of Inven- 
tion and Design, which are not at all confined to 
the language: for the distinguishing excellences of 
Homer are (by the consent of the best critics of all 
nations) first in the manners (which include all the 
speeches, as being no other than the represen- 
tations of cach person's manners by his words;) 
and then in that rapture and fire, which carries 
you away with him, with that wonderful force, 
that no man who has a truc poctical spirit is mas- 
ter of himself while he reads him. Homer makes 
you interested and concerned before you are aware, 
all at once, whereas Virgil does it by soft degrees. 
This, I believe, is what a translator of Homer 
ought principally to imitate; and it is very hard for 
any translator to come up to it, because the chief 
reason why all translations fall short of their origi- 
nals is, that the very constraint they are obliged 
to, renders them heavy and dispirited. 

“The great beauty of Homer’s language, as I 
take it, consists in that noble simplicity which runs 
through all his works; (and yet his diction, con- 
trary to what one would imagine consistent with 
simplicity, is at the same time very copious.) I 


‘* The favour of your Letter, with your Remarks, |don’t know how I have run into this pedantry in a 


tan never be enongh acknowledged; and the speed 
with which you discharged so troublesome a task 
doubles the obligation. 


Letter, but I find I have said too much, as well as 
spokcn too inconsiderately: what farther thoughts 
I have spoken upon this subject, I shall be glad to 


“1 must own that you have pleased me very communicate to you (for my own improvement) 


much by the commendations so ill bestowed upon when we meet; which is a happiness I very car- 
me; bat [ assure you, much more by the frankness|nestly desire, as I do likewise some opportunity 
of your censure, which I ought to take the morelof proving how much J think mysclf obliged to 
kindly of the two, as it is more advantage to a/your friendship, and how truly I am, Sir, 
scribbler to be improved in his judgment than to be ‘‘ Your most faithful, humble servant, 
soothed in his vanity. The greater part of those ‘A. POPE.” 
deviations from the Greeks, which you have ob- 
served, I was led into by Chapman and Hobbs; who 
are, it seems, as much celebrated for their know-| The Criticism upon Pope’s Epitaphs, which was 
ledge of the original, as they are decried for the printed in ‘The Universal Visitor,’ is placed here, 
badness of their translations. Chapman pretends being too minute and particular to be inserted in 
to have restored the genuine sense of the author, |the Life. 

from the mistakes of all former explaincrs, in se-! Every art is best taught by example. Nothing 


oe 


iii 


LIFE OF ALEXANDER POPE. 


contributes more to the cultivation of propriety, 
than remarks on the works of those who have most 
excelled. I shall therefore endeavour, at this visit, 
to entertain the young students in poctry with an 
examination of Pope’s Epitaphs. 

To define an Epitaph is useless; every one knows 
that it is an inscription on a Tomb. An epitaph, 
therefore, implies no particular character of writ- 
ing, but may be composed in verse or prose. It is 
indeed commonly panegyrical; because we are scl- 
dom distinguished with a stone but by our friends; 
bat it has no rule to restrain or mollify it, except 
this, that it ought not to be longer than common be- 
holders may be expected to have leisure and pa- 
tience to peruse. 


ΟΝ 
CHARLES EARL OF DORSET. 


In the Church of IVythyham in Sussez. 
Dorset, the grace of courts, the Muse's pride, 
Patron of arts, and judge of nature, died. 

The scourge of pride, though sanctified or great, 
Of fops in learning, and of knaves in state; 
Yet soft in nature, though severe his lay, 

His anger moral, and his wisdom gay. 

Blest satirist! who touch'd the means so true, 
As show'd, Vice had his hate and pity too. 

Blest courtier! who could king and country please, 
Yet sacred kept his friendships, and his ease. 
Blest pecr! his great forefather's every grace 
Reflecting, and reflected in his race; 

Where other Buckhursta, other Dorsets shine, 
And patriots still, or poets, deck tne line. 


The first distich of this epitaph contains a kind 
of information which few would want, that the man 
for whom the tomb was erected, dicd. There are 
indecd some qualities worthy of praise ascribed to 
the dead, but none that were likely to exempt him 
from the lot of man, or incline us much to wonder 
that he should dic. What is meant by ‘judge of 
nature,” is not casy to say. Nature is not the ob- 
ject of human judgment; for it is vain to judge 
where we cannot alter. If by nature is meant 
what is commonly called nature by the critics, a 
just representation of things really existing, and 
actions really performed, nature cannot be properly 
Opposed to art; nature being, in this sense, only the 
best effect of art. 


The scourge of pride— 


Of this couplet, the second line is not, what is 
intended, an illustration of the former. Pride, in 
the Great, is indeed well enough connected with 
knaves in state, though knaves is a word rather too 
ludicrous and light; but the mention of sanctified 
pride will not lead the thoughts to fops in learn- 
ing, but rather to some species of tyranny or op- 
pression, something more gloomy and more formi- 
dable than foppery. 


Yet δοῦ his nature— 


This is a high compliment, but was not first be- 
stowed on Dorset by Pope. The next verse is ex- 
tremely beautiful. 


Blest satirist !~ 


tations with much harshness; in long performances 
they are scarcely to be avoided; and in shorte: 
they may be indulged, because the train of the 
composition may naturally involve them, or the 
scantiness of the subject allow little choice. How- 
ever, what is borrowed is not to be enjcyed as on 
own; and it is the business of critical justice to give 
every bird of the Muses his proper feather. 


Blest courtier !|— 


Whether a courtier can properly be commended 
for keeping his ease sacred, may perhaps be dis 
putable. To please king and country, without sa- 
crificing friendship to any change of times, wasa 
very uncommon instance of prudence or felicity, 
and deserved to be kept separate from so poora 
commendation as care of his case. I wish our poets 
would attend a little more accurately to the use of 
the word sacred, which surely should never be ap- 
plied in a serious composition, but where some re- 
ference may be made to a higher Being, or where 
some duty is cxacted orimplicd. A man may keep 
his friendship sacred, because promises of friend- 
ship are very awful tics; but methinks he cannot, 
but in a burlesque sensc, be said to keep his ease 
sacred. 


Blest peer! 


The blessing ascribed to the peer has no coa- 
nexion with his pecrage; they might happen to aay 
other man whore posterity were likely to be re- 
garded. 

I know not whether this epitaph be worthy εἰ» 
ther of the writer or the man entombed. 


ΟΝ 
SIR WILLIAM TRUMBAL, 


One of the principal Secretaries of State to King 
William III. who, having resigned his place, 
died in retirement at Easthampstead in Berk- 
shire, 1716. 


A pleasing form; a firm, yet cautious mind; 
Sincere, though prudent; constant, yet resign'd; 
Honour unchanged, ἃ principle profest, 

Fix'd to one side, but moderate to the rest; 

An honest courtier, yet a patriot too; 

Just to his prince, and to his country true; 
ΕΠ ἃ with the sense of age, the fire of youth, 

A scorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth; 

A generous faith, from superstition free; 

A love to peace, and hate of tyranny; 

Such thia man was; who now, from earth removed, 
At length cnjoys that liberty he loved. 


In this epitaph, as in many others, there appears, 
at the first view, a fault which I think scarcely asy 
beauty can compensate. The name is omitted. 
The end of an epitaph is to convey some account 
of the dead; and to what purpose is any thing told 
of him whose name is concealed? Armcpitaph, aad 
a history of a nameless hero, are cqually absurd, 
since the virtucs and qualities so recounted in αἷ» 
ther are scattered at the mercy of fortune to be a 
propriated by guess. The name, it is truc, may be 
read upon the stone; but what obligation has it @ 
the poet, whose verses may wander over the carth, 
and leave their subject behind them, and who ἵν. 


In this distich is another line of which Pope was|forced, like an unskilful painter, to make his pe - 
aot the author. 1 do ποῖ mean to blame these imi-|pose known by adventitious help? 
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This epitaph is wholly without elevation, and 
contains nothing striking or particular; but the poet 
is not to be blamed for the defeets of his t. 
He said perhaps the best that could be said. ‘There 
‘are, however, some defects which were not 1 
necessary by the character in which he was ci 
ployed. There is no opposition between, an honest 
courtier and a patriot; for, an honest courtier casiuot 
bat be a patriot. 

Tt was unsuitable to the niecty required in short 
compovitions, to close his verse with the word f00; 
every rhyme should be a word of emphasis; nor 
can this rule be safely neglected, except where the 
length of the pocm makes slight inaccuracies ex- 
usable, or allows room for beautics sulicicnt to 
‘overpower the effects of petty faults. 

At the beginning of the seventh line the word 
filled is weak and prosaic, having no particular 
adaptation to any of the words that follow it. 

‘The thought in the last line is impertinent, hav 
ing no connexion with the foregoing character, uor 
with the condition of the man described. Had the 
epitaph been written on the poor conspirator* who 
died lately in prison, after a confinement of more 
than forty years, without any crime proved against 
him, the sentiment had been just and pathctical; 
bat why should Trumbal be congratulated upon his 
liberty, who had never known restraint? 


ON THE 
HON. SIMON HARCOURT, 


Only Son of the Lord Chancellor Harcourt, at the 
Church of Stanton-Harcourt, in Oxfordshire, 
1720. 


‘To this sad shrine, whoe'er thou art, draw near, 
ere lies the friend moat loved, the son most dear; 
‘Who ne'er knew joy, but friendship might divide, 
Or, gave his father grief but when he 
How vain is reason, eloquence how weak ἢ 
Af Pope must tell what Hancocrt cannot speak. 
‘Oh, let thy once loved friend inscribe thy stone, 
And with a father's sorrows mix his own. 


This epitaph is principally remarkable for the 
artfal introduction of the name, which is inserted 
with a pecaliar felicity, to which chance must con- 
cur with genius, which no man can hope to attain’ 
twice, and which cannot be copied but with servile 
imitation. 

I cannot but wish that, of this inscription, the two 
last Lies had been omitted, as they take away 
(rom the energy what they do not add tothe sense, 


on 
JAMES CRAGGS, ESQ. 
In Westminster Abbey. 


Jaconus chicos, 
Real MAGNE BRITANNLE 4 SECRETIS 
ET CONSILIS SANCTORIBOS 
FAMCIPIS PARITER AC POPUL! AMOR ET ELICI 
‘VIXIT TITOLIG ET INVIDIA MAJOR, 
ANNOS HEU PAUCOS, IIZ¥. 
ow. res. xvi. upcerx. 


‘Seatewman, yet friend to truth! of soul sincere 
In action faithful, and in honour clear! 
‘Who broke no promise, served no private end 
‘Who gain'd no title, and who lost no friend ; 


‘Major Bernardi, who died in Newgate, Sept. 90, 1736. 


Ennobied by himelf, by all approved, 
Praised, wept, and bonour'd, by the Muse he loved. 


The lines on Craggs were not originally intended 
|for an epitaph; and therefore some faults are to be 
imputed to the violence with which they are tora 
from the poem that first contained them. We may, 
|bowever, observe some defects. ‘There ia a re- 
dundaney of words in the first couple uper- 
uous to tell of him, who was sincere, true, and 
‘faithful, that he was in honour clear. 

‘There seems to be an opposition intended in the 
|fourth line, which is not very obvious: where is 
the relation between the two positious, that he 
gained no tille and lost no friend ? 

It may be proper here to remark the absurdity 
of joining, in the same inscription, Latin and Ea- 
|glish, or verve and prose. If cither language be 
| preferable to the other, let that only be used; for, 

80 Feagon can be given why part of the information 
should be given in one tongue, and part in another, 
on a tomb, more than in any other place, or on any 
other occasion; and to tell all thut can be conveni- 
ently told in verve, and then to call in the help of 
prose, has always the appearance of a very artless 
expedient, or of an attempt unaccomplished. Suc 
ag epitaph resembles the conversation of aforeigner, 
who tells part of his imcaning by words, and con- 
veys part by signs. 


INTENDED FOR MR. ROWE. 
In Weetminater Abbey. 
Thy relics, Rowe, to this fair urn we tru 
en's awful dust; 
Boneath a rude and nameless stone he lies, 
To which thy tomb whall guide inquiring eyes. 
ὙΠ 


One grateful woman to thy fame supplier 
What a whole thankless land to his denics. 


Of this inscription the chief fault is, that it be 
longs leas to Rowe, for whom it was written, thas 
to Dryden, who was buried near him; and indeed 
ἡ very little information conceruing either. 

To wish Peace to Uy shade is too mythological 
to be admitted into a Christian temple: the ancient 
worship has infected almost all our other composi- 
tions, and might therefore be conteuted to xpare our 
cpitaphs. Let fiction, at least, cease with life, and 
let us be serious over the grave. 


ox 
MRS. CORBET, 
Who died of a Cancer in her Breast.® 


‘woman, good withont protence, 
Best with plain reason, and with sober sense; 


that virtue only is our own. 
ted, κὸ composed a inind, 

So ὅπη, yet sof, o strong, yet #0 refined, 
Heaven, as its purest gold, by tortures tried; 
‘The saint wuetain'd it, but the woman died. 


Thave always considered this as the most valua- 
ble of all Pope's cpitaphs; the subject of it is a 


In the North aisle of the parish church of δι. Marga, 
rol, Westminster. pu me 
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character not discriminated by any shining or emi- 
nent peculiarities; yet that which really makes, 
though not the splendour, the felicity of life, and 
that which every wise man will choose for his 
final, and lasting companion in the languor of age, 
in the quiet of privacy, when he departs weary and 
disgusted from the ostentatious, the volatile, and the 
vain. Of such a character, which the dull over- 
look, and the gay despise, it was fit that the value 
should be made known, and the dignity establish- 
ed. Domestic virtue, as it is exerted without 
great occasions, or conspicuous consequences, in an 
even unnoted tenor, required the genius of Pope to 
display it in such a manner as might attract regard, 
and enforce reverence. Who can forbear to la- 
ment that this amiable woman has no name in the 
verses? 

If the particular lines of this inscription be ex- 
amined, it will appear less faulty than the rest. 
There is scarcely one line taken from common- 
places, unless it be that in which only Virtue is said 
to be our own. I once heard a Lady of great beauty 
and excellence object to the fourth line, that it con- 
tained an unnatural and incredible panegyric. Of 
this, let the ladics judge. 


ON THE MONUMENT OF THE 


HON. ROBERT DIGBY AND OF HIS SISTER 
MARY, 


Evected by their Father the Lord Digby, in the 
Church of Sherborne in Dorsetshire, 1727. 


Go! fair example of untainted youth, 

Of modest wisdom, and pacific truth ; 
Composed in sufferings, and in joy sedate, 
Good without noise, without pretension great. 
Just of thy word, in every thought sincere, 


subjects, he must be forgiven if he sometimes waa- 
ders in generalities, and utters the same praises 
over different tombs. 

The scantiness of human praises can scarcely be 
made more apparent, than by remarking how oftea 
Pope has, in the few epitaphs which he composed, 
found it necessary to borrow from himself. The 
fourteen epitaphs which he has written, comprise 
about a hundred and forty lines, in which there 
are more repetitions than will easily be found in all 
the rest of his works. In the eight lines which 
make the character of Digby, there is scarce any 
thought, or word, which may not be found in the 
other epitaphs. 

The ninth line, which is far the strongest aad 
most elegant, is borrowed from Dryden. The coa- 
clusion is the same with that on Harcourt, but is 
here more elegant and better connected. 


ΟΝ 
SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 
In Westminster Abbey, 1723. 


Kneller! by Heaven, and not a master taught, 
Whose art was nature, and whoee pictures thought ; 
Now for two ages, having snatch‘d from fate 
Whate'er was beauteous, or whate’er was great, 
Lies crown'd with Princes’ honours, Poets’ lays, 
Due to his merit and brave thirst of praise. 

Living, great Nature fear'd he might outvie 
Her works; and dying, fears herself may die. 


Of this epitaph the first couplet ts good, the se- 
cond not bad, the third is deformed with a broken 
metaphor, the word crowned not being appliacable 
to the honours or lays; and the fourth is not only 
borrowed from the epitaph on Raphael, but of a 


Who knew no wish but what the world might bear: | very harsh construction. 


Of softest manners, unaffected mind, 
Lover of peace, and friend of human kind. 
Go, live! for heaven's eterna] year is thine, 
Go, and exalt thy mortal to divine. 

And thou, blest maid! attendant on his doom, 
Pensive has follow'd to the silent tomb, 
Steer'd the same course to the same quiet shore, 
Not parted long, and now to part no more! 
Go, then, where only bliss sincere is known! 
Go, where to love and to enjoy are one! 

Yet take these tears; mortality’s relief, 
And, till we share your joys, forgive our grief: 
These little rites, a stone, a verse receive, 
*Tis all a father, all a friend can give! 


This epitaph contains of the brother only a gene- 
ral indiscriminate character, and of the sister tells 
nothing but that she died. The difficulty in writ- 
ing epitaphs is to give a particular and appropriate 
praise. This, however, is not always to be per- 


ON 
GENERAL HENRY WITHERS, 
In Westminster Abbey, 1729. 


Here, Withers, rest ! thou bravest, gentlest mind, 

Thy country's friend, but more of human kind. 

ΟἹ born to arms! ΟἹ worth in youth approved! 

ΟἹ soft humanity in age beloved ! 

For thee the hardy veteran drops a tear, 

And the gay courtier feels the sigh sincere. 
Withers, adicu! yet not with thee remove 

Thy martial spirit, or thy social love! 

Amidst corruption, luxury, and rage, 

Still leave some ancient virtues to our age: 

Nor let us say (those English glorics gone,) 

The last true Briton hes beneath this stone. 


The epitaph on Withers affords another instance 


formed, whatever be the diligence or ability of the|of common-places, though somewhat diversified, 
writer; for, the greater part of mankind have no| by mingled qualities, and the peculiarity of a pro- 
character at all, have little that distinguishes them| fession. 


from others equally good or bad, and therefore no- 
thing can be said of them which may not be applied 
with equal propricty to a thousand more. It is in- 
deed no great panegyric, that there is inclosed in 
this tomb one who was born in one year, and died 
in another; yet many useful and amiable lives have 
been spent, which lcave little materials for any 
other memorial. These are however not the pro- 
per subjects of poetry; and whenever friendship, 


The second couplet is abrupt, general, and un- 
pleasing; exclamation seldom succeeds in our lan- 
guage, and, I think, it may be observed that the 
particle O! used at the beginning of the sentence, 
always offends. 

The third couplet is more happy; the value ex- 
pressed for him by different sorts of men, raises 
him to esteem; there is yet something of the com- 
mon cant of superficial satirists, who suppose that 


or any other motive, obliges a poet to write on such! the insincerity of ἃ courtier destroys all his sensa 
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tions, and that he is equally a dissembler to the|for a poet. The wit qf man, and the simplicity of 
living and the dead. α child, make a poor and vulgar contrast, and raise 

At the third couplet I should wish the epitaph [πο ideas of excellence either intellectual or moral. 
to close, but that I should be unwilling to lose the/ In the next couplct rage ie less properly intro- 
two next lines, which yet are dearly bought if |duced after the mention of mildness and gentleness, 
they cannot be retained without the four that fol-| which are made the constituents of his character; 
low them for a man so mild and gentle to temper his rage, was 
not difficult. 

The next line is inharmonious in its sound, and 
mean in its conception; the opposition is obvious, 
and the word lash used absolutely, and without any 
modification, is gross and improper. 

To be above temptation in poverty, and free from 
corruption among the Great, is indeed such a pecu- 
liarity as deserved notice. But to be a safe com- 
panion, is a praise merely negative, arising not 
from possession of virtuc, but the absence of vice, 
and that one of the most odious. 

As little can be added to his character, by as- 
. . serting that he was lamented in his end. Every 

Thank'd becven thet be lived. cad, aaa man that dies is, at least by the writer of his epi- 

taph, supposed to be lamented; and therefore this 

The first couplet of this epitaph is borrowed from | general lamentation does no honour to Gay. 
Crashaw. The four next lines contain a species of | The first cight lines have no grammar; the ad- 
praise peculiar, original, and just. Here, there-|jectives are without any substantives and the epi- 
fore, the inscription should have ended, the latter|thets without a subject. 
part containing nothing but what is common to| The thought in the last line, that Gay is buried 
every man who is wise and good. The character|in the bosoms of the worthy and the good, who are 
of Fenton was 80 amiable that I cannot forbear to|distinguished only to lengthen the line, is so dark 
wish for some poet or biographer to display it)that few understand it; and so harsh, when it is 


ΟΝ 
MR. ELIJAH FENTON, 
At Easthemstead in Berkshire, 1730. 


This modcst stone, what few vain marbles can, 

May truly say, ‘ Here lies an honest man! 

A Poet, blest beyond the poet's fate, 

Whom heaven kept sacred from the Proud and Great; 
Foe to loud praise, and friend to learned ease, 
Content with science in the vale of peace. 

Calmly he look'd on either life, and here 

Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear; 


more fully for the advantage of posterity. If he|explained, that still fewer approve. 


did not stand in the first rank of genius, he may 
claim a place in the second; and, whatever criti- 
cism may object to his writings, censure could find 
very little to blame in his life. 


ΟΝ 
MR. GAY, 
In Westminster Abbey, 1732. 


Of manners gentle, of affections mild; 

In wit, a man ; simplicity, a child; 

With native humour tempering virtuous rage, 
Form’d to delight at once and lash the age; 
Above temptation, in a low estate, 

And uncorrupted, even among the Great: 

A safe companion and an easy friend, 
Unblamed through life, lamented in thy end. 
These are thy honours not that here thy bust 
Is mix'd with heroes, or with kings thy dust ! 
Bat thet the Worthy and the Good shall say, 
Striking their pensive bosoms—Here lies Gay! 


As Gay was the favourite of our author, this epi- 
taph was probably written with an uncommon de- 
gree of attention; yet it is not more successfully 
executed than the rest, for it will not always hap- 
pen that the success of ἃ poet is proportionate to his 
labour. The same observation may be extended 
to all works of imagination, which are often influ- 
enced by causes wholly out of the performer’s 
power, by hints of whieh he perceives not the ori- 
gin, by sadden elevations of mind which he cannot 
prodace in himself, and which sometimes rise when 
he expects them least. 

The two parts of the first line are only echoes of 
each other; genile manners and mild affections, if 
they mean any thing, must mean the same. 

That Gay was a man in wit is a very frigid com- 
mendation; to have the wit of a man is not much 

¥ 


INTENDED FOR 
SIR ISAAC NEWTON, 
In Westminster Abbey. 


ISAACUS NEWTONIUS: 
Quem Immortalem 
Testantus, Tempus, Natur, Calum: 
Mortalem 
Hoc marmoe fatetur. 


Nature, and Nature‘s laws, lay hid in night: 
God said, Let Newton de! And all was light. 


Of this epitaph, short as it is, the faults seem not 
to be very few. Why part should be Latin, and 
part English, is not easy to discover. In the Latn 
the opposition of Immortalis and Mortalis, is a 
mere sound, or a mere quibble; he is not tmmortal 
in any sense contrary to that in which he is mortal. 

In the verses the thought is. obvious, and the 
words night and light are too nearly allied. 


ΟΝ 
EDMUND DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 
Who died in the 19th Year of his Age, 1735 


If modest youth, with cool reflection crown'd, 
And every opening virtue blooming round, 
Could save a parent's justest pride from fate, 
Or add one patriot to a sinking state; 

This weeping marble had not ask'd thy tear, 
Or sadly told how many hopes lie here! 

The living virtue now had shone approved, 
The senate heard him, and his country loved 
Yet softer honours, and lees noisy fame, 
Attend the shade of gentle Buckingham: 

In whom a race, for courage famed, and art, 
Ends in the milder merit of the heart: 

And, chiefs or sages, long to Britain given, 
Pays the last tribute of a saint to Heaven. 
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This epitaph Mr. Warburton prefers to the rest;/that though he wrote the cpitaph in a state of m- 
but I know not for what reason. To crowen with|certainty, yct it could not be laid over him till his 
reficction, is surely a mode of speech approaching] grave was made. Such is the folly of wit when it 
to nonsense. Opening virlues blooming round, is|is ill employed. 
something like tautology: the six following lines] The world has but little new; cven this wreteh- 
are poor and prosaic. “(γέ is in another couplet|edness seems to have been borrowed from the ἔα)» 
used for arts, that a rhyme may be had to heart.) lowing tuneless lines; 

The six last lines are the best, but not excellent. 

The rest of his scpulchral performances hardly 
descrve the notice of criticism. The contemptible 
* Dialogue’ between He and Sue should have been 


Ludovici Areosti humantur ossa 
Sub hoe marmore, vel sub hac humo, 
Sub quicquid voluit benignus bwres, 
Sive harede benignior comes, scu 


suppressed for the author’s sake. Opportunius incidens Viator: 

In his last epitaph on himself, in which he at- Nam scire haud potuit futora, sed nec 
tempts to be jocular upon onc of the few things that Tanti erat vacuum sibi cadaver 
make wise men scrious, he confounds the living Ut utnam cuperet parare vivens, 
man with the dead: Vivens ista tamen sibi caravit, 

Que inscribi voluit suo sepulchro 
Under this stone, or under this sill, Olim siquod haberetis scpulchrum. 


Or under this turf, &e. Surely Ariosto did not venture to expect that his 


When a man is once buried, the question, under. trifle would have ever had such an illustrious imi- 
what he is buried, is easily decided. He forgot, |tator 
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ALEXANDER POPE. 


PREFACE. 


I am inclined to think that both the writers of books,|I wish we had the humanity to reflect, that even the 
and the readers of them, are generally not a little un-| worst authors might, in their endeavour to please us, 
reasonable in their expectations. The first scem to|deserve something at our hands. We have no cause 
fancy that the world must approve whatever they pro-|to quarrel with them but for their obstinacy in per- 
duce, and the Jatter to imagine that authors are obliged | sisting to write; and this, too, may admit of ailevia- 
to please them at any rate. Methinks, as on the one|ting circumstances. Their particular friends may be 
band no single man is born witha right of controlling| either ignorant or insincere; and the rest of the world 
the opinions of all the rest, so, on the other, the world|in general is too well bred to shock them with a 
has no title to demand that the whole care and time of |truth which generally their booksellers are the first 
aby particular person should be sacrificed to its enter-|that inform them of. This happens not till they have 
tainment ; therefore I cannot but believe that writers|spent too much of their time to apply to any profes- 
and readers are under equal obligations, for as much|sion which might better fit their talents, and till such 
fame or pleasure as each affords the other. talents as they have are so far discredited as to be of 

Every one acknowledges it would be a wild notion | but small service to them. For (what is the hardest 
to expect perfection in any work of man; and yet one|case imaginable) the reputation of a man generally 
would think the contrary was taken for granted, by | depends upon the first step he makes in the world " 
the judgment commonly passed upon poems. A critic}and people will establish their opinion of us from 
supposes he has done his part, if he proves a writer to} what we do at that season when we have least judg- 
have failed in an expression, orerred in any particular] ment to direct us. 
point; and can it then be wondered at, if the poetsin| On the other hand, a good poct no sooner com- 
general seem resolved not to own themselves in any |municates his works with the same desire of infor- 
error? For as long as one side will make no allow-| mation, but it is imagined he is a vain young creature, 
ances, the other will be brought to no acknowledg-|given up to the ambition of fame, when perhaps the 
ments. poor man is all the while trembling with the fear of 

I am afraid this extreme zeal on both sides is ill-| being ridiculous. lf he is made to hope he may please 
placed; Poetry and Criticism being by no means the|the world, he falls under very unlucky circumstances ; 
aniversa) concern of the world, but only the affair|for, from the moment he prints, he must expect to 
of idle men who write in their closets, and of idle|/ hear no more truth than if he were a prince or a 
men who read there. beauty. If he has not very good sense, (and indeed 

Yet sure, upon the whole, a bad author deserves| there are twenty men of wit for one man of sense,) 
better usage than a bad critic; for a writer's endea-|his living thus in a course of flattery may put him 
vour, for the most part, is to please his readers, and|in no small danger of becoming a coxcomb; if he 
he fails merely through the misfortune of an ill-|has, he will, consequently, have so much diffidence 
judgment ; but such a critic's is to put them out of [8 not to reap any great satisfaction from his praise ; 
humour: a design he could never go upon without|since, if it be given to his face, it cam scarce be dis- 
both that and an ill-temper. tinguished from flattery; and if in his absence, it is 

I think a good deal may be said to extenuate the|hard to be certain of it. Were he sure to be com- 
faults of bad poets. What we call a Genius is hard|mended by the best and most knowing, he is as sure 
to be distinguished by a man himself from a strong|of being envied by the worst and most ignorant, 
inclination ; and if his genius be ever so great, he|which are the majority ; for it is with a fine genius as 
cannot at first discover it in any other way, than by] with a fine fashion; all those are displeased at it who 
giving way to that prevalent propensity which renders| are not able to follow it; and it isto be feared that 
him the more liable to be mistaken. The only me-|estcem will seldom do any man so much good as ill- 
thod he has, is to make the experiment by writing,| will does him harm. Then there isa third class of 
and appealing to the judgment of others. Now, if] people, who make the largest part of mankind, those 
he happens to write ill (which is certainly no sin in|of ordinary or indifferent capacities, and these, to a 
‘telf,) he is immediately made an object of ridicule.iman. wif. hate or ment him; a hundred honest 
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gentlemen will dread him as a wit, and a hundred {is but the knowledge of the sense of our predeces- 


innocent women as a satirist. 


upon. 


I believe if any one, early in his life, should con- 


template the dangerous fate of authors, he would 
scarce be of their number on any consideration. 
The lite of a wit is a warfare upon earth; and the 
present spirit of the learned world is such, that to 
attempt to serve it, any way, one must have the con- 
stancy of a martyr, and a resolution to suffer for its 
sake. I could wish people would believe, what I am 


pretty certain they will not, that I have been much 


lees concerned about fame than J durst declare till 
this occasion, when, methinks, I should find more 
credit than I could heretofore, since my writings 
have had their fate already, and it is too late to think 
of prepossessing the reader in their favour. I would 


plead it as some merit in me, that the world has never 


been prepared for these trifles by prefaces, biassed by 
recommendation, dazzled with the names of great 
patrons, wheedied with fine reasons and pretences, 


or troubled with excuses. I confess it was want of 


consideration that made me an author; 1 writ, be- 
cause it amused me; I corrected, because it was as 
pleasant to me to correct as to write ; and I publish- 
ed, because I was told I might please such as it was 
8 credit to please. Τὸ what degree I have done this 
Tam really ignorant: I had too much fondness for 
my productions to judge of them at first, and too 
much judgment to be picased with them at last; but 
I have reason to think they can have no reputation 
which will continue long, or which deservesto do 


eo; for they have always fallen short, not only of 
what I read of others, but even of my own ideas of 


poetry. 

If any one should imagine I am not in earnest, I 
desire him to reflect, that the Ancients (to say the 
least of them) had as much genius as we ; and that to 
take more pains, and employ more time, cannot fail 
to produce more complete pieces. They constantly 
applied themselves not only to that art, but to that 
single branch of an art to which their talent was most 
powerfully bent ; and it was the business of their lives 
to correct and finish their works for posterity. If we 
can pretend to have used the same industry, let us 
expect the same immortality ; though, if we took the 
game care, we should stil] lie under a further mis- 
fortune ; they writ in languages that became univer- 
δαὶ and everlasting, while ours are extremely limited 
both in extent and in duration. <A mighty foundation 
for our pride! when the utmost we can hope is but 
to be read in one island, and to be thrown aside at 
the end of one age. 

‘All that is left us is to recommend our productions 
by the imitation ofthe Ancients: and it will be found 
true, that, in every age, the highest character for sense 
and learning has been obtained by those who have 
been most indebted to them. For, to say truth, 
whatever is very good scnec, must have becn com- 
mon sense in all times; and what we call Learning, 


In a word, whatever 
be his fate in poetry, it is ten to one but he must give 
up all the reasonable aims of life for it. There are, 
indeed, some advantages accruing from a genius to 
poetry, and they are all I can think of, the agreeable 
power of self-amuscment when a man is idle or alone; 
the privilege of being admitted into the best company ; 
and the freedom of saying as many careless things 
as other people, without being so severely remarked 


sors. Therefore they who say our thoughts are not 
our own, because they resemble the Ancients, may 
as well say our faces are not our own, because they 
are like our fathers ; and indecd it is very unreason- 
able thut people should expect us to be scholars, and 
yet be angry to find us so. 

I fairly confess that J have served myself all I 
could by reading; that 1 made use of the judgment 
of authors dead and living ; that 1 omitted no means 
in my power to be informed of my errors, both by my 
friends and enemies: but the true reason these pieces 
are not more correct, is owing to the consideration 
how short a time they and | have to live: one may 
be ashamed to consume half one’s days in bringing 
sense and rhyme together ; and what critic can be so 
unreasonable, as not to leave a man time enough for 
any more serious employment, or more agreeable 
amusement 7? 

The only plea I shall use for the favour of the pub- 
lic is, that I have ad great a respect for it as most 
authors have for themselves; and that I have sacri- 
ficed much of my own self-love for its sake, in pre- 
venting not only many mean things from seeing the 
light, but many which I thought tolerable. I would 
not be like those authors who forgive themselves 
some particular lines for the eake of a whole poem, 
and, vice versa, a whole poem for the sake of some 
particular lines. I believe no one qualification is 50 
likely to make a good writer as the power of reject- 
ing his own thoughts; and it must be this, if any thing, 
that can give me a chance to be one. For what I 
have published, I can only hope to be pardoned ; but 
for what I have burned, I deserve to be praised. On 
this account the world is under some obligation to 
me, and owes me the justice, in return, to look upom 
no verses as mine that are not inserted in this Col 
lection. And perhaps nothing could make it worth 
my while to own what are really so, but to avoid the 
imputation of so many dull and immoral things as, 
partly by malice, and partly by ignorance, have beea 
ascribed to me. I must further acquit myself of the 
presumption of having lent my name to recommend 
any miscellanies or works of other men; a thing I 
never thought becoming a person who has hardly 
credit enough to answer for his own. 

In this office of collecting my pieces, I am alte- 
gether uncertain whether to look upon myself as & 
man building a monument, or burying the dead. 

If time shall make it the former, may these poems, 
as long as they last, remain as a testimony that their 
author never made his talents subservient to the mean 
and unworthy ends of party or self-interest; the 
gratification of public prejudices or private passions; 
the flattery of the undeserving, or the insult of the 
unfortunate. If I have written well, let it be consider- 
ed, that it is what no man can do without good sense, 
a quality that not only renders one capable of being 
a good writer, but a good man. And if I have made 
any acquisition in the opinion of any one under the 
notion of the former, let it be continued to me under 
no other title than that of the latter. 

But if this publication be only a more solemn fune- 
ral of my remains, J desire it may be known thet I 
die in charity, and in my senses; without any murmurs 
against the justice of this age, or any mad appeals to 
posterity. I declare, I shall think the world in the 
right, and quietly submit to every truth which time 
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shall discover to the prejudice of these writings ; ποῖ putation, depreciated no dead author I was obliged to, 
so much as wishing so irrational a thing, as that every | bribed no living one with unjust praise, insulted no 


body should be deceived merely for my credit. How- 
ever, I desire it may therein be considered, that there 
are very few things in this Collection which were 
not written under the age of five and (wenty ; so that 
my youth may be made (as it never fails to be in exe- 
cutions) a case of compassion ; that I never was so 
concerned about my works as to vindicate them in 
print, believing, if any thing was good, it would de- 
fend iteelf, and what was bad could never be defend- 


adversary with ill language ; or, when I could not at- 
tack a rival’s works, encouraged reports against his 
morals. To conclude, if this volume perish, let it 
serve as a warning to the critics not to take too much 
pains for the future to destroy such things as will die 
of themselves ; and a memento mori to some of my 
vain contemporaries the poets, to teach them, that, 
when real merit is wanting, it avails nothing to have 
been encouraged by the great, commended by the 


ed; that I ased no artifice to raise or continue a re-|eminent, and favoured by the public in general. 


Nov. 10, 1716. 


--.«““}»»ὕ.... 
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A DISCOURSE ON PASTORAL, [eertations the critics have made on the subject, with- 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1704. 


Rura mihi, et rigui, placeant in vallibus amnes; 
Piumina amen, sylvasque, inglorius! | ViRgGIL. 


The Pastorals were written at the age of sixteen, and theo 
passed through the hands of Mr. Walsh, Mr. Wycherley, 
G. Granville, (afterwards lord Lansdowne) Sir William 
Trowbel, Dr. Garth, lord Halifax, lord Somers, Mr. 
Maynwering, and others. All these gave our author the 
greatest encouragement, and particularly Mr. Walsh, 
whom Mr. Dryden, ia his Postscript to Virgil, calls the 
best critic of his age. “The author, (says he) seems to 
heve a particular genius for thie kind of poetry, and a 
judgment which mach exceeds his years. He has taken 
very freely from the ancients; but what he has mixed of 
his own with theirs, is no way inferior to what he has 
taken from them. It is not flattery at all to say, that 
Virgil had written nothing eo good at his age. Hie Pre- 
face is very judicious and learned.”” Letter te Mr. Wycher- 
ley, Spril, 1705. The lord Lansdowne about the same 
time, mentioning the youth of our Poet, says,(in a printed 
Latter of the Character of Mr. Wycherley) “ that if he 
goes on as he has begun in his Pastoral way, as Virgil 
fizst tried hie strength, we may hope to see English poetry 
vie with the Roman,” &c. Notwithstanding the carly 
time of their production, the author esteemed these as the 
mest correct in the versification, and musica] in the num- 
bers, of all his works. The reason for his labouring them 
into so much softness, was, doubtless, that this sort of 
postry derives almost its whole beauty from a natural 
ease of thought, and smoothness of verse; whereas that 
of most other kinds consists in the strength and fulness 
of both. In a letter of his to Mr. Walsh about this time, 
we find an enumeration of several niceties in versification, 
which perhaps have never been strictly observed in any 
Eagtish poem except in these Pastorals. They were not 
printed til] 1708. 


A DISCOURSE ON PASTORAL POETRY.* 


THERE are not, I believe, a greater number of any 
sort of verses, than of those which are called Pasto- 
rals, nor a smaller than those which are truly so. It 


out omitting any of their rules in my own favour. 
You will also find some points reconciled, about 
which they scem to differ ; and a few remarks, which, 
I think, have escaped their observation. 

The original of poetry is ascribed to that age which 
succeeded the creation of the world; and as the 
keeping of Aocks seems to have been the first em- 
ployment of mankind, the most ancient sort of poetry 
was probably pastoral. It is natura] to imagine, that 
the leisure of those ancient shepherds admitting and 
inviting some diversion, none was so proper to that 
solitary and sedentary life as singing ; and that in their 
songs they took occasion to celebrate their own 
felicity. From hence a poem was invented, and after- 
wards improved to a perfect image of that happy 
time; which, by giving us an esteem for the virtues 
of a former age, might recommend them to the pre- 
sent. And since the life of shepherds was attended 
with more tranquillity than any other rural employ- 
ment, the poets chose to introduce their persons, 
frum whom it received the name of Pastoral. 

A pastoral is an imitation of the action of a shep- 
herd, or one considered under that character. The 
form of this imitation is dramatic, or narrative, or 
mixed of both ; the fable simple, the manners not too 
polite, nor too rustic: the thoughts are plain, yet ad 
mit a little quickness and passion, but that short and 
flowing: the expression humble, yet as pure as the 
language will afford; neat, but not florid; easy, and 
yet lively. In short, the fable, manners, thoughts, 
and expressions, are full of the greatest simplicity in 
nature, 

The complete character of this poem consists in 
simplicity, brevity, and delicacy; the two first of 
which render an eclogue natural, and the last de- 
lightful. 

If we could copy nature, it may be useful to take 
this idea along with us, that pastoral is an image of 
what they call the Golden Age. So that we are not 
to describe our shepherds as shepherds at this day 


therefore seems necessary to give some account οἵ ΓΕ ΠΥ are, but as they may be conceived then to have 
this kind of poem ; and it is my design to comprise in |5ee", when the best of men followed the employ- 
this short paper the substance of thoee numerous dis-|ment. To carry this resemblance yet further, it 

ΝΠ ΟΝ would not be amiss to give these shepherds some 
nm takill in astronomy, as far as it may be useful to that 


4 Written at sixteen years of age. sort of life. And an air of piety to the gode should 
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shine through the poem, which so visibly appears in |priety of style; the first of wkich perhaps was the 
all the works of antiquity; and it ought to preserve fault of his age, and the last of his language. 


soine relish of the old way of writing : the connection 


Among the moderns, their success has been στοῦ 


should be loose, the narrations and descriptions|est who have most endeavoured to make these 


short, and the periods concise : yet it is not sufficient 


that the sentences only be brief; the whole cclague:! 


should be so too: for we cannot suppose poetry in 


ancients their pattern. The most considerable gepias 


appears in the famous Tasso and our Spenser. Tasso 
in his Aminta has as far excelled all the pastonl 
writers, as in his Gicrusalemme he has outdone the 


those days to have been the business of men, but 
their recreation at vacant hours. epic poets of his country. But as his piece seems te 
But with respect to the present age, nothing more have been the original of a new sort of poem, the 
conducesa to make these composures natural, than pastoral comedy, in Italy, it cannot so well be com 
when some knowledge in rural atfairs is discovered. sidered as a copy of the ancients. Spenser's Calee 
This may be made to appear rather done by chance] dar, in Mr. Dryden's opinion, is the most complete 
than on design, and sometimes is best shown by in-! work of this kind which any nation has produced 
ference ; Iest by too much study to seem natural, we] ever since the time of Virgil; not but that he may be 
destroy that easy simplicity from whence arises the|thought imperfect in some few points. Lis eclogues 
delight : for what is inviting in this sort of poetry|are somewhat tov long if we compare them with the 
procecds not so much from the idea of that business, ancients. He is sometimes too allegorical, and treats 
as the tranquillity of a country life. of matters of religion in a pastoral style, as the 
We must therefore use some illusion to render a|Mantuan had done before him. He has employed 
pastoral delightful ; and this consists in exposing the'the lyrit measure, which is contrary to the practice 
best side only οἵα shepherd's life, and in concealing’ of the old poets. Tis stanza is not still the same 
its miseries. Nor is it cnough to introduce shepherds) nor always well chosen. This last may be the rea 
discoursing together in a natnral way ; but a regard json his expression is sometimes not concise enough; 
must be had to the subject, that it contain some ‘par-! for the tetrastic has obliged him to estend his sense to 
ticular beauty in itself, and that it be different inevery|the length of four lines, which would have beea 
eclogue. Besides, in each of them a designed scene; more closely confined in the couplet. 
or prospect is to be presented to our view, which| In the mannery, thoughts, and characters, he comes 
should likewise have its varicty. This varicty is ob-|near to Theocritus himself; though, notwithstanding 
tained in a great degree by frequent comparisons, ‘all the care he has taken, he is certainly inferior ἰδ 
drawn from the most agreeable objects of the country ;{his dialect; for the Doric had its beauty and pre 
by interrogations to things inanimate ; by beautiful! prety in the time of Theocritus ; it was used in put 
digressions, but those short; sometimes by insisting|of Greece, and frequent in the mouths of many of 
a little on circumstances ; and, lastly, by elegant turns;the greatest persons: whereas the old English and 
on the words, which render the numbers extremely |country phrases of Spenser were either entirely obse 
sweet and pleasing. As for the numbers themselves,|lete, or spoken only by people cf the lowest cow 
though they are properly of the heroic measure, they|dition. As there ts a difference betwixt simpliety 
should be the smoothest, the most casy and tlowing|and rusticity, so the expression of simple thoughts 
imaginable. should be plain but not clownish. The addition be 
It is by rules like these that we ought to judge of/has made of a calendar to his cclogues, is very 
pastoral. And since the instructions given for any|beautiful ; since by this, besides the general moral of 


art are to be delivered as that art is in perfection, they 
must of necessity be derived from those in whom it is 
acknowledgrd so to be. It is therefore from the 
practice of Theocritus and Virgil (the only undisputed 
authors of pastoral,) that the critics have drawn the 
foregoing notions concerning it. 

Theocritus excels all others in nature and sim- 
plicity. The subjects of his Idyjlia are purely pas- 
toral; but he is not so exact in his persons, having 
introduced reapers and fishermen as well as shep- 
herds. Ic is apt to be too long in his descriptions, 
of which that of the cup in the first pastoral is a re- 
markable instance. In the manners he scems a little 
defective, fur his swains are sometimes abusive and 
immodest, and perhaps too much inclining to rus- 
ticity ; for instance, in his fourth and fitth Idyllia. But 
it is enough that al] others learned their excellence 
from him, and that his dialect alone has a secret 
charm in it, which no other could ever attain. 

Virgil, who copies Theocritus, refincs upon his 
original ; and in all points, where judgment is princi- 
pally concerned, he is mnch supcrior to his master. 
Though some of his subjects are not pastoral in them- 
selves, but only seem to be such, they have a wonder- 
ful varicty in them, which the Greek was a stranger 
to. He exceeds him in regularity and brevity, and 
falls short of him in nothing but simplicity and pro- 


innocence and simplicity, which is common to other 
authors of pastoral, he has one peculiar to himself: 
he compares human life to the ecveral seasons, and 
at once exposes to his readers a view of the great and 
little worlds, in their various changes and aspect 
Yet the scrupulous division of his psstorals inte 
months, has obliged him cither to repeat the same 
description in other words, for three months together; 
or, when it was exhausted before, cntircly to omit it: 
whence it comes to pass that some of his eclogues 
(as the sixth, cighth, and tenth, for example) have 
nothing but their titles to distinguishthem. The reason 
is evident, because the yeur has not that variety in Κὶ 
to furnish every month with a particular description, 
as it may every scason. 

Of the following eclogues I shall only say, that 
these four comprehend all the subjects which the 
critics upon Theocritus and Virgil will allow to be 
fit for pastoral: that they have as much variety of 
description, in rcspect of the several seasons, as 
Spenser's: that, in order to add tu this variety, the 
several times of the day are observed, the rural] em 
ployments in each season or time of day, and the 
rural scenes or places proper to such employments; 
not without some regard to the several ages of man, 
and the different passions proper to each age. 

But after all, 15 they have any merit, it is to be at- 
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) some good old authors, whose works as I 


DaPHunis. 


Ὁ to study, so, I hope, I have not wanted} O Love! for Sylvia let me gain the prize, 


utate. 
— ee 
PASTORALS. 
SPRING. 


FIRST PASTORAL; OR, DAMON. 
To Sir Wiliam Trumbal. 


these fields I try the sylvan strains, 

to sport on Windsor’s blissful plains : 
nes, flow gently from thy sacred spring, 
thy banks Sicilian muses sing ; 

| airs through trembling osiers play, 

on’s cliffs resound the rural lay. 


it, too wise for pride, too good for power, 


: glory to be great no more, 

ying with you all the world can boast, 
+ world illustriously are lost ; 

muse her slender reed inspire, 

ur native shades you tune the lyre. 

the nightingale to rest removes, 

h may chant to the forsaken groves, 
1'd to silence, listens while she sings, 
ie arial audience clap their wings. 

3 the flocks shook off the nightly dews, 


ing, whom love kept wakeful, and the muse, 


er the whitening vale their fleecy care, 
-he morn, and as the season fair: 
ι now blushing on the mountain’s side, 
\hnis spoke, and Strephon thus replied: 
Dapunts. 
ow the birds, on every bloomy spray, 
ous music wake the dawning day! 
ve mute, when early linnets sing, 
rbling Philome! salutes the spring ? 
ve sad, when Phosphor shines so clear, 
h Nature paints the purple year. 
STREPHON. 
en, and Damon shall attend the strain, 
n slow oxen turn the furrow’d plain. 
bright crocus and blue violet glow, 
tern winds on breathing roses blow. 
yon lamb, that near the fountain plays, 
, the brink his dancing shade surveys. 
Darpunis. 
his bow], where wanton ivy twines, 
ling clusters bend the curling vines : 
res rising from the work appear, 
us seasons of the rolling year; 
, is that which binds the radiant sky, 
relve fair signs in beauteous order lie? 
Damon. 
ing by turns, by turns the muses sing: 
thorns blossom, now the daisies spring, 


es the trees, and flowers adorn the ground : 


: vales shall every note resound. 
STREPIION. . 
me, Phasbus, in my Delia’s praise, 


ller’s strains, or Granville’s moving lays! 


hite bull shall at your altar stand, 
ats a fight, and spurns the rising sand. 


And make my tongue victorious as her eyes ; 
No lambs or sheep for victims 1᾽}} impart, 
Thy victim, Love, shall be the shepherd's heart. 


STREPHON. 

Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain, 
Then, hid in shades, eludes her eager swain ; 
But feigns a laugh, to see me search around, 
And by that laugh the willing fair is found. 


DaPuNis. 

The sprightly Sylvia trips along the green ; 
She runs, but hopes she does not run unscen : 
While a kind glance at her pursuer flies, 
How much at variance are her fect and eyes ! 


STREPHON. 
O’er golden sands let rich Pactolus flow, 
And trees weep amber on the banks of Po ; 
Blest Thames’s shores the brightest beauties yield. 
Feed here, my lambs, I'll seek no distant field. 
DaPunis. 
Celestial Venus haunts Idalia’s groves ; 
Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves ; 
If Windsor shades delight the matchless maid, 
Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windsor-shade. 
STREPHON. 
All Nature mourns, the skies relent in showers, 
Hush'd are the birds, and closed the drooping flowers, 
If Delia smile, the flowers begin to spring, 
The skies to brighten, and the birds to sing. 
Dapunis. 

All Nature laughs, the groves are fresh and fair, 

The sun’s mild lustre warms the vital air ; 

If Sylvia smile, new glories gild the shore, 

And yanquish’d Nature seems to charm no more 
STREPHON. 

In spring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 

At morn the plains, at noon the shady grove, 

But Delia always ; absent from her sight, 

Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 
Dapunis. 

Sylvia's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet fresh as early day : 
E’en spring displeases when she shines not here; 
But, bless’d with her, ‘tis spring throughout the year 

STREPION. 

Say, Daphnis, say, in what glad soil appears, 

A wondrous tree that sacred monarchs bears : 

Tell me but this, and I'll disclaim the prize, 

And give the conquest to thy Sylvia’s eyes.— 
DapPunis. 

Nay, tell me first, in what more happy fields 
The thistle springs, to which the lily yields : 

And then a nobler prize J will resign ; 
For Sylvia, charming Sylvia, shal} be thine. 
Damon. 

Cease to contend ; for, Daphnis, J decree, 
The bow] to S:rephon, and the lamb to thee. 
Blest swains, whose nymphs in every gracc excel ; 
Blest nymphs, whose swains those graces sing so well' 
Now rise and haste to yonder woodbine bowers, 
A soft retreat from sudden vernal showers : 
The turf with rural dainties shall be crown’d, 
While opening blooms diffuse their sweets around. 
For see! the gathering flocks to shelter tend, 
And from the Pleiads fruitful showers descend. 
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SUMMER. 


THE SECOND PASTORAL; OR, ALEXIS. 
To Dr. Garth. 


A SHEPHERD’s boy (he seeks no better name) 
Led forth his flocks along the silver Thame, 
Where dancing sun-beams on the waters play'd, 
And verdant alders form'd a quivering shade. 
Soft as he mourn’d, the streams forgot to flow, 
The flocks around a dumb compassion show, 
The Naiads wept in every watery bower, 

And Jove consented in a silent shower. 
Accept, O Garth, the muse’s early lays, 
That adds this wreath of ivy to thy bays; 

Hear what from love unpractised hearts endure, 
From love, the sole disease thou canst not cure. 
Ye shady beeches, and ye cooling streams, 
Defence from Phebus’, not from Cupid's beams, 

To you I mourn; nor to the deaf I sing ; 

The woods shall answer, and their echo ring. 
The hiils and rocks attend my doleful lay : 

Why art.thou prouder and more hard than they ? 
The bleating sheep with my complaints agree, 
They parch’d with heat, and I inflam'd by thee. 
The sultry Sirius burns the thirsty plains, 

While in thy heart eternal winter reigns. 

Where stray ye, muses, in what lawn or grove, 

While your Alexis pines in hopeless love ? 

In those fair fields where sacred Isis glides, 

Or else where Cam his winding vales divides ? 

As in the chrystal spring I view my face, 

Fresh rising blushes paint the watery glass; 

But since those graces please thine eyes no more, 

ἴ shun the fountains which I sought before. 

Once I was skill’d in every herb that grew, 

And every plant that drinks the morning dew ; 

Ah, wretched shepherd! what avails thy art, 

To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart! 
Let other swains attend the rural care, 

Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces shear : 

But nigh yon mountain Jet me tune my lays, 

Embrace my love, and bind my brows with bays. 

That flute is mine which Colin's tuneful breath 

Inspired when living, and bequeathed in death : 

He said: ‘ Alexis, take this pipe, the same 

That taught the groves my Rosalinds’s name.’ 

Bat now the reed shall hang on yonder tree, 

For ever silent, since despis'd by thee. 

O! were I made by some transforming power, 

The captive bird that sings within thy bower! 

Then might my voice thy listening ears employ, 

And I those kisses he receives enjoy. 

And yet my numbers please the rural throng, 
Rough satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the song : 
The nymphs forsaking every cave and spring, 
Their early fruit and milk-white turtles bring ; 
Each amorous nymph prefers her gifts in vain, 
On you their gifts are all bestow'd again: 

For you the swains the fairest flowers design, 
And in one garland all their beauties join ; 
Accept the wreath which you deserve alone, 
In whom all beauties are comprised in one. 

See what delights in sylvan scenes appear ! 
Descending gods have found Elysium here. 

fa woods bright Venus with Adonis stray'd, 
And chaste Diana haunts the forest shade. 


Come, lovely nymph, and bless the silent hours, 

When swains from shearing seek their nightly bowers 

When weary reapers quit the sultry field, 

And crown'd with corn their thanks to Ceres yield.” 

This harmless grove no lurking viper hides, 

But in my breast the serpent Love abides. 

Here beez from blossoms sip the rosy dew, 

But your Alexis knows no sweets but you. 

O deign to visit our forsaken seats, 

The mossy fountains, and the green retreats ! 

Where’er you walk, cool gales shall fan the glade, 

Trees, where you sit, shall crowd into a shade ; 

Where’er you tread, the blushing flowers shall rive, 

And all things flourish where you turn your eyes. 

ΟἹ how I long with you to pass my days, 

Invoke the Muses, and resound your praise ! 

Your praise the birds shall chant in every grove, 

And winds shall waft it to the powers above. 

But would you sing, and rival Orpheus’ strain, 

The wondering forests soon should dance again, 

The moving mountains hear the powerful call, 

And headlong streams hang listening in their fall! 
But see, the shepherds shun the noon-day heat, 

The lowing herds to murmuring brooks retreat, 

To closer shades the panting flocks remove. 

Ye gods! and is there no relief for love? 

But soon the sun with milder rays descends 

To the cool ocean, where his journey ends : 

On me Love's fiercer flames for ever prey, 

By night he scorches, as he burns by day. 


AUTUMN. 


THE THIRD PASTORAL; OR, HYLAS AND 
EGON. 


To Mr. Wycherley. 


Beneatn the shade a spreading becch displays, 
Hylas and gon sang their rural lays : 
This mourn’d a faithless, that an absent love ; 
And Delia's name and Doris’ fill’d the grove. 
Ye Mantuan nymphs, your sacred succours bring; 
Hylas’ and A2gon’s rural lays I sing. 
Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus’ wit inepire, 
The art of Terence and Menander’s fire; 
Whonre sense instructs us, and wh¢se humour charms, 
Whoee judgment sways us, and whoee spirit warms! 
Oh ! skill’d in nature ! see the hearts of swains, 
Their artless passions, and their tender pains. 
Now eetting Phebus shone serenely bright, 
And fleecy clouds were streak'd with purple light ; 
When tuneful Fylas, with melodious moan, 
Taught rocks to weep, and made the mountains groan 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs away! 
To Delia's ear the tender notes convey. 
As some sad turtle his lost love deplores, 
And with deep murmurs fills the sounding shores - 
Thus, far from Delia, to the winds [ mourn, 
Alike unheard, unpitied, and forlorn. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my sighs along ! 
For her, the feather’d quires neglect their song: 
For her, the limes their pleasing shades deny : 
For her the lilies hang their heads and die. 
Ye flowers that droop, forsaken by the spring, 
Ye birds, that left by summer cease to sing, 
Ye treea that fade when autumn heats remove, 
Say, is not absence death to those who love 7 


PASTORALS. 


: gales, and bear my sighs away ! 

re fields that cause my Delia’s stay ; 
blussom, wither every tree, 

ywer, and perish all, but she; 

[said ? Where’er my Delia flies, 
ttend, and sudden flowers arise! 
roses knotted oaks adorn, 

mber drop from every thorn. 

: gales, and bear my sighs along! 

ta}l cease to tune their evening song, 
ὁ breathe, the waving woods to n.ove, 
‘to murmur, ere J cease to love. 

. fountains to the thirsty swain, 

leep to labourers faint with pain, 

s to larks, or sunshine to the bee, 
tharming as thy sight to me. 

: gales, and bear my sighs away! 

|, come; ah, why this long delay? 


tks and caves the name of Delia sounds; 


rave and echoing rock rebounds. 

what pleasing frenzy soothes my mind ! 
‘eam, or is my Delia kind? 

my Delia comes! Now cease my lay, 
re gales, to bear my sighs away ! 


im sang, while Windsor groves admired: 


> muses, what yourselves inspired. 

ye hil.s, resound my mournful strain ! 

Doris, dying | complain: 

the mountains, lessening as they rise, 

v vales, and steal into the skies ; 

ring oxen, spent with toi! and heat, 

e traces from the field retreat ; 

ig smokes from village tops are seen, 

t shades glide o’er the dusky green. 

ye hills, resound my mournful lay! 

i poplar oft we pass’d the day: 

ind 1 carved her amorous vows, 

rith garlands hung the bending boughs ; 

9 fade, the vows are worn away: 

love, and so my hopes decay. 

ye hills, resound my mournful strain ! 

Arcturus glads the teeming grain ; 
fruits on Joaded branches shine, 

| clusters swell with floods of wine ; 

1g berries paint the yellow grove. 

hall all things yield returns but love 7 

ye hills, resound my mournful lay ; 

‘ds cry, ‘ Thy flocks are left a prey.’ 

vails it me the flocks to keep, 

y heart while I preserved my sheep? 

nd ask'd, what magic caused my smart, 

yes malignant glances dart? 

ut hers, alas, have power to move? 
magic but what dwells in love? 

ye hills, resound my mournful strains! 

shepherds, flocks, and flowery plains. 

ards, flocks, and plains, I may remove, 

ikind, and all the world but love; 

, Love! on foreign mountains bred ; 

» thee suck, and savage tigers fed : 

rom Fitna’s burning entrails torn, 

: whirlwinds, and in thunder born. 

ye hills, resound my mournful lay! 

1 woods ; adieu, the light of day ; 

m yonder cliff shall end my pains. 

: hills, 50 more resound my strains. 


When falling dews with spangles deck the glade, 
And the low sun had lengthen’d every shade. 


WINTER. 
THE FOURTH PASTORAL; OR, DAPHNE 
To the Memory of Mrs. Tempest 


Lycrpas. 

Tryrsis, the music of that murmuring spring 

Ia not so mournful as the strains you sing: 
Nor rivers winding through the vales below, 
So sweetly warble, or so smoothly flow. 

Now sleeping flocks on their soft fleeces lie, 

The moon, serene in glory, mounts the sky, 

While silent birds forget their tuneful lays, 

O sing of Daphne's fate, and Daphne's praise ! 
THYRSIS. 

Behold the groves that shine with silver frost, 
Their beauty wither’d, and their verdure lost: 
Here shall I try the sweet Alexis’ strain, 

That call'd the listening Dryads to the plain: 

Thames heard the numbers as he flow’d along, 

And bade his willows learn the moving song. 
Lycipas. 

So may kind rains their vital moisture yield, 

And swell the future harvest of the field. 

Begin; this charge the dying Daphne gave, 

And said, ‘ Ye shepherds, sing around my grave.’ 

Sing, while beside the shaded tomb I mourn, 

And with fresh bays her rural shrine adorn. 
THYRSIS. 

Ye gentle muses, leave your chrystal spring, 
Let nymphs and sylvans cypress garlands bring : 
Ye weeping Loves, the stream with myrtles hide, 
And break your bows as when Adonis died ; 
And with your golden darts, now useless grown, 
Inscribe a verse on this relenting stone ; 

‘ Let Nature change, Iet heaven and earth deplore, 
Fair Daphne's dead, and love is now no more *’ 

"Tis done, and Nature’s various charms decay : 
See gloomy clouds obscure the cheerful day : 
Now hung with pearls the dropping trees appear, 
Their faded honours scatter'd on her bier. 

See where, on earth, the flowery glories lie; 
With her they flourish’d, and with her they die. 
Ah! what avail] the beauties nature wore; 

Fair Daphne's dead, and beauty is no more! 

For her the flocks refuse their verdant food ; 
The thirsty heifers shun the gliding flood : 

The silver swans her hapless fate bemoan, 

In notes more sad than when they sing their own: 
In hollow caves sweet Echo silent lies, 

Silent, or only to her name replies: 

Her name with pleasure once she taught the shore: 
Now Daphne's dead, und pleasure is no more! 

No grateful dews descend from evening skies, 
Nor morning odours from the flowers arise ; 

No rich perfumes refresh the fruitful field, 

Nor fragrant herbs their native incense yield. 
The balmy Zephyrs, silent since her death, 
Lament the ceasing of a sweeter breath ; 

The industrious bees neglect their golden store : 
Fair Daphne's dead, and sweetness is no more! 


No mure the mounting larks, while Daphne anga, 
Shall, listening in mid air, suspend theit Wings, 


‘the shepherds till the approach of night, 
¢ blushing with departed light, 
G 


80 
No more the birds shall imitate her lays, 
Or, hush’d with wonder, hearken from the sprays 
No morc the streams their murmurs shall forbear, 
A sweeter music than their own to hear; 
But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal shore, 
Fair Daphne's dead, and music is no more! 

Her fate is whispcr'd by the gentle breeze, 
And told in sighs to all the trembling trees ; 
The trembling trees, in every plain and wood, 
Ifer fate remurmur to the silver flood; 
The silver flood, so lately calm, appears 
Swell’d with new passion, and o’erflows with tears ; 
The winds, and trees, and floods, her death deplore, 
Daphne our gricf, our glory now no more! 

But see ! where Daphne wondering mounts on high, 
Above the clouds, above the starry sky! 
Eternal! beauties grace the shining scene, 
Fields ever fresh, and groves for ever green! 
There, while you rest in amaranthine bowers, 
Or from thosc meads select unfading flowers, 
Behold us kindly, who your name implore, 
Daphne, our goddess, and our grief no more! 

Lycrpas. 

How all things listen, while thy muse complains! 
Such silence waits on Philomela’s strains, 
In some still evening, when the whispering breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees. 
To thee, bright goddess, oft a lamb shall bleed, 
If teeming ewes increase my fleecy breed. 
While plants their shade, or flowers their odours give, 
Thy name, thy honour, and thy praise, shall live! 

TuyRrsis. 

But sce! Orion sheds unwholesome dews ; 
Arise, the pines a noxious shade diffuse ; 
Sharp Boreas blows, and Nature feels decay, 
Time conquers all, and we must Time obey. 
Adieu, ye vales, ye mountains, streams, and groves ; 
Adieu, ye shepherd's rura! lays and loves; 
Adieu, my tlocks; farewell, ye sylvan crew: 
Daphne, farewell! and all the world, adieu ! 


MESSIAH. 
A sacred Eclogue in Imitation of Virgil’s Pollio. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

In reading several passages of the prophet Isaiah, which 
foretell the coming of Christ, and the felicities attend- 
ing it, 1 could not but observe a remarkable parity be- 
tween tnany of the thoughts, and those in the Pollio 
of Virgil. ‘This will not seem surprising when we re- 
flect, that the eclogue was taken from a Sibylline pro- 
phecy on the same subject. Ono may judge that Virgil 
did not copy it line for line; but selected such ideas as 
best agreed with the nature of pastoral poetry, and 
disposed them in that manner which served most to 
beautify his piece. [have endeavoured the same in 
this imitation of him, though without adinitting any 
thing of my own; since it was written with this par- 
ticular view, that the reader by comparing the several 
thoughts, might see how far the iniages and descriptions 
ofthe prophet are superior to those of the poet. But as I 
fear I have prejudiced thein by my management, I shall 
subjoin the passages of Isaiah, and those of Virgil, un. 
der the same disadvantage of a literal translation. 


Yx nymphs of Solyma! begin the song: 

To heavenly themes sublimer strains belong. 
The mossy fountains and the sylvan shades, 
The dreams of Pindus and the Aonian maids, 


| Delight no more—O Thou my voice inspire 
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| Who touch’d Isaiah's hallow’d lips with fire! 

Rapt into future times, the bard begun : 
A Virgin shall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son. 
|Froin Jease’s! root behold a branch arise, 
Whose sacred tlower with fragrance fills the skies 10 
The ethereal spirit o’er its leaves chall move, 
And on its top descends the mystic dove. 
Ye heavens "2 from high the dewy nectar pour, 
And in soft silence shed the kindly shower! 
The sick’ and weak the healing plant shall aid, 
From storm a shelter, and from heat a shade. 
All crimes shall cease, ond ancient frauds shall fail; 
Returning Justice! litt aloft her scale ; 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand, extend, 
And white-robed Innocence from heaven descend. 2% 
Swilt fly the years, and rise the expected mom! 
Oh spring to light, auspicions Babe, be born! 
Sec, Nature hastes her carhest wreaths to bring, 
With all the incense of the breathing spring: 


15 


See lofty Lebanon* his head advance, A) 
See nodding foresta on the mountains dance: 
See spicy clouds from lowly Saron rise, 
And Carmel’s tlowery top perfume the skies! 
Hark! a glad voice the lonely desert cheers ; 

0 


Prepare the way !° A God, a God appears! 


Dee a nL .-- -.-.---. 


——e 


IMITATIONS. 

Ver. & A Virgin shall conceive—All crimes shal 
cease, &c.] Virg. Eel. iv. ver. 6. 
Jain redit et virgo, redeunt Saturnia reena, 

Jam nova progenics eelo demittitur alto. 

Te duce, si qua maneant scelcris vestigia nostn, 
Irrita perpetua solvent formidime lerras— 
Pacatumyue reeset patriis virtutibus orbem. 


‘Now the Virgin returns, now the kingdom of Sata 
returns, now ἃ new progeny is sentdown from high bea- 
ven. By means of thee, Whatever reliques of our crimes 
remain, shall be wiped away, and free the world from 
perpetual fears. He shall govern the earth in peace, 
with the virtues of his father? 

Isaiah, ch vii. ver. 14.— Behold a Virgin ghall conerive 
and bear a Son. Chap. ix. ver 6.7—Unto uaa Chitty 
born; unto usa Son is given; the Prince of Peace: of the 
increase of his government, and of his peace, there sball 
be no end: upon the throne of David, and upon hisking- 
dom, to order and to establist it, with judgment aud 
with justice, for ever and ever.’ 


Ver. 33. See, Nature hastes, &c.) Virg. Ecl. iv. ver. 18. 


At uibi prima, puer, nullo munuscula culty, 
Errantes hoderas passim cum baceare tellus 
Mixtaque ridenti colocasia fundet acantho— 
Ipsa tibi blandos fundent cunabula flores. 


‘Por thee, O child, shall the earth. without being tiBed. 
produce her e-rly offerings; winding ivy, mixed with 
baccar, and colocassia with smiling acanthus. Thy (72: 
dle shall pour forth pleasing flowers about thee. 

Isaiah, ch. xxxv. ver. 1— ‘The wilderness and the 
solitary place shall be clad. and the desert shall rejoe 
and blossuin as the rose.” Cho ix. ver. 13 — The ghory ef 
Lebanon shall come unto thee, the fir-tree, the pine-tree. 
and the box together, to beautify the place of tby sant 
tuary.’ 

Ver. Ὁ. Hark! a glad voice, ἄκος. Virg. Ecl iv. ver.# 


Ageredere ὃ nagnos (aderit jam tempus) honores, 

Cara Deiun soboles, magnum Jovis incrementu! 
Fel. v. ver. 62. 

Ipsi letitia voces ad sidera jactant 

Intonei mentes, ipse jam carmina rupes, 

Ipsa sonant arbusta, Deus, Deus ille, Menalca! 


"Ὁ come and receive the michty honours: the tim 
raws nigh, © beloved offpring of the gous! © great ia 
rease of Jove! The uncultivated mountains send shouts 
of joy to the stars; the very rocks sing in verse ; the tery 
shrubs cry out, A God, a God!" 


2 Ch. xiv. ver. ἢ. 
4 Ch. ix. ver. 7. 
ὃ Ch. x). ver. 3, 4 


d 
ς 


1 Tea. xi. ver. I. 
3 Ch. xxv. ver 4. 
5 Ch. xxxv. ver. 2. 


MESSIAH. 51 


ἃ God ! the vocal hills reply; ‘The lambs! with wolves shall graze the verdant mead, 
ks proclaim the approaching Deity. And boys in flowery bands the tiger lead. 

ft receives him from the bending skies! ‘The steer and lion at one crib shall meet, 

wn, ye moutitains; and ye valleys, rise! | And harmless serpents? lick the pilgrim's feet. 80 
ade declined, ye cedars, homage ρογ; 25)'The smiling infant in his hand shall take 

sth, ye rocks ! ye rapid floods, give way! —_|'The erested basilisk and speckled snake, 

ρας comes! by ancient bards foretold: | Pleased, the green lustre of the scales survey, 

ni, ye deaf! and all ye blind, behold! And with their forky tongue shall innocently play. 

1 thick films shal! parge the visual ray, Rise, crown’d with light, imperial Salem, rise! ΒΔ 
the sightless eye-ball pour the day: 40| Esalt thy towery head, and lift thy eyes. 

he obstructed paths of sound shall clear, |See a long race? thy spacious courts adorn ; 

new music charm the nnfolding ear: Sce future eons, and daughters yet unborn, 

ab’ shall sing, the lame his crutch forego, ἰὼ crowding ranks on every side arise, 

p esulting, like the bounding roe. Dertanding life, impatient for the skies ! 90 
no murmur, the wide World shall hear; 48 See barbarous nations at thy gates attend, 


cy face he wipes off every -ear. Walk in thy light, 


nd in thy temple bend; 


antine? chains snall death be bound, See thy bright altars throng’d with prostrate kings, 

I's grim tyrant feel the eternal wound. ‘And heap'd with produets of Sabean’ springs! 

ood shepherd tends his fleecy care, For thee Idume’s spicy forests blow, 

eshest pasture, and the purest air ; And seeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow : 

the lost, the wandering sheep directs, | See heaven its sparkling portals wide display, 

o'ersees them, and hy night protects; ‘And break upon them in a flood of day ! 

der lamba he raises in his arms, No more the rising eun’ shall gild the morn, 

om his hand, and in his bosom warms: Nor evening Cynthia fill her silver horn; 100 

all mankind bis guardian care engage, But lost, dissolved in thy superior rays, 

taised father* of the future age. ‘One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze, 

+ shall nation’ against nation rise, O'erflow thy courts: the Light himself ball shine 

ent warriors meet with hateful eyes, Reyeal'd, and God's cternal duy be thine! 

Js with gleaming steel be cover'd o'er, "The seas® shall waste, the skies in smoke decay, 105 
trumpets kindle rage no more ; 80 Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away ; 

ess lances into seythes shall bend, Bur fix'd hia word, hia saving power remains; 

broad falchion in a plough-share end, ‘Thy realm for ever lasts, thy own Messiah reigna! 


laces shall rise; the joyful son’ 
ish what his shor-lived sire begun 
ves a shadow to their race shall yield, 65 
same hand that sow'd, shall reap the field, [τ 


IMITATIONS. 


ind the thirsty land springs of water: in 
all be grass, aud 


ne a pont, 
jabitations where dragons Iny 
and rushes. Ch lv. ver. 1— Iustead of the thorn 


Vin 3, briny evens’ i apepecte ‘hall come up the fir-tree, and instead of the brier eball 
ὃ spring, and stidden verdure. rise; come Up the myrtle-tree.? 

‘ts, amidst the thirsty wilds to bear | Vor. 77. ‘The lanbs with wolves, &e.] Virg. Ecl. iv 
« of water murmuring in his ear, 70) ver. 2h. 

I rocks, the dragon's late abodes, Ips lacte domum referent distenta capella 

2n reed trembles, and the bulrush nods. bera, nec magnos metuent armenta leones— 


Ἰωᾶν walleye once perplex’ dw Occiilet et serpens, et fallax herba veneni 
indy valleys, once perplex'd with thorn, Decides εἰ 


y fir and shapely box adorn: ie goat 
‘ss shrubs tho flowery palms succeed, 76 απ πα ΚῚ uor shall the herds be afraid of the greatest 
rous myrtle to the noisome weed. lions. ‘The serpent shall di, aud the berb that conceals 
eee eee δα shat die, 

Ieatahy ch xi. ver. 6, ες, ‘The wolf shall dwell with 


IMITATIONS. ᾿ the lamb, and the leopard shail tie down with the kid, 
eh xl. ver. 3. 4.-- ‘ond the calf and the young lion, and the fatling together ; 
Merness, Prepare ye thr way of th ake) il a little child eball lead them; and the lion shall eat 


im the desert a 


all be exalted, straw like the ox. And the sucking child shall play on 


every mountain and hill the hole of the asp. and the wenned ehild shall put bis 
ag ce ao | hand on the den of the cockatri 
ins; O forest, and| Ver, 85. Rise, crown'd with light, imperial Salem, 
eine Irae |eise!} The thoughts of Tah, which compose the later 
Tha eat yt Tt of the poem, are wonderfully elevated, and tn 

swain in barren deserts] Virg. Eel. ἐν. thoy thove genera] exclamations of Virgil, which make 
{Ue Toftiest parts of his Pollio. 


srclorum nascitur odo! 
wurea mundo! 


Mf paulatim @aveseet campas aristi, 
uulteque rubens perdebit sertibi 
dure quercus hudabunt roscida mi 


Hepler nent procedore menses! 
‘lis shall grow yellow with viponed ears, and] qAuCEACD Mae poendere menses νας 
ape shall Ano don tho wild Famblon and τὴς 
Vahall distil honey like dew.’ ‘The reader needs only to turn to the passages of 
ch. xxxv. ver. 7—The parched ground shall| Isaiah, here cited. 
iti, ver. 18. and ch. xxxv. ver. 5, 6. ΤῸΝ xi. ver. 6, 7,8. 2Ch Ixy. ver. 25. 

ver. B. 3Ch. xi. ver. 11. ‘3h. Ix. ver. 1. 4Ch. Ix. ver. 4. 

per. 6. ὁ (Ἵν ii. ver, 4. 5 ΟΝ. Ix. ver 6Ch. Lx. ver. 6 


ver. 21,92 ὀ ΤΌΝ, axxv. ver. 1,7. 7h Ix. ver. 19, 20. 
i. ver. 19,/and eh. ver. 13, 8.Ch. Ii, ver. 6, and ch. liv. ver. 10. 


WINDSOR FOREST. 
To the Right Honourable George Lord Lansdowne. 


Non injussa cano: te noetre, Vare, myrice. 

Te nemus omne canct; nec Pheebo gratior ulla est, 

Quam sibi quw Vari prascripsit pagina nomen. 
Vial. 


Ty forest, Windsor! and thy green retreats, 
At once the Monarch’s and the Muses’ seats, 
Invite my lays. Be present, sylvan maids! 
Unlock your springs, and open all your shades. 
Granville commands; your aid, O muses, bring! 
What muse for Granville can refuse to sing ? 
The groves of Eden, vanish’d now so long, 
Live in description, and look grecn in song; 
These, were my breast inspired with equal flame, 
Like them in beauty, should be like in fame. 
Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water seem to strive again ; 
Not chaos-like together crush'd and bruised, 
But, as the world, harmoniously confused ; 
Where order in variety we see, 
And where, thougn all things differ, all agree. 
Here waving groves a chequer'd scene display, 
And part adinit, and pirt exclude the day ; 
As some coy nymph her lover's warm address, 
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repress. 
There, interspersed in lawns and opening glades, 
Thin trees arise that sun each other's shades. 
Here in full light the russet plains extend ; 
There, wrapt in clouds, the blueish hills ascend. 
E’en the will heath displays her purple dyes, 
And ‘nidst the desert, fruittul fields arise, 
That, crown’d with tuited trees and springing corn, 
Like verdant isles the sable waste adorn. 
Let India boast her plants, nor envy we 
The weeping amber, or the balmy tree, 
While by our oaks the precious loads are borne, 
And reilms commanded which those trees adorn. 
Not proud Olympus yields a nobler sight, 
Though gods assembled grace his towering height. 
Than what more humble mountains offer here, 
Where, in their blessings, all those gods appear. 
See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crown'd, 
Here blushinz Flora paints the enamell’d ground, 
Here Ceres’ gifts in waving prospect stand, 
And nodding tempt the joytul reaper’s band ; 
Rich industry sits smiling on the plains, 
And peace aad plenty tell, a Stuart reigns. 
Not thus the land appear'd in ages past, 
A dreary desert, and a gloomy waste, 
To savage beasts and savage laws a prey, 
And kings more furious and severe than they; 
Who claiin'd the skies, dispeopled air and floods, 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods : 
Cites bud waste, they storm'd the dens and caves 
(For wiser brutes were backward to be slaves.) 
What could be free, when lawless beasts obey'd, 
And e’en the elements a tyrant sway’d 7 
Ju vain kind seasons swell'd the teeming grain; 
Soft showers distill’, and suns grew warm in γα; 
The swain with tears his frustrate labour yields, 
And, famish'd, dies amidst his ripen’d fields. 
What wonder then, a beast or subject slain 
Were equal crimes in a despotic reign? 
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Both, doom‘d alike, for sportive tyrants bled, 

But, while the subject starved, the beast was fed. 

Proud Nimrod first the bloody chase began, 

A mighty hunter, and his prey was man. 

Our haughty Norman boasts that barbarous name, 

And makes his trembling slaves the royal game. 

The fields are ravish'd from the industrious swaing, 

From men their citics, and from gods their fanes: 

The levell'd towns with weeds lie cover'd o’er; 

The hollow winds through naked temples roar; 

Round broken columns clasping ivy twined; 

O’er heaps of ruins stalk’d the stately hind ; 

The fox obscene to gaping tombs retires, 

And savage howlings till the sacred quires. 

Awed by his nobles, by his commons curst, 

The oppressor ruled tyrannic where he durst, 

Stretch'd o'er the poor and church his iron rod, 

And serv'd alike his vassals and his God. 

Whom ec’en the Saxon spared, and bloody Dane, 

The wanton victims of his sport remain. 

But sce, the man who spacious regions gave 

A waste fur beasts, himself denied a grave : 

Stretch d on the lawn his second hope survey, 

At once the chaser, and at once the prey : 

Lo Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 

Bleeds in the forest like a wounded hart. 

Succeeding monarchs heard the subjects’ cries, 

Nor saw displeased the peaceful cottage rise. 

Then gathering flocks on unknown mountains fed, 

O’er sandy wildy where yellow harvests spread, 

The forests wonder'd at the unusual grain, 

And secret transports touch’d the conscious swan. 

Fair Liberty, Britannia’s goddess, rears 

Her cheerful head, and leads the golden years. 
Ye vigorousswains! while youth ferments your blood, 

And purer spirits swell the sprightly flood, 

Now range the hills, the gameful woods beset, 

Wind the shrill horn, or spread the waving net. 

When milder autumn summer's heat succeeds, 

And in the new-shorn field the partridge feeds ; 

Before his lord the ready sp.niel bounda, 

Panting with hope, he tries the furrow'd grounds; 

But when the tainted gales the gime betray, 

Couch'd close he Kes, and meditates the prey: 

Secure they trust the unfaithful tield beset, 

Till hovering o'er them sweeps the swelling net. 

Thus (if small things we may with great compare) 

When Albion sends her eager sons to war, 

Some thoughtless town, with ease and plenty bless'¢ 

Near and more near, the closing lines invest; 

Sudden they seize the amazed, defenceless prize, 

And high in air Britannia’s standard flies. 

Sce! from the brake the whirring pheasant springy 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings: 
Short is his joy, he feels the fiery wound, 
Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground 
Ah! what avails his glossy, varying dyes, 

His purple crest, and se irlet circled eyes, 


‘The vivid green his shining plumes unfold, 
i Hlis painted wings, and breast that flames with gold? 


Nor yet, when moist Arcturus clonda the sky, 
The woods and fields their pleasing toils deny. 
To plains with well-breathed beagles we repail, 
And trace the mazes of the circling hare: 

(Beasts, urged by us, their fellow-beasts pursue, 
And learn of man each other to undo :) 

With slaughtering guns the unwearied fowler roves 
When frosts have whiter ἃ all the naked groves i 
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ves in flocks the leafless trees o‘ershade, 
y woodcocks haunt the watery glade. 
e tube, and levels with his eye: 
short thunder breaks the frozen sky: 
liry rings they skim the heath, 9 
drous lapwings feel the leaden death ; 
! mounting Jarks their notes prepare, 
and leave their little lives in air. 
Ἰ spring, beneath the quivering shade, 
oling vapours breathe along the mead, 
at fisher takes his silent staaod, 
angle trembling in his hand ; 
s unmoved, he hopes the scaly breed, 
the dancing cork and bending reed. 
20us streams a various race supply, 
t-eyed perch with fins of Tyrian dye, 
eel, in shining volumes roll’d, 
w carp, in scales bedropp’d with gold, 
ta, diversified with crimson stains, 
, the tyrants of the watery plains. 
ancer glows with Phebus’ fiery car: 
1 rush eager to the sylvan war, 
er the lawns, the forest walks surround, 
fleet hart, and cheer the opening hound. 
‘lent courser pants in every vein, 
ing, seems to beat the distant plain : 
8, and floods appear already cross'd, 
ie starts, a thonsand steps are lost. 
id youth strain up the threatening steep, 
ugh the thickets, down the valleys sweep, 
‘their coursers’ heads with eager speed, 
rolls back beneath the flying steed. 
readia boast her ample plain, 
ral huntress, and her virgin train, 
Windsor ! since thy shades have seen 
a goddess, and as chaste a queen ; 
re, I:ke hers, protects the sylvan reign, 
ὁ fair light, and empress of the main. 
0, "tis sung, of old, Diana stray’d, 
hus’ top forsook fur Windsor shade ; 
she seen o'er airy wastes to rove, 
‘lear spring, or haunt the pathless grove ; 
*d with silver bows, in early dawn, 
4᾽ ἃ virgins traced the dewy lawn. 
he rest a rural nymph was famed, 
ring, Thames! the fair Lodona named: 
fate, in long oblivion cast, 
shall sing, and what she sings shal! last.) 


uld the goddess from her nymph be known, 


: crescent, and the golden zone. 

‘d the praise of beauty, and the care; 
‘waist, a fillet binds her hair; 
quiver on her shoulder sounds, 

her dart the flying deer she wounds. 
}, as eager of the chase, the maid 

ie forest’s verdant limits stray'd, 

nd loved, and burning with desire 
er flight ; her flight increased his fire 
o swift the trembling doves can fly, 
fierce eagle cleaves the liquid sky; 
o swiftly the fierce eagle moves, 


»”’ the clouds he drives the trembling doves ; 


6 god she flew with furious pace, 
rod, more furious, urged the chace. 
ing, sinking, pale, the nymph appears ; 
2 behind, his sounding steps she hears; 
his shadow reach'd her as she run, 

w Jengthen'd by the settiug sun; 


And now his shorter breath, with sultry air, 

Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 

In vain on father Thames she calls for aid, 

Nor could Piana help her injured maid. 

Faint, breathless, thus she pray’d, nor pray’d in vain: 
* Ah, Cynthia! ah—though banish'd from Uy train, 
Let me, O let me, to the shades repair, 

My native shades ! there weep, and murmur there! 
She said, and, melting as in tears she lay, 

In a soft silver stream dissolved away. 

The silver stream her virgin coldness keeps, 

For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps; 

Still bears the naine the helpless virgin bore, 

And bathes the forest where she ranged before 

In her chaste current oft the goddess laves, 

And with celestial tears augments the waves. 

Oft in her glass the musing shepherd spies 

‘The headlong mountains and the downward skies, - 
The watery landscape of the pendant woods, 

And absent treea that tremble in the floods; 

In the clear azure gleam the flocks are seen, 

And floating forests paint the waves with green ; 
Through the fair scene roll slow the lingering streama, 
Then foaming pour along, and rush into the Thames 

Thou, too, great father of the British floods! 
With joyful pride survey’st our lofty woods; 
Where towering oaks their growing honours rear, 
And future navies on thy shores appear. . 
Not Neptune's self trom all her streams receives 
A wealthier tribute than to thine he gives. 

No seas 50 rich, so gay no banks appear, 

No lake so gentle, and no spring so clear. 

Nor Po so swells the faubling poet's lays, 

While led along the skies his current strays, 
As thine, which visits Windsor’s famed abodes, 
To grace the mansion of our earthly gods ; 
Nor all his stars above a lustre show, 

Like the bright beauties on thy banks below: 
Where Jove, subdued by mortal passion still, 
Might change Olympus for a nobler hill. 

[Happy the man whom this bright court approves, 
His sovereign favoura, and his country loves: 
Happy next him, who to these shades retires, 
Whom nature charms, and whom the muse inspires 
Whom humbler joys of home-felt quiet please, 
Successive study, exercise and ease. 

Ife gathers health from herbs the forest yields, 
And of their fragrant physic spoils the fields ; 
With chemice art exalts the mineral powers, 
And draws the aromatic souls of flowers : 
Now marks the course of rolling orbs on high ; 
O’er figured worlds now travels with his eye ; 
Of ancient wnt unlocks the learned store, 
Consults the dead, and lives past ages o'er: 
Or wandering thoughtful in the silent wood, 
Attends the duties of the wise and good, 

Τ᾽ observe a mean, be to himsclfa friend, 

To follow Nature, and regard his end, 

Or looks on Heaven with more than mortal eyes, 
Bids his free soul expatiate in the skies, 

Amid her kindred stars famihar roum, 

Survey the region, and confess her home! 
Such was the life great Scipio once admired, 
Thus Atticus, and ‘Trumbull thus retired. 

Ye sacred Nine ! that all my soul possess, 
Whose raptures fire me, and whose visions bless, 
Bear me, O bear me to sequester ὁ scenes, 

The bowery mazes, and surrounding greens , 
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To Thames’s banks which fragrant breezes fill, 
Or where ye, Muses, sport on Cooper's Hill; 
(On Cooper's Hill eternal wreaths shall grow, 


In that blest moment from his oozy bed 
Old father Thames advanced his reverend heed; 
His tresses dropp’d with dews, and o'er the stream 


While lasts the mountain, or while Thames shall flow:)| His shining horns diffused a golden gleam : 


I seem through consecrated walks to rove, 

I hear soft music die along the grove : 

Led by the sound I roam from shade to shade, 
By godlike poets vencrable made : 

Here his first lays majestic Denham sung: 


There the last numbers flow’d from Cowley’s tongue. 


O early lost ! what tears the river shed, 
When the sad pomp along his banks was led! 
His drooping swans on every note expire, 
And on his willows hung each musc’s lyre. 


Since fate relentless stopp’d their heavenly voice, 


No more the forests ring, or groves rejoice ; 


Graved onehis urn appear’d the moon, that guides 
His swelling waters and alternate tides ; 

The figured streams in waves of silver το] ἃ, 
And on their banks Augusta rose in gold: 
Around his throne the sca-born brothers stood, 
Who swell with tributary urns his flood. 

First the famed authors of his ancient name, 
The winding Isis, and the fruitful Thame : 

The Kennet swift, for silver ecls renown’d ; 

The Loddon slow, with verdant alders crown d: 
Cole, whose dark streums his flowery islands lave; 
And chalky Wey, that rolls a milky wave : 


Who now shall charm the shades where Cowley] The blue, transparent Vandalis appears ; 


strung 
His living harp, and lofty Denham sung? 
But hark ! the groves rejoice, the forest rings! 
Are these revived ? or is it Granville sings? 
*Tis yours, my lord, to bless our soft retreats, 
And call the muses to their ancient seats ; 
To paint anew the flowery sylvan scenes, 
To crown the forest with immortal greens, 
Make Windsor hills in lofty numbers rise, 
And lift her turrets nearer to the skies; 
Τρ sing those honours you deserve to wear, 
And add new lustre to her silver star. 

Here noble Surrey felt the sacred rage, 
Surrey, the Granville of a former age: 
Matchless his pen, victorious was his lance, 
Bold in the lists, and graceful in the dance; 
In the same shades the Cupids tuned his lyre, 
To the same notes of love and soft desire: 
Fair Geraldine, bright object of his vow, 
Then fill'd the groves, as heavenly Mira now. 


Oh, wouldst thou sing what heroes Windsor bore, 


What kings first breathed upon her winding shore! 

Or raise old warriors, whose adored remains 

In weeping vaults her hallow’d earth contains! 

With Edward’s acts adorn the shining page, 

Stretch his long triumphs down through every age ; 

Draw monarchs chain'd, and Cressi’s glorious field, 

The lilies blazing on the regal shield! 

Then, from her roofs when Verrio's colours fall, 

And leave inanimate the naked wall, 

Still in thy song should vanquish'd France appear, 

And bleed for ever under Britain's spear. 

Let softer strains ill-fated Henry mourn, 

And palms eternal flourish round his urn: 

Here o'er the martyr-king the marble weeps, 

And, fast beside him, once-fear’d Edward sleeps: 

Whom ποῖ the extended Albion could contain, 

From old Belerium to the northern main, 

The grave unites ; where e‘cn the great find rest 

And blended lie the oppressor and the oppress'd ! 
Make sacred Charles's tomb for ever known 

(Obscure the place, and uninscribed the stone:) 

Oh fact accursed ! what tears has Albion shed? 


Heavens, what new wounds! and how her old have 


bled! 
She saw her sons with purple deaths expire, 
Her sacred domes involved in rolling fire, 
A dreadful series of intestine wars, 
Inglorious triumphs, and dishonest scars 
At length great Anna said, ‘ Let discord cease !" 
She said, the world obey'd, and all was peace. 


The gulfy Ice his sedgy tresses rears ; 
And sullen Mole, that hides his diving flood ; 
And sileut Darent stain'd with Danish blood. 

High in the inidst, upon his urn reclined 
(His sca-green mantle waving with the wind,) 
The god appear'd: he turn'd his azure eyes 
Where Windsor-domes and pompous turrets rise; 
Then bow’d, and spoke ; the winds forget to roar, 
And the hush’d waves glide softly to the shore: 

‘ Hail, sacred peace! hail, long expected days, 
That Thames’s glory to the stars shall raise; 
Though Tiber’s streams immortal Rome behold, 
Though foaming Hermus swells with tides of gold, 
From heaven itself though sevenfold Nilus flows, 
And harvests on a hundred realms bestows; 
These now no more shall be the muses’ themes, 
Lost in my fame, as in the sea their streams. 

Let Volga’s banks with iron squadrons shine, 
And groves of lances glitter on the Rhine; 

Let barbarous Ganges arm a servile train, 

Be mine the blessings of a peaceful reign. 

No more my sons shall dye with British blood 
Red Iber’s sands, or Ister's foaming flood : 

Safe on my shore each unmolested swain 

Shall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded graia: 
The shady empire shall retain no trace 

Of war or blood, but in the sylvan chace : 

‘The trumpet sleep, while cheerful horns are blowa, 
And arms employ’d on birds and beasts alone. 
Rehold ! the ascending villas on my side, 

Project long shadows o’er the crystal tide. 
Behold! Augusta's glittering spires increase, 
And temples risc, the beauteous works of peace. 
I see, I see, where two fair cities bend 

Their ample bow, a new Whitehall ascend ! 
There mighty nations shall inquire their doom, 
The world’s great oracic in times to come; 
There kings shall sue, and suppliant states be seen 
Once more to bend before a British queen. 

‘Thy trees, fair Windsor! now shall leave their woods 
And half thy forests rush into the floods ; 

Bear Britain’s thunder, and her cross display, 

To the bright regions of the rising day ; 

Tempt icy seas, where scarce the waters roll, 
Where clearer flames glow round the frozen pole, 
Or under southern skies exalt their sails, 

Led by new stars, and borne by spicy gales! 

For me the balm shall blecd, and amber flow, 
The coral redden, and the ruby glow, 

The pearly shell its lucid globe unfold, 

And Phoebus warm the ripening ore to gold. 
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nee e 


2 shall come, when free as seas or wind, 
jed Thames shall flow for all mankind, 
lations enter with each swelling tide, 

s but join the regions they divide ; 
distant ends our glory shall behold, 
new world launch forth to seek the old 
ips of uncouth form shall stem the tide, 
cher’d people crowd my wealthy side, 
ed youths and painted chiefs admire 
>ch, our colour, and our strange attire ! 


‘tch thy reign, fair peace! from shore to 


Ἑ, 

quest cease, and slavery be no more ; 
freed Indians in thei: native groves 

sir own fruits, and woo thcir sable loves ; 
Ἔ more a race of kings behold, 

er Mexicos be rooff'd with gold. 

y thee from earth to deepest hell, 

1 bonds shall barbarous discord dwell: 
pride, pale terror, gloomy care, 

1 ambition shall attend her there: 

irple vengeance bathed in gore retires, 
pons blunted, and extinct her fires: 
teful envy her own snakes shall feel, 
secution mourn her broken wheel: 
ction roar, rebellion bite her chain, 

ping furies thirst for blood in vain.’ 

ease thy flight, nor with unhallow’d lays 
ie fair fame of Albion's golden days; 
ights of gods let Granville’s verse recite, 
g the scenes of opening fate to light ; 
Me muse, in unambitious strains, 

e green forests and the flowery plains, 
eace descending, bids her olive spring, 
ters blessings from her dove-like wing. 
ore sweetly pass my careless days, 

n the silent shade with empty praise ; 
for me, that to the listening ewains 

hese fields I sang the sylvan strains. 


ODE 
ST. CECILIA’S DAY, 


MDCCVIITI. 
And other Pieces for Music. 


D, ye Nine: descend and sing: 
reathing instruments inspire ; 
to voice each silent string, 
weep the sounding lyre! 
sadly-pleasing strain 
the warbling lute complain ; 
2t the loud trumpet sound, 
ul the roofs all around 
he shrill echoes rebound : 
1 more lengthen'd notes and slow 
), Majestic, solemn organs blow. 
ark ! the numbers soft and clear 
ently steal upon the ear; 
ow louder, and yet louder rise, 
ad fill with spreading sounds the skies ; 
in triumph now swell the bold notes 
ἢ air trembling, the wild music floats, 
ll, by degrees, remote and small, 
The strains decay, 
And melt away, 
a dying, dying fall. 


By music, minds an equal temper know, 
Nor swell too high, nor sink too low. 
If in the breast tumultuous joys arise, 
Music her soft, assuasive voice applies ; 
Or, when the soul is press'd with cares, 
Exalts her in enlivening airs. 
Warriors she fires with animated sounds ; 
Pours balm into the bleeding lover's wounds 
Melancholy lifts her head, 
Morphcus rouses from his bed, 

Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes, 
Listening envy drops her snakes , 
Intestine war no more our passions wage, 

And giddy factions bear away their rage. 


But when our country’s cause provokes to arm 
How martial music every bosom warms! 
So when the first bold vessel dared the seas, 
High on the stern the Thracian raised his strais 
While Argo saw her kindred trees 
Descend from Pelion tothe main. 
Transported demi-gods stood round, 
And men grew heroes at the sound, 
Inflamed with glory’s charms : 
Each chief his sevenfold shield display'd 
And half unsheathed the shining blade : 
And seas, and rocks, and skies rebound 
To arms, to arms, to arms! 


But when through all the infernal bounds, 
Which flaming Plegethon surrounds, 
Love, strong as death, the poet led 
To the pale nations of the dead, 
What sounds were heard, 
What scenes appear'd, 
O’er all the dreary coasts ! 
Dreadful gleams, 
Dismal screams, 
Fires, that glow, 
Shrieks of woe, 
Sullen moans, 
Hollow groans, 
And cries of tortured ghosts : 
But, hark ! he strikes the golden lyre: 
And sce ! the tortured ghosts respire. 
See, shady forms advance ! 
Thy stone, O Sisyphus, stands stil , 
Ixion rests upon his wheel, 
And the pale spectres dance ! 
The Furies sink upon their iron beds, 
And snakes uncurl'd hang listening round their heads 


By the streams that ever flow, 
By the fragrant winds that blow 
O’er the Elysian flowers ; 
By those happy souls, who dwell 
In yellow meads of asphodel, 
Or amaranthine bowers ! 
By the hero’s armed shades, 
Glittering through the gloomy glades; 
By the youths that died for love, 
Wandering in the myrtle grove, 
Restore, restore Eurydice to life : 
Oh take the husband, or return the wife ! 
He sung, and hell consented 
To hear the poet's prayer ; 
Stern Proserpine relented, 
And gave him back the fair. 
Thus song could prevail 
O’er death and o’er hell ; 
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A conquest how hard and how glorious! 
Though fate had fast bound her 
With Styx nine times round her, 
Yet music and love were victorious. 
But soon, too soon the lover turns his eyes: 
Again she falls, again she dies, she dies ! 
How wilt thou now the fatal sisters move ? 
No crime was thine, if ‘tis no crime to love. 
Now under hanging mountains 
Beside the falls of fountains, 
Or where Hebrus wanders, 
Rolling in meanders, 
All alone, 
Unheard, unknown, 
He makes his moan, 
And calle her ghost, 
For ever, ever, ever, lost ! 
Now with furies surrounded, 
Despairing, confounded, 
He trembles, he glows, 
Amidst | Rhodope' 8 snows: 
See, wild as the winds, o'er the desert he flies ; 
Hark ! Hemus resounds with the Bacchanals’ cries— 
Ah see, he dies! 
Yet e’en in death Eurydice he sung : 
Eurydice still trembled on his tongue: 
Eurydice the woods, 
Eurydice the floods, 
Earydice the rocks and hollow mountains rung 


Music the fiercest grief can charm, 
And Fate's severest rage disarm ; 
Music can soften pain to ease, 
And make despair and madness please : 
Our joys below it can improve, 
And antedate the bliss above. 
This the divine Cecilia found, 
And to her Maker’s praise confined the sound, 
When the full organ joins the tuneful quire, 
The immortal powers incline their ear : 
Borne on the swelling notes our souls aspire, 
While solemn airs improve the sacred fire; 
And angels lean from heaven to hear. 
Of Orpheus now no more let poets tell: 
To bright Cecilia greater power is given: 
His numbers raised a shade from hell, 
Hers lift the soul to heaven. 


oe 


TWO CHORUSSES 
TO THE TRAGEDY OF BRUTUS, 
Altered from Shakspeare by the Duke of Buckingham: 
at whose desire these two Chorusses were composed, 
to supply as many wanting in his Play. They were 
sel many years afterwards by the famous Bononcini, 
and performed at Buckingham house. 


CHORUS OF ATHENIANS. 
Strophe 1. 
Yx shades, where sacred truth is sought; 
Groves, where immortal sages taught ; 
Where heavenly visions Plato fired, 
And Epicurus lay inspired ! 
In vain your guiltless laurels stood 
Unspotted long with human blood. 
War, horrid war, your thoughtful walks invades, 
And steel now glitters in the muses’ shades. 


Antistrophe 1. 
Oh heaven-born sisters ! source of art! 
Whocharm the sense, or mend the heart ; 
Who lead fair virtue’s train along, 
Moral tnith and mystic song ! 
To what new clime, what distant sky, 
Forsaken, fricndless, shall ye fly? 
Say, will ye bless the bleak Atlantic shore ἢ 
Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more? 
Strophe 2. 
When Athens sinks by fates unjust, 
When wild barbarians spurn her dust ! 
Perhaps e’en Britain's utmost shore 
Shall cease to blush with stranger's gore: 
See arts her savage sons controul, 
And Athens rising near the pole! 
Till some new tyrant lifts his purple hand, 
And civil madness tears them from the land 
Antistrophe 2. 
Ye gods! what justice rules the ball? 
Freedom and arts together fall ; 
Fools grant whate’er ambition craves, 
And men once ignorant are slaves. 
O cursed effects of civil hate, 
In every age, in every state! 
Still, when the lust of tyrant power succeeds, 
Some Athens perishes, some Tully bleeds. 


CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS 
Semichorus. 
On tyrant Love! hast thou possess’d 
The prudent, learn'd, and virtuous breast ῖ 
Wisdom and wit in vain reclaim, 

And arts but soften us to feel thy flame. 
Love, soft intruder, enters here, 

But entering learns to be sincere. 
Marcus, with blushes owns he loves, 
And Brutus tenderly reproves. 

Why, virtue, dost thou blame desire, 
Which nature hath impress‘d 7 
Why, nature, dost thou soonest fire 
The mild and generous breast ? 

Chorus. 
Love's purer flames the gods approve ; 
The gods and Brutus bend to love: 
Brutus for absent Porcia sighs, 

And sterner Cassius melts at Junia’s eyes. 
What is loose love ? a transient gust, 
Spent in a sudden storm of lust ; 

A vapour fed from wild desire ; 
A wandering, self-consuming fire. 
But Hymen’s kinder flames unite, 
And burn for ever one; 
Chaste as cold Cynthia's virgin light, 
Productive as the sun. 
Semichorus. 
Oh source of every social tie, 
United wish, and mutual joy! 
What various joys on one attend, 

As son, as father, brother, husband, friend. 

Whether his hoary sire he spies, 
While thousand grateful thoughts arise ; 
Or meets his spouse's fonder eye ; 
Or views his smiling progeny ; 
What tender passions take their turns. 
What homc-felt raptures move! 
His heart now melts, now leaps, now burns, 
With reverence, hope, and love. 
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Chorus. 
guilty joys, distates, surmises ; 
false tears, deceits, disguises, 
, doubts, delays, surprises, 
5 that scorch, yet dare not shine: 
ve’s unwasting treasure, 
aith, fair hope, long leisure ; 
se, and nights of pleasure, 
red Hymen! these are thine. 


ODE ON SOLITUDE. 


ven the Author was about twelve Years old. 


man whoee wish and care 
aternal acres bound, 
breathe his native air 
In his own ground. 


rds with milk, whose fields with bread, 


locks supply him with attire ; 
es in summer yield him shade, 
In winter fire. 
no can unconcernedly find 
lays, and years, slide soft away, 
if body, peace of mind, 
Quiet by day. 
»p by night: study and ease, 
"Ὁ mix’d ; sweet recreation, 
ence, which most does please 
With meditation, 
16 live, unseen, unknown ; 
tlamented, let me die, 
the world, and not a stone 
Tell where I lie. 


oe 


ODE. 
“he dying Christian to his Soul. 
L spark of heavenly flame! 
oh quit this mortal! frame: 
bling, hoping, lingering, flying— 
e pain, the bliss of dying ! 
, fond Nature, cease thy strife, 
et me languish into hfe. 
rk! they whisper: angels say, 
‘er spirit, come away. 
iat is this absorbs me quite, 
als my senses, shuts my sight, 
ns my spirits, draws my breath? 
ne, my soul, can this be death 7 
vorld recedes ; it disappears! 
en opens on my cyes! my ears 
th sounds seraphic ring: 


, lend your wings! I mount! I fly? 


rave! where is thy victory ? 
death! where is thy sting? 


SSSAY ON CRITICISM. 


Written in the Year 1709. 


PART L 


m. That it is as great a fault to judge ill, as 
it, and a more dangerous one to the public, 


with some taste, but spoiled by false education, ver 
19to25. The multitude of critics, and causes of them, 
ver. 296 to 45. That we are to study our own tuste, 
and know the limits of it, ver. 46 to G7. Nature the 
best guide of judgment, ver. 68 to 87. Improved by 
art and rules, which are but methodized nature, ver. 
88. Rules derived from the practice of ancient poets, 
ver. 88 to 110. That therefore the ancients are neces- 
sary to be studied by a critic, particularly Homer and 
Virgil, ver. 120 to 138. Of licenses, and the use of 
them by the ancients, ver. 140 to 180. Reverence due 
to the ancients, and praise of them, ver. 181, &c. 


’T 18 hard to say, if greater want of skill 
Appear in writing, or in judging ill; 
But of the two, less dangerous is the offence 
To tire our patience, than mislead our eense. 
Some few in that, but numbers err in this; 
Ten censure wrong for one who writes amiss; 
A fool might once himself alone expose ; 
Now one in verse makes many more in prose. 
*Tis with our judgments as our watches; none 
Go just alike, yet each believes his own. 10 
In poets as true genius is but rare, 
True taste as seldom is the critic's share ; 
Both must alike from Heaven derive their light ; 
These born to judge, as well as those to write. 
Let such teach others who themselves excel, 
And censure freely, who have written well : 
Authors are partial to their wit, ‘tis true ; 
But are not critics to their judgment too ? 
Yet, if we look more closely, we shall find 
Most have the seeds of judgment in their mind: 20 
Nature affords at least a glimmering light ; 
The lines, though touch'd but faintly, are drawn right 
But as the slightest sketch, if justly traced, 
Is by ill-colouring but the more disgraced, 
So by false learning is good sense defaced : 
Some are bewilder'd in the maze of schools, 
And some made coxcombe nature meant but fools, 
In search of wit these lose their common sense, 
And then turn critics in their own defence : 
Each burns alike, who can, or cannot write, 30 
Or with a rival’s oran eunuch’s spite. 
All fools have still an itching to deride, 
And fain would be upon the laughing side. 
If Mevius scribble in Apollo’: spite, 
There are who judge still worse than he can write, 
Some have at first for wits, then poets pass’d ; 
Turn’d critics next, and proved plain fools at last. 
Some neither’can for wits nor critics pass, 
As heavy mules are neither horse nor ass. 
Those half-learn’d witlings, numerous in our isle, 40 
As half-form'd insects on the banks of Nile; 
Unfinish’d things, one knows not what to call, 
Their generation's so equivocal : 
To tell them would a hundred tongues require, 
Or one vain wit’s, that might a hundred tire. 
But you, who seek to give and merit fame, 
And justly bear a critic's noble name, 
Be sure yourself and your own reach to know, 
How far your genius, taste, and learning, go ; 
Launch not beyond your depth, but be discreet, 50 
And mark that point where sense and dulnesa meet. 
Nature to all things fix’d the limits fit, 
And wisely curb’d proud man’s pretending wit: © 
As on the land while here the ocean gains, 
In other parts it leaves wide sandy plains; 


Phat a true taste is as rare to be found as a|Thus in the soul while memory prevails, 
ius, ver. 9 to 18 That most men are born|The solid power of understanding fails ; 
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Where beams of warm imagination play, 
The memory’s sott figures melt away. 
One science only will one genius fit; 
So vast is art, so narrow human wit: 
Not only bounded to peculiar arts, 
But oft in those contined to single parts. 
Like kings, we lose the conquests gain'’d before 
By vain ambition still to make them more: 
Each might his several province well command, 
Would all but stoop to what they understand. 
First follow nature, and your judgment frame 
By her just standard, which is still the same: 
Unerring nature, still divinely bright, 70 
One clear, unchanzed, and universal light, 
Life, force, and beauty, must to all impart, 
At once the source, and end, and test of art ; 
Art from that fund each just supply provides ; 
Works without show, and without pomp presides : 
In some fair body thus the infurming soul 
With spirit feeds, with vigour fills the whole, 
Each motion guides, and every nerve sustains ; 
Itself unseen, but in the ettects remains. 
Some, to wliom Heaven in wit hus been profuse, 80 
Want as much more, to turn it to its use ; 
For wit and judgment often are at strife, 
Though meant each other's aid, like man and wife. 
"Tis more to guide, than spur the muse’s steed; 
Restrain his fury, than provoke his speed: 
The winged courser, lke a generous horse, 
Shows most true mettle when you check his course. 
Those rules of old discover'd, not devised, 
Are nature still, but nature methodized : 
Nature, like liberty, is but restrain’d 
By the same laws which first herself ordain’d. 
Hear how learn’d Greece her useful rules indites, 
Whien to repress, and when indulge our flights: 
High on Parnassus’ top her sons she show'd, 
And pointed out those arduous paths they trod; 
Held from afar, aloft, the immortal prize, 
And urged the rest by equal steps to rise. 
Just precepts thus from great examples given, 
She drew from them what they derived from Hea- 
ven. 
The gencrous critic fann'd the poet's fire, 
And taught the world with reason to admire. 
Then criticism the muse’s handmaid proved, 
To dress her charms, and make her more beloved : 
But following wits from that intention stray’d ; 
Who could not win the mistress, woo'd the maid ; 
Against the pocts their own arms they turn’d, 
Sure to hate most the men from whom they learn’d. 
So modern ‘pothecaries, tangbt the art 
By doctor's bills to play the doctor's part, 
Bold in the practice of mistaken rules, 
Prescribe, apply, and call their masters fools. 
Some on the leaves of ancient authors prey, 
Nor time nor moths e’er spoil'’d so much as they : 
Some dr.ly plain, without invention's aid, 
Write dull receipts how poems may be made. 
These leave the sense, their learning to display, 
And those explain the meaning quite away. 
You then, whose judgment the right course would 
steer, 
Know well each ancient's proper character : 
His fable, subject, scope in every page: 
Religion, country, genius of his age: 
Without ail these at once before your eyes, 
Cavil you muy, but never criticise. 
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POPE’S FGETICAL WORKS. 


Be Homer's works your study and delight, 
Read them by day, and meditate by night : 


60/Thence form your judgment, thence your maxims 


bring, 

And trace the muses upward to their spring: 
Sull with itself compared, his text peruse ; 
And let your comment be the Mantuan Muse. 

When first young Maro, in his boundless mind 130 
A work τ' outlast immortal Rome design'd, 
Perhaps he scem'd above the critic's law, 
And bat from nature’s fountains scorn'd to draw: 
But when to examine every part he came, 
Nature and Homer were, he found, the same. 
Convinced, amazed, he checks the bold design, 
And rules as strict his labour’d work confine, 
As if the Stagyrite o'erlooked each: line. 
Learn hence for ancient rules a just esteem, 
To copy nature, is to copy them. 

Some beauties yet no precepts can declare, 
For there’s a happiness as well as care. 
Music resembles poetry; in each 
Are nameless graces which no methods teach, 
And which a master-hand alone can reach. 
If, where the rules not fur enough extend 
(Since rules were made but to promote their end,) 
Some lucky license answer to the full 
The intent proposed, that license is a rule. 
Thus Pegasus, a nearer way to take, 
May boldly deviate from the common track ; 
From valgar bounds with brave disorder part, 
And snatch a grace beyond the reach of art, 
Which, without passing through the judgment, gains 
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90 The heart, and all its ends at once attains. 


In prospects thus, some objects please our eyes, 
Which out of nature’s common order rise, 

The shapeless rock, or hanging precipice. 
Great wits sometimes may gloriously offend, 
And rise to faults true critics dare not mend. 
But though the ancients thus their rules invade 
(As kings dispense with laws themselves have made,) 
Moderns, beware! or, if you must offend 

Against the precept, ne'er (ransgress its end 

Let it be seldom, and compell’d by need ; 

And have, at least, their precedent to plead 

The critic else proceeds without remorse, 

Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 

J know there are, to whose presumptuous thoughts 
Those freer beauties, c’en in them, seem faults, 170 
Some figures monstrous and mis-shaped appear, 
Consider’d singly, or beheld too near, 

Which, but proportion’d to their light or place, 
Due distance reconciles to form and grace. 

A prudent chief not always must display 

His powers in equal ranks, and fair array, 

But with the occasion, and the place comply, 
Conceal his force, nay seem sometimes to fly. 
Those oft are stratagems which errors seem, 
Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. 

Still green with bays each ancient altar stands, 
Above the reach of sacrilegious hands ; 

Secure from flames, from envy’s fiercer rage, 
Destructive war, and all-involving aze. 

See from each clime the learn'd their incense bring! 
Hear, in all tongues consenting Paang ring! 

In praise so just let every voice be join’d, 

And fill the general chorus of mankind. 

Hail! bards triumphant! born in happier days; 
Immortal heirs of universal praise! 
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Whose honours with increase of ages grow, 

As streams roll down, enlarging as they flow ; 
Nations unborn your mighty names shall sound, 

And worlds applaud that must not yet be found ! 

O may some spark of your celestial fire, 

The last, the meanest of your sons inspire, 

(That, on weak wings, from far pursues your flights ; 
Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes,) 
To teach vain wits a science little known, 

To admire superior sense, and doubt their own! 200 


PART II. 


Cauers hindering a true judgment. 1. Pride, ver. 90]. 
2. Imperfect learning, ver. 215. 3. Judging by parts, 
and net by the whole, ver. 233 to 288 Critics in wit, 
Janguage, versification, only, 228, 305, 339, ἄς. 4. 
Being too hard to please, or too apt to admire, ver. 324. 
5. Partiality—too much love to a sect—to the ancients 
or moderns, ver. 344. 6. Prejudice or prevention, ver. 
403. 7. Singularity, ver. 424. 8. Inconstancy, ver. 
43. 9. Party spirit, ver. 452, ἄς. 10. Envy, ver. 466. 
Agair.:< envy, and in praise of good-nature, ver. 502, 
ἄς. When severity is chietly to be used by the critics, 
ver. 526, &c. 


OF all the causes which conspire to blind 
Man’s erring judgment, and misguide the mind, 
What the weak head with strongest bias rules, 
Is pride ; the never-failing vice of fools. 
Whatever nature has in worth denied, 
She givesin large recruits of needful pride ! 
For ay in bodies, thus in souls, we find 
What wants in blood and spirits, swell’d with wind: 
Pride, where wit fails, steps in to our defence, 
And fills up all the mighty void of sense. 
If once right reason drives that cloud away, 
Truth breaks upon us with resistless day. 
Trust not yourself; but, your defects to know, 
Make use of every fricnd—and every foe. 
A hiutle Jearning is a dangerous thing ! 
Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring ; 
There shallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 
And drinking largely sobers us again. 
Fired at first sight with what the muse imparts, 
In fearless youth we tempt the height of arts, 220 
While from the bounded level of our mind, 
Short views we take, nor see the lengths behind ; 
But more advanced, behold with strange surprise 
New distant scenes of endless science rise! 
So, pleased at first, the towering Alps we try, 
Mount o’er the vales, and seem to tread the sky ! 
The eternal snows appear already pasa’d, 
And the first clouds and mountains secm the last: 
But, those attain’d, we tremble to survey 
The growing labours of the lengthen’d way : 
The increasing prospect tires our wandering eyes, 
Hills peep o’er hills, and Alps on Alps arise! 

A perfect judge will read each work of wit 
With the same spirit that its author writ: 
Survey the whole, nor seek slight faults to find 
Where. nature moves, and rapture warms the mind; 
Nor lose, for that malignant dull delight, 
The generous pleasure to be charm'd with wit. 
But, in such lays as neither ebb nor flow, 
Correctly cold, and regularly low, 
That, shunning faults, one quiet tenor keep ; 
We cannot blame indeed—but we may sleep. 
In wit, as nature, what affects our hearts 
Is not the exactness of peculiar parts; 
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Tis not the lip, or eye, we beauty call, 

But the joint force and full result of all. 

Thus when we view some well-proportion’d dome, 
(The world's just wonder, and e’en thine, oh Rome! 
No single parts unequally surprise ; 

All comes united to the admiring eyes : 2 
No monstrous height, or breadth, or length eppear : 
The whole at once is bold, and regular. 

Whoever thinks a faultless piece to see, 
Thinks what ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er shall be. 
In every work regard the writer’s end, 

Since none can compass more than they intend ; 
And if the means be just, the conduct true, 
Applause, in spite of trivial faults, is due. 
As men of breeding, sometimes men of wit, 
To avuid great errors, must the less commit ; 
Neglect the rule each verbal critic lays ; 

For not to know some trifles, is a praise. 
Most critics, fond of some subservient art, 
Still make the whole depend upon a part : 
They talk of principles, but notions prize, 
And all to one loved folly sacrifice. 

Once on a time, Ia Mancha’s knight, they say, 
A certain bard encountering on the way, 
Discoursed in terms as just, with looks aa sage, 
As e’er could Dennis, of the Grecian stage ; 
Concluding all were desperate sots and fools, 
Who durst depart from Aristotle’s rules. 

Our author, happy in a judge so nice, 

Produced his play, and begg’d the knight's advice ; 
Made him observe the subject, and the plot, 

The manners, passions, unitics ; what not 7 

All which, exact to rule, were brought about, 

Were but a combat in the lists left out. 

‘What! leave the combat out 7’ exclaims the knight. 
‘Yes, or we must renounce the Stagyrite.’— 280 
* Not so, by heaven! (he answers in a rage) 
‘Knights, squires, and steeds, must enter on the stage.’ 
‘So vast a throng the stage can ne’er contain.’— 
‘Then build a new, or act it on a plain.’ 

Thus critics of less judgment than caprice, 
Curious, not knowing, not exact, but nice, 

Form short ideas ; and offend in arts 
(As most in manners) by a love to parts. 

Some to conceit alone their taste confine, 

And glittering thoughts struck out at every line; 290 
Pleased with a work where nothing's just or fit ; 
One glaring chaos and wild heap of wit. 

Poets, like painters, thus unskill'd to trace 

The naked nature and the living grace, 

With gold and jewels cover every part, 

And hide with ornaments their want of art. 

True wit is nature to advantage dress’d, 
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230] What oft was thought, but ne’cr so well express’d ; 


Something, whose truth convinced at sight we find ; 
That gives ua back the image of our mind. 300 
As shades more sweetly recommend the light, 
So modest plainness sets off sprightly wit; 
For works may have more wit than does them good, 
As bodies perish through excess of blood. 

Others for language all their care express, 
And value books, as women men, for dress: 
Their praise is stil],—the style is excellent ; 


240|The sense, they humbly take upon content. 


Words are like leaves; and where they most abound, 
Much fruit of sense beneath 15 rarely found. 31G 
False eloquence, like the prismatic glass, 
Its gaudy colours spreads on every place; 
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The face of nature we no more survey, 

All glares alike, without distinction gay : 

But true expression, like the unchanging sun, 
Clears and improves whate’er it shines upon: 

It gilds all objects, but it alters none. 

Expression is the dreas of thought. and still 
Appears more decent as more suitable : 

A vile conceit in pompous words express'd, 

Is like a clown in regal purple dress'd ; 

For different styles with different subjects sort, 
As several garbs, with country, town, and court. 
Some by old words to fame have made pretence, 
Ancients in phrase, mere moderns in their sense ; 
Such labour'd nothings, in so strange a style, 
Amaze the unlearn'd, and make the learned smile. 
Unlucky, as Fungosa in the play, 

These sparks with awkward vanity display 
What the fine gentleman wore yesterday ; 

And but so mimic ancient wits at best, 

As apes our grandsires in their doublets dress’d. 
In words, as fashions, the same rule will hold ; 
Alike fantastic, if too new or old: 

Be not the first by whom the new are tried, 
Nor yet the last to lay the whole aside. 

But most by numbers judge a poet’s song; 
And smooth or rough, with them, is right or wrong: 
Ta the bright muse though thousand charms conspire, 
Her voice is all these tuneful fools admire ; 310 
Who haunt Parnassus but to please their ear, 

Not mend their minds ; as some to church repair, 

Not for the doctrine, but the music there. 

These equal syllables alone require, 

Though oft the ear the open vowels tire ; 

While expletives their feeble aid do join, 

And ten low words oft creep in one dull line: 

While they ring round the same unvaried chimes, 

With sure returns of still expected rhymes ; 

Where’er you find ‘ the cooling western breeze,’ 350 

In the next line it ‘whispers through the trees τ᾿ 

If crystal streams ‘ with pleasing murmurs creep,’ 

The reader 's threatened (not in vain) with ‘sleep ν᾽ 

Then at the last, and only couplet fraught 

With some unmeaning thing they call a thought, 

A needless Alexandrine ends the song, 

That, like a wounded snake, drags its slow length 
along. 

Leave such to tunc their own dull rhymes,and know 
What's roundly smooth, or languishingly slow ; 

And praise the easy vigour of a line, 

Where Denham’s strength and Waller’s sweetness 
join. 

True ease in writing comes from art, not chance, 

As those move casiest who have learn’d to dance. 

Tis not enough no harshness gives offence, 

The sound must seem an ccho to the sense: 

Soft is the strain when Zephyr gently blows, 

And the smooth stream in stnoother numbers flowg 

But when loud surges lash the sounding shore, 

The hoarse, rough verse should like the torrent roar. 

When Ajax strives some rock's vast weight to throw, 

The line too labours, and the words move slow : 370 

Not so, when swift Camilla scours the plain, 

Flies o'er the unbending corn, and skims along the 
main. 

Hear how Timotheus’ varied lays surprise, 

And bid alternate passions fall and rise! 

While, at each change, the son of Libyan Jove 

Now burns with glory, and then melts with love: 
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Now his fierce eyes with sparkling fury glow, 
Now sighs steal out, and tears begin to flow : 
Persians and Greeks like turns of nature found, 38C 
And the world's victor stood subdued by sound! 
The power of music all our hearts allow, 
And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 
Avoid extremes ; and shun the fault of such 
Who still are pleased too little or too much. 
At every trifle scorn to take offence, 
That always shows great pride, or little sense : 
Those heads, as stomachs, are not sure the best, 
Which nauseate all, and nothing can digest. 
Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture move : 
For fools admire, but men of sense approve : 
As things seem large which we through mists descry 
Dulness is ever apt to magnify. 
Some foreign writers, some our own despise ; 
The ancients only, or the moderns prize: 
Thus wit, like faith, by each man is applied 
To one small sect, and all are damn'd beside. 
Meanly they seek the blessing to confine, 
And force that sun but on a part to shine, 
Which not alone the southern wit sublimes 
But ripens spirits in cold northern climes ; 
Which from the first has shone on ages past, 
Enlights the present, and shall warm the last; 
Though each may feel increases and decays, 
And see now clearer and now darker days. 
Regard not then if wit be old or new, 
But blame the false, and value still the true. 
Some ne‘er advance a judgment of their own, 
But catch the spreading notion of the town; 
They reason and conclude by precedent, 410 
And own stale nonsense which they ne’er invent. 
Some judge of authors’ names, not works, and thea 
Nor praise nor blame the writings, but the men. 
Of all this servile herd, the worst is he 
That in proud dulness joins with quality ; 
A constant critic at the great man’s board 
To fetch and carry nonsense for my Jord. 
What woeful stuff this madrigal would be, 
In some starved hackney'd sonnettecr, or me! 
But let a Jord once own the happy lines, 
Ilow the wit brightens! how the style refines: 
Before his sacred name flies every fault, 
And each exalted stanza teems with thought! 
The vulgar thus through imitation err ; 
As oft the learn’d by being singular; 
So much they scorn the crowd, that if the throng 
By chance go right they purposely go wrong: 
So schismatics the plain believers quit, 
And are but damn’d for having too much wit. 
Some praise at morning what they blaine at night, 
But always think the last opinion right. 431 
A muse by these is like a mistress used, 
This hour she's idolized, the next abused ; 
While their weak heads, like towns unfortified, 
’T wixt sense and nonsense daily change their side 
Ask them the cause; they're wiser still they say; 
And still to-morrow's wiser than to-day. 
We think our fathers fools, so wise we grow ; 
Our wiser sons, no doubt, will think us so. 
Once echool-divines this zealous isle o’erspread; 440 
Who knew most sentences was deepest read: 
Faith, Gospel, all, seem’d made to be disputed, 
And none had sense enough to be confuted : 
Scotists and Thomists, now in peace remain, 
Amidst their kindred cobwebs in Duck-lane. 
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itself has different dresses worn, Now they who reach Parnassus’ lofty crown, 
ronder modes in wit should take their turn? | Employ their pains to xpurn some others down; 
ving what is natural and fit, And while self-love each jealous writer rules, 
rrent folly proves the ready wit ; Contending wits become the sport of fools: 
thors think their reputation safe, 450 | But still the worst with most regret commend, 


lives as long as fools are pleased to Jaugh. _—‘{ For each ill author is as bad a friend. 
8, valuing those of their own side or mind, [Τὸ what base ends, and by what abject ways, 520 


ike themselves the measure of mankind : Are mortals urged through sacred lust of praise! 
we think we honour merit then, Ah, ne’er so dire a thirst of glory boast, 
we but praise ourselves in other men. Nor in the critic Jet the man be lost. 
in wit attend on those of state, Good nature and good sense must ever join; 
blic faction doubles private hate. To err, is human; to forgive, divine. 
nalice, folly, against Dryden rose, But if in noble minds some dregs remain, 
rus shapes of parsons, critics, beaux : Not yet purged off, of spleen and sour disdain ; 
se survived, when merry jests were past ; 460) Discharge that rage on more provoking crimes, 
ng merit will buoy up at last. Nor fear a dearth in these flagitious times. 
16 return and bless once more our eyes, No pardon vile obscenity should find, 530 
lackmores and new Milbourns must arise ; Though wit and art conspire to move your mind ; 
ould great Homer lift his awful head, But dulness with obscenity must prove 
again would start up from the dead. As shameful sure as impotence in love. 
rill merit, as its shade, pursue ; In the fat age of pleasure, wealth, and ease, 
e a shadow, proves the substance true : Sprang the rank weed, and thrived with large increase: 
‘ied wit, like Sol eclipsed, makes known When love was all an easy monarch’s care ; 
posing body’s grossness, not its own. Seldom at council, never in a war: 
irst that sun too powerful beams displays, 470 Jilts rul’d the state, and statesmen farces writ : 
8 up vapours which obscure its rays ; Nay, wits had pensions, and young lords had wit: 
1 those clouds at last adorn its way, The fair sat panting at a courtier's play, 540 
new glories, and augment the day. And not a mask went unimproved away ; 
ou the first true merit to befriend; The modest fan was lifted up no more, 
ise is lost who stays till all commend. And virgins smiled at what they blush’d before. 
s the date, alas! of modern rhymes, The following licence of a foreign reign, 
s but just to let them live betimes. Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain ; 
rer now that golden age appears, Then unbelieving priests reform’d the nation, 
patriarch-wits survived a thousand years: And taught more pleasant methods of salvation ; 
ngth of fame our second life) is lost, 480 Where Heaven's free subjects might their rights dis- 
re threescore is all e’en that can boast; pute, 
1s their fathers’ failing language see, Lest God himself should seem too absolute ; 
ch as Chaucer is, shall Dryden be. Pulpits their sacred satire learn'd to spare, 550 
n the faithful pencil has design’d And vice admired to find a flatterer there ! 
wight idea of the master’s mind, ‘| Encouraged thus, wit's Titans braved the skies, 
a pew world leaps out at his command, And the press groan’d with licensed blasphemies 
idy nature waits upon his hand ; These monsters, critics! with your darts engage, 
he ripe colours soften and unite, Here point your thunder, and exhaust your rage! 
eetly melt into just shade and light; Yet shun their fault, who scandalously nice 
nellowing years their full perfection give, 490| Will needs mistake an author into vice ; 
ch bold figure just begins to live; All seems infected, that the infected spy, 
acherons colours the fair art betray, As all looks yellow to the jaundiced cye. 
the bright creation fades away ! 
ppy wit, like most mistaken things, —— 
not for that envy which it brings; 
h alone its empty praise we boast, PART ΤΙ. 


n the short-lived vanity 18 lost ; Rules for the conduct of manners in a critic. 1. Can- 


ne fair flower the early Spring supplics, dour, ver. 563. Modesty, ver. 566. Good-breeding, 
ily blooms, bu teen in blooming dies. ver 572. Sinoerity and freedom of advice, ver. 578. 
i this wit, which must our cares employ? 500] 2 When one’s counsel is to be restrained, ver. 584. 


‘ner’s wife that other men enjoy} Character of an incorrigible poet, ver C00; and of an 
ost Our trouble still when most admired, impertinent critic, ver 6°0, &c. Character of a good 
Ι the more we give, the more required : critic, ver. 620. The history of criticism, and charac- 


fame with pains we guard, but Icse with ease,| Ts of the best critics: Aristotle, ver. 645. Horace, 
= ν -. . “αἱ . 2° > . 4 . . ἢ ᾿ - 

me to ves, but never all to pleage ; 65%. Diony Shug, ver Oo Petrontu » ver. G67. Quin 
the vic-ous fear, the vir hun: tilian, ver 670. Longinus, ver. 675. Of the decay of 
at Viccous Bear, the virtuous shun Ὸ criticism, and its revival: Erasmus, ver. 693. Vida, 


‘tis hated, and by knaves undone ! ver. 705. Boileau, ver. 7:4. Lord Roscommon, ἄτα. 
; 90 much: from ignorance undergo, ver.7.5. Conclusion. 

not learning too commence its foc! 

those met rewards who could excel, 510| Learn then what moral critics ought to show, δῷ 
h were praised who but endeavour'd well; | For ‘tis but half a judge’stask to know. 
triumphs were to generals only due, ’Tis not enough, taste, judgment, learning join ; 


were reverved to gracc the soldicrs ‘oo. In all you speak, let truth and candour shine ; 
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That not alone what to your sense is due 
All may allow, but scek your friendship too. 

Be silent always, when you doubt your sense, 
And speak, though sure, with seeming diffidence: 
Some positive, persisting fops we know, 

Who, if once wrong, will ueceds be always so: 
But you, with pleasure, own your errors past, 
And make each day a critique on the last. 

*Tis not enough your counsel still be true: 
Blunt truths more mischief than nice falsehoods do; 
Men must be taught, as if you taught them not, 

And things unknown proposed as things forgot. 
Without good breeding truth is disapproved: 
That only makes superior sense beloved. 
Be niggards of adviec on no pretence; 
For the worst avarice is that of sense. 
With mean complacence, ne’er betray your trust, 580 
Nor be so civil as to prove unjust. 
Fear not the anger of the wise to raise ; 
Those best can bear reproof, who merit praise. 

*T were well might critics still this freedom take: 

But Appius reddens at cach word you speak, 
And stares tremenduus, with a threatening eye, 
Like some fierce tyrant in old tapestry. 

Fear most to tax an honourable fool, 
Whose right it is, uncensured, to be dull: 


Such, without wit, are poets when they please, 590) 


As without learning they can take decrees. 

Leave dangerous truths to unsuccessful gatires, 

And flattery to fulsome dedicators, 

Whom, when they praise, the world believes no more 
Than when they promise to give scribbling o’er. 
*Tis best sometimes your censure to restrain, 

And charitably let the dull be vain ; 

Your silence there is better than your spite: 

For who can rail so long as they can write ? 


Still humming on, their drowsy course they keep, 600! 


And lash’d so long, like tops, are lash’d asleep. 
False steps but help them to renew the race, 
As, after stumbling, jades will mend their pace. 
What crowds of these, impenitently bold, 

In sounds and jingling syllables grown old, 
Still run on poets, in a raging vein, 

E’en to the dregs, and squeczings of the brain; 
Strain out the last dull droppings of their sense, 
And rhyme with all the rage of impotence! 


But where's the man who counsel can bestow, 


Still pleas’d to teich, and yet not proud to know ? 
Unbiass’d, or by faveur, or by gpite ; 

Not dully prepossess’d, nor blindly right, 

Though Jearn'd, well-bred; and, though welbbred, 


sincere; 


570| Modestly bold and humanly severe : 


Who to a friend his fanlts can freely show, 

And gladly praise the merit of a foe ; 

Bless‘d with a taste exact, yet unconfined ; 

A knowledge both of books and human kind ; 

Generous converse; a soul exempt from pride ; 

And love to praise, with reason on his side 7 
Such once were critics ; such the happy few 

Athens and Rome in better ages knew : 

The michty Stagyrite first ieft the shore, 

Spread all his sails, and durst the decps explore: 

He steer’d securcly, and discover'd far, 

Led by the light of the Meronian star. 

Poets, a race long unconfin'’d and free, 

Still fond and proud of savage Jiberty, 

Received his laws, and stood convine'd ‘twas fit, 

Who conquer'd nature, should preside o'er wit. 
Horace still charms with graceful negligence, 

And without method talks us into sense: 

Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 


640 


650 


i The truest notions in the easiest way. 


He who, supreme in judgment as in wit, 

Might boldly censure, as he boldly writ ; 

Yet judged with coolness, though he sung with 

fire : 

I¥is precepts teach but what his works inspire. 660 

Our critics take a contrary extreme, 

They judge with fury, but they write with phlegm 

Nor suffers Horace more in wrong translatioas 

By wits, than critics in as wrong quotations. 
Sce Dionysius Hotner's thouchts refine, 

And call new beauties forth from every line! 
Fancy and art in gay Petronius please, 

The scholar’s learning with the courtier’s ease. 
In grave Quintilian’s copious work we find 

The justest rules and clearest method join'd : 

Thus useful arins in magazines we place, 

All ranged with order, and dispos'd with grace, 

But less to please the eye than arm the hand, 

Still fit for use, and ready at command. 
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Such shameless bards we have: and yet ‘tis true, 610] Thee, bold Longinus! all the Ninc inspire, 


There are as mad, abandon'd critics too. 

The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read, 

With loads of learned lumber in his head, 

With his own tongue still cdifies his ears, 

And always listening to himself appears. 

All books he reads, and all he reads assails, 
From Dryden's Fables down to Durfey’s Tales: 
With him most authors steal their works, or buy; 
Garth did not write his own Dispensary. 

Name a new play, and he’s the poet's friend, 


And bless their critic with a poet's fire: 

An ardent judge, who, zealous in his trust, 

With warmth gives sentence, yet is always just ; 

Whose own example strengthens all his laws, 

And is himself that great sublime he draws. 
Thus long succeeding critics justly reign'd, 

Licence repress’d and useful laws ordain'd: 

Learning and Rome alike in empire grew, 

And arts still follow’d where her eagles flew ; 


620' From the same foes, at last, both felt their doom, 


Nay, show’'d his faults—but when would pocts mend?| And the same age saw Jearning fall, and Rome. 


No place so sacred from such fops is barr’d, 


With tyranny then superstition join’d, 


Nor is Paul's church more safe than Paul’s church-| As that the body, this enslaved the mind ; 


yard: 
Nay, tly to altars, there they'll talk you dead; 
For fools rush in where angels fear to tread. 
Distrustful sense with modest caution speaks, 
It still looks home, and short excursions makes; 
But rattling nonsense in full volleys breaks, 
And, never shock'd, and never turn'd aside, 
Bursts out, resistless, with a thundering tide. 


{ And to be dull was construed to be good: « 


Much was believed but litde understood, Ἂ 
A second deluge learning thus o’erran 
And the monks finish’d what the Goths began. 

At length Erasmus, that great injured name, 
(The glory of the priesthood, and the shame!) 
Stemm’d the wild torrent of a barbarous age, 


630! And drove those holy Vanduls oif the stage. 
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Βαϊ see! each muse, in Leo's golden days, sake to consent to the publication of one more cor- 

Starts from her trance, and trims her wither’d bays; {rect. This I was forced to, before I had executed 
Rome's ancient genius, o’cr its ruins spread, half my design; for the machinery was entirely want- 
Shakes off the dust, and rears his reverend head. 700) ing to complete it. 
Then sculpture and her sister-arts revive ; The machinery, madam, is a term invented by the 
Stones leap’d to form, and rocks began to live: critics, to signify that part which the deities, angels, 
With sweeter notes each rising temple rung ; or demons, are made to act ina poem: for the ancient 
A Raphael painted, and a Vida sung. poets are, in one respect, like many modern hdies: 
Immortal Vida! on whose honour’d brow let an action be never so trivial in itself, they always 
The poet’s bays and critic’s ivy grow: make it appear of the utmost importance. These 
Cremona now shall ever boast thy name, machines I determined to raise on a very new and 
As next in place to Mantua, next in fame. odd foundation, the Rosicrusian doctrine of spirits. 

But soon by impious arms from Latium chased, I know how disagreeable it is to make use of hard 
Their ancient bounds the banish’d muses pass’d : 710] words before a lady; but it is so much the concern of 
Thence arts o'er all the northern world advance, a poet to have his works understood, and particularly 
But critic-learning flourish’d most in France: by your sex, that you muat give me leave to explain 
The rules a nation born to serve obeys, two or three difficult terms. 

And Boileau sti)! in right of Horace sways. The Rosicrucians are a people I must bring you 
But we, brave Britons, foreign laws despis'd, acquainted with. The best account I know of them 
And kept unconquer'd and unciviliz’d ; is in a French book called Le Compte de Gabalie, 
Fierce for the liberties of wit, and bold, which, both in its title and size, is so like a novel, 
We still defied the Romans, as of old. that many of the fair sex have read it for one by mis- 
Yet some there were among the sounder few take. According to these gentlemen, the four ele- 
Οὗ those who Jess presum’d, and better knew, 720] ments are inhabited by spirits, which they call Sylphs, 
Who durst assert the juster ancient cause, Gnomes, Nymphs, and Salamanders. The Gnomes, 
And here restor’d wit's fundamental laws, or demons of earth, delight in mischief; but the 
Sich was the muse, whose rule and practice tell, Sylphe, whose habitation is in the air, are the best 
‘Nature’s chief master-piece is writing well.’ conditioned creatures imaginable ; for they say, any 
Such was Roscommon, not more learn’d than good, |mortal may enjoy the most intimate familiarities 
With manners generous as his noble blood ; with these gentle spirits, upon a condition very easy 
To him the wit of Greece and Rome was known, _ |to all true adepts—an inviolate preservation of chas- 

And every author’s merit but his own. tity. 

Such late was Walsh, the muse’s judge and friend, As to the following cantos, 41} the passages of them 

Who justly knew to blame or to commend ; 730 are as fabulous as the vision at the beginning, or the 

To failings mild, but zealous for desert ; transformation at the end (except the loss of your 

The clearest head, and the sincerest heart. hair, which I always mention with reverence.) The 

This humble praise, lamented shade! reccive, human persons are as fictitious as the airy ones ; and 

Th’s praise at least a grateful muse may give : the character of Belinda, as it is now managed, re- 

muse, whose early voice you taught to sing, sembles you in nothing but in beauty. 

Preserib'd her heights, and prun’d her tender wing. If this poem had as many graces as there are in 

(ler guide now loet,) no more attempts to rise, your person or in your mind, yet I could never hope 

Rut in low numbers short excursions tries ; it should pass through the world half xo uncensured 


Conten:, if hence th’ unlearn'd their wants may view,|as you have done. But let its fortune be what it will, 
¢ learn'd reflect on what before they knew: 740/mine is happy enough to have given me this occasion 


Careless of censure, nor too fond of fame ; of assuring you that Iam, with the truest esteem, 
Sill pleas’d to praise, yet not afraid to blame : Madam, 
Averse alike to flatter or offend ; Your most obedient humble servant, 
Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend. A. POPE. 
THE THE RAPE OF THE LOCK. 
RAPE OF THE LOCK. Nolucram, Belinda, tuos violare capillos; 
ἃ juvat, ἢ ibus me tribuisse tuis. Mart. 
AN HEROI-COMICAL POEM. Bed Juvat, hoe preeihus me tribui 
Wart dire offence from amorous causes springs, 
TO MRS. ARABELLA FERMOR. What mighty contests rise from trivial things, 
ἴχθιν, I sing ;—this verse to Caryl, Muse ! is due: 


T will be in vain to deny that I have some regard for|This e’en Belinda may vouchsafe to view : 
this piece, since I dedicate it to you; yet you may|Slight is the subject, but not so the praise, 
ar me witness, it was intended only to divert a few|If she inspire, and he approve my lays. 

Young ladies, who have good sense and good humour| Say what etrange motive, goddess ! could compel 
*nough to langh not only at their sex’s little unguard-| A well-bred lord to assault a gentle belle ? 

ed follies, but at their own. But as it was coromu-/() say what stranger cause, yet uncxplored, 

Ricated with the air of a secret, it soon found its way|Could make a gentle belle reject a Jord? 

into the world. An imperfect copy having been of-|In tasks so bold, can little men engage ? 

fered to ἃ bookseller, you had the good nature for my| And in soft bosoms dwells such mighty rage ? 
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Sol through white curtains shot a timorous ray, 
And oped those eyes that must eclipse the day : 
Now lap-dogs give themselves the rousing shake, 
And sleepless lovers, just at twelve, awake: 
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These swell their prospects, and exalt their pride, 
When offers are disdain'd, and love denied : 

Then gay ideas crowd the vacant brain, 

While peers, and dukes, and all their sweeping train, 


Thrice rung the bell, the slipper knock'd the ground! And garters, stars, and coroncts appear, 


And the presa'd watch return’d a silver sound. 
Belinda still her downy pillow press’d, 

Her guardian Sy}ph prolong’d the balmy rest : 
*T'was he had summon'd to her silent bed 

The morning dream that hover'd o'er her head. 
A youth more glittering than a birth-night beau 
(That e’en in slumber caused her cheek to glow) 
Seem’d to her ear his winning lips to lay, 

Aad thus in whispers said, or seem’d to say: 

“ Fairest of mortals, thou distinguish’d care 
Of thousand bright inhabitants of air ! 

Ife’er one vision touch’d thy infant thought, 

Of all the nurse and all the priest have taught : 
Of airy elves by moonlight shadows seen, 

The silver token, and the circled green, 

Or virgins visited by angel-powers, 

With golden crowns and wreaths of heavenly flowers; 
Hear, and believe ! thy own importance know, 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 
Some sccret truths, from learned pride conceal'd, 
To maids alone and children are reveal'd. 

What, though no credit doubting wits may give. 
The fair and innocent shall still believe. 

Know then, unnumber'd spirits round thee fly, 
The light militia of the lower sky : 

These, though unscen, are ever on the wing, 
Hang o’er the box, and hover round the ring. 
Think what an equipage thou hast in air, 

And view with scurn two pages and a chair. 

As now your own, our beings were of old, 

And once enclosed in woman's beauteous mould ; 
Thence, by a soft transition we repair, 

From earthly vehicles to those of air. 

Think not, when woman's transient breath is fled, 
That all her vanities at once are dead : 
Succeeding vanities she still regards, 

And though she plays no more, o'erlooks the cards. 
Her joy in gilded chariots, when alive, 

And love of ombre, after death survive. 

For when the fair in all their pride expire, 

To their first elements their souls retire : 

The sprites of fiery termazants in flame 

Mount up, and take a Salamander's name. 

Soft yielding minds to water glide away, 

And sip, with nymphs, their elemental tea. 

The graver prude sinks downward to a Gnome, 
In search of mischief still on earth to roam. 

The light coquettes in Sylphs aloft repair, 

And sport and flutter in the fields of air. 

‘Know farther yet; whoever fair and chaste 
Rejects mankind, is by some Sylph embraced : 
For, spirits, freed from mortai laws, with ease 
Assume what sexes and what shupes they please. 
What guards the purity of melting maids, 

In courtly balls, and midnight masquerades, 

Safe from the treacherous friend, the daring spark, 
The glance by day, the whisper in the dark, 

When kind occasion prompts their warm desires, 
When music softens, and when dancing fires ? 
*Tis but their Sylph, the wise celestials know, 
Though honour isthe word with men below. 


And in soft sounds, ‘ your grace’ salutes their ear 
*Tis these that early taint the female soul, 
Instruct the cyes of young coqucttes to roll, 
Teach infant cheeks a hidden blush to know, 
And little hearts to flutter at a beau. 

“Οἱ when the world imagine women stray, 
The Sylphs through mystic mazes guide their way, 
Through all the giddy circle they pursue, 
And old impertinence expel by new ; 
What tender maid but must a victim fall 
To one man’s treat, but for another's ball 7 
When Florio speaks, what virgin could withstand, 
If gentle Damon did not squeeze her hand ἢ 
With varying vanities, from every part, 
They shift the moving toy-shop of their heart; 
Where wigs with wigs, with sword-knots sword-knots 

strive, 

Beaux banish beaux, and coaches coaches drive. 
This erring mortals levity may call ; 
Oh, blind to truth! the Sylphs contrive it all. 

‘Of these am I, who thy protection claim, 
A watchful sprite, and Ariel is my name. 
Late, as I ranged the crystal wilds of air, 
In the clear mirror of thy ruling star 
I saw, alas! some dread event impend, 
Ere to the main this morning sun descend ; 
But Heaven reveals not what, or how, or where 
Warn’d by thy Sylph, oh pious maid, beware! 
This to disclose is all thy guardian can: 
Beware of all, but most beware of man !’ 

He said; when Shock, who thought she slept too 

long, 

Leap'd up, and waked his mistress with his tongue. 
*T was then, Belinda, if report say true, 
Thy eyes first open'd ona billct-doux ; 
Wounds, charms, and ardour, were no sooner read, 
But all the vision vanish’d from thy head. 

And now unveil'd the toilet stands display'd, 
Each silver vase in mystic order laid. 

First robed in white, the nymph intent adores, 
With head uncover’d, the cosmetic powers. 
A heavenly image in the glass appears, 

To that she bends, to that her eyes she rears; 
The inferior priestess, at her altur’s side, 
Trembling, begins the sacred rites of pride. 
Unnumber'd treasures ope at once, and here 
The various offerings of the world appear; 
From each she nicely culls with curious toil, 
And decks the goddess with the glittering spoil. 
This casket India’s glowing gems unlocks, 
And all Arabia breathes from youder box. 
The tortoise here and elephant unite, 
Transform’'d to combs, the speckled and the white. 
Here files of pins extend their shining rows, 
Puffs, powders, patches, Bibles, billet-doux. 
Now awful Beauty puts on all its arms; 

The fair each moment rises in her charms, 
Repairs her smiles, awakens every grace, 
And calls forth all the wonders of her face: 
Sees by degrees a purer blush arise, 

And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 


‘Some nymphs there are, too conscious of their face,| The busy sylphs surround their darling care: 


For life predestined to the Gnomes’ embrace, 


These set the head, and those divide the hair; 
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e, while others plait the gown; 
for labours not her own. 


CANTO II. 


es, in the ethereal plain, 

’er the purpled main, 

the rival of his beams 

som of the silver'd Thames. 


}-dress'd youths around hershone, 


ix’d on her alone. 

a sparkling cross she wore, 
\iss, and infidels adore. 
prightly mind disclose, 

ind as unfix'd as those: 

all she smiles extenda; 

1ever once offends. 

Ὁ eyes the gazers strike, 

iey shine on all alike. 

nd swectness void of pride, 
8, if belles had faults to hide : 
female errors fall, 

nd you'll forget them all. 

ie destruction of mankind, 

, which graceful hung behind 
vell conspired to deck 

Ὁ the smooth ivory neck. 
iths his slaves detains, 

re held in slender chains. 

we the birds betray ; 

iurprise the finny prey ; 
nperia! race ensnare, 

swith a single hair. 

baron the bright locks admired ; 
and to the prize aspired. 
meditates the way, 

or by fraud betray ; 

lover's toil attends, 

force attain’d his ends. 

bus rose, he had implored 
and every power adored ; 

2 Love an altar built, 

ch romances neatly gilt. 

ters, half'a pair of gloves, 

of his former loves. 

oux he lights the pyre, 
amorous sighs to raise the fire. 
, and begs with ardent eyes 
long possess the prize: 

ir, and granted half his prayer; 
dispersed in empty air. 
he painted vessel glides, 
ibling on the floating tides : 
ς steals upon the sky, 
s along the water die; 
ives, the zephyrs gently play, 
all the world was gay ; 
with careful thoughts oppress’d, 
»sat heavy on his breast : 

at his denizens of air; 
3 round the sails repair: 
Is atrial whispers breathe, 
»hyrs to the train beneath. 
*ir insect wings unfold, 

or sink in clouds of gold ; 
00 fine for mortal sight, 
alf dissylved in light. 
I 


Loose to the wind their airy garments flew, 

Thin glittering textures of the filmy dew, 

Dipp’d in the richest tinctures of the skies, 

Where light disports in ever-mingling dyes, 

Where every beam new transient colours flings, 
Colours that change whene'er they wave their wings 
Amid the circle on the gilded mast 

Superior by the head, was Ariel placed ; 

His purple pinions opening to the sun, 

He raised his azure wand, and thus begun: 

‘Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ear. 
Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Demons, hear ; 
Ye know the spheres, and various tasks assign’d 
By laws eternal to the adrial kind. 

Some in the fields of purest ether play, 

And bask and whiten in the blaze of day ; 

Some guide the course of wandering orbs on high, 
Or roll the planets through the boundless sky ; 
Some, less refined, beneath the moon's pale light 
Pursue the stars that shoot athwart the night, 

Or suck the mists in groeser air below, 

Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 

Or brew fierce tempests on the wintry main, 

Or o’er the glebe distil the kindly rain. 

Others on earth, o’er human race preside, 

Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide: 
Of these the chief the care of nations own, 

And guard with arms divine the British throne. 

‘Our humbler province is to tend the fair, 

Not a less pleasing, though less glorious care ; 

To save the powder from too rude a gale, 

Nor let the imprison’d essences exhale ; 

To draw fresh colours from the vernal flowers ; 
To steal from rainbows, ’ere they drop in showers, 
A brighter wash ; to curl their waving hairs, 
Assist their blushes, and inspire their airs : 

Nay, oft in dreams, invention we bestow, 

To change a flounce or add a furbelow. 

‘This day, black omens threat the brightest fair 

That e’er deserved a watchful spirit’s eare : 
Some dire disaster, or by force, or slight ; 
But what, or where, the Fates have wrapp’d in night 
Whether the nymph shall] break Diana’s law 
Or some frail china jar receive a flaw ; 
Or stain her honour, or her new brocade , 
Forget her prayers, or miss a masquerade ; 
Or lose her heart or necklace at a ball ; 
Or whether Heaven has doom'd that Shock must full 
Haste then, ye spirits! to your charge repair ; 
The fluttering fan be Zephyretta’s care ; 
The drops to thee, Brillante, we consign ; 
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine; 
Do thou, Crispissa, tend her favourite lock ; 
Arie] himself shall be the guard of Shock. 
‘To fifty chosen Sylphs, of special note, 
We trust the important charge, the petticoat : 
Oft have we known that sevenfold fence to fail, 
Though stiff with hoops, and arm’d with ribs of whale 
Form a strong line about the silver bound, 
And guard the wide circumference around. 
‘ Whatever spirit, careless of his charge, 
His post neglects, or leaves the fair at large, 
Shall feel sharp vengeance soon o’ertake his sins ; 
Be stopp'd in vials, or transfix’d with pins; 
Or plunged in lakes of bitter washes lie, 
Or wedged whole ages in a bodkin's eye ; 
Gums and pomatums shall his flight restrain, 
While elogg’d he beats his silken wings in vain ; 
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Or alum styptics, with contracting power, 
Shrink his thin essence like a shrivel’d flower : 
Or, as Ixion fix’d, the wretch shall feel 

The giddy motion of the whirling mill, 

In fumes of burning chocolate shall glow, 

And tremble at the sea that froths below!’ 

He spoke ; the spirits from the sails descend; 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend ; 
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair ; 
Some hang upon the pendants of her ear ; 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious and trembling for the birth of fate. 


ED 


CANTO III. 


Coax by those meads, for ever crown'd with flowers, 
Where Thames with pride surveys his rising towers, 


There stands a structure of majestic frame, 


Which from the neighbouring Hampton takes its 


name ; 
Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall foredoom 
Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home ; 
Here thou, great Anna! whom three realms obey, 
Dost sometimes counsel take—and sometimes tea. 
Hither the heroes and the nymphs resort, 
To taste awhile the pleasures of a court ; 
In various talk the instructive hours they pass’d, 
Who gave the ball, or paid the visit last ; 
One speaks the glory of a British queen, 
And one describes a charming Indian screen ; 
A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes ; 
At every word a reputation dies. 
Snuff, or the fan, supply each pause of chat, 
With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that. 
Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day, 
The sun obliquely shoots his burning ray : 
The hungry judges soon the sentence sign, 
And wretches hang that jurymen may dine ; 
The merchant from the Exchange returns in peace, 
And the long labours of the toilet cease. 
Belinda now, whom thirst of fame invites, 
Burns to encounter two adventurous knights, 
At Ombre singly to decide their doom ; 
And swells her breast with conquests yet to come. 
Straight the three bands prepare in arms to join, 
Each band the number of the sacred nine. 
Soon as she spreads her hand, the aérial guard 
Descend, and sit on each important card : 
First Ariel perch’d upon a Matadore, 
Then each according to the rank they bore : 
For Sy!phs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 
Are, as when women, wondrous fond of place. 
Behold, four kings in majesty revered, 
With hoary whiskers, and a forky beard; 
And four fair queens, whose hands sustain a flower, 
The expressive emblicm of their softer power ; 
Four knaves in garbs succinct, a trusty band: 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand ; 
And party-colour'd troops, a shining train, 
Drawn forth to combat on the velvet plain. 
The skilful nymph reviews her force with care: 


‘Let spades be trumps!’ she said, and trumps they 


were. 
Now move to war her sable Matadores, 
In show like leaders of the swarthy Moors. 
Spadillo first, unconquerable lord, 
Led off two captive trumps, and swept the board. 


As many more Manillio forced to yield, 
And march'd a victor from the verdant field. 
Him Basto follow’d, but his faite more hard, 
Gain’d but one trump, and one plebeian card. 
With his broad sabre next, a chief in years, 
The hoary majesty of Spades appears, 
Puts forth one manly leg, to sight reveal'd, 
The rest his many-colour'd robe conceal‘d. 
The rebel knave, who dares his prince engage, 
Proves the just victim of his royal rage. 
E’en mighty Pam, that kings and queens o’erthrew, 
And mow’d down armies in the fights of Loo, 
Sad chance of war ! now destitute of aid, 
Falls undistinguish’d by the victor Spade ! 
Thus far both armies to Belinda yield ; 
Now to the baron Fate inclines the field. 
Ilis warlike amazon her host invades, 
The imperial consort of the crown of Spades. 
The Club's black tyrant first her victim died, 
Spite of his haughty mien, and barbarous pride: 
What boots the regal circle on hia head, 
His giant limbs in state unwieldy spread ; 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 
And, of ajl monarchs only grasps the globe? 
The baron now his Diamonds pours apace ; 
The embroider'd king who shows but half his face, 
And his refulgent queen with powers combined, 
Of broken troops an easy conquest find. 
Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild disorder seen, 
With throngs promiscuous strew the level green 
Thus when dispersed a routed army runs, 
Of Asia's troops, and Afric’s sable sons, 
With like confusion different nations fly, . 
Of various habit, and of various dye. 
The pierced battalions disunited fall, 
In heaps on heaps ; one fate o’crwhelms them all. 
The knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 
And wins (oh shameful chance !) the queen of Hearts 
At this, the blood the virgin’s cheek forsook, 
A livid paleness spreads o'er all her look; 
She sces, and trembles at the approaching ill, 
Just in the jaws of ruin and Codille. 
And now, (as oft in some distemper'd state) 
On one nice trick depends the genera] fate, 
An ace of Hearts steps forth: the king unseen 
Lurk’d in her hand, and mourn’d his captive quees 
He springs to vengeance with an eager pace, 
And falls like thunder on the prostrate ace. 
The nymph exulting fills with shouts the sky; 
The walls, the woods, and long canals reply 
O thoughtless mortals ! ever blind to fate; 
Too soon dejected, and too soon clate. 
Sudden, these honours shall be snatch’d away, 
And cursed for ever this victorious day. 
For lo! the board with cups and spoons is crown 4, 
The berries crackle, and the mill turns round: 
On shining altars of Japan they raise 
The silver lamp; the fiery spirits blaze : 
From silver spouts the grateful liquors glide, 
While China’s earth receives the smoking tide ; 
At once they gratify their scent and taste, 
And frequent cups prolong the rich repast. 
Straight hover round the fair her airy band 
Some, as she sipp’d, the fuming liquor fann'd; 
Some o'er her lap their carefui plumes display'd, 
Trembling and conscious of the rich brocade. 
Coffee (which makes the politician wise, 
And sce through all things with his half-shut eyes) 
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vapours to the baron’s brain 

igems the radiant lock to gain 

rash youth; desist ere ‘tis too late, 

ust gods, and think of Scylla’s fate! 

o a bird, and ser to flit in air, 

r paid for Nisus’ injured hair! 

2n to mischief mortals bend their will, 

i they find fit instruments of ill! 
Clarissa drew, with tempting grace, 

red weapon from her shining case ; 

in romance, assist their knight, 

e spear, and arm him for the fight. 

he gift with reverence, and extends 
engine on his fingers’ ends ; 

behind Belinda’s neck he spread, 
e fragrant steams she bent her head. 
he lock a thousand sprites repair, 

d wings, by turns, blow back the hair! 

2 they twitch’d the diamond in her ear ; 
: look'd back, and thrice the foe drew near. 
{ instant, anxious Ariel sought 

recesses of the virgin’s thought ; 
nosegay in her breast reclined, 

d the ideas rising in her mind, 
: view’d in spite of all her art, 
y Jover lurking at her heart. 

‘onfused, he found his power expired, 
o fate, and with a sigh retired. 
‘r now spreads the glittering forfex wide, 
e the lock ; now joins it, to divide. 
before the fatal engine closed, 
ἃ Sylph too fondly interposed ; 
1 the shears, and cut the Sylph in twain; 
iubstance soon unites again ;) 

ng points the sacred hair dissever, 
fair head, for ever, and for ever! 

ish’d the livid lightning from her eyes, 
ns of horror rend the affrighted skies. 
r shrieks to pityiag Heaven are cast, 
bands, or when lap-dogs, breathe their last! 
ich china vessels, fallen from high, 

ig dust, and painted fragments lie. 
eaths of triumph now my temples twine! 
cried ;) the glorious prize is mine ! 
1 in streams, or birds delight in air, 
rach and six the British fair ; 
s Atalantis shall be read, 
all pillow grace a lady’s bed ; 
its shall be paid on solemn days, 
nerous wax-lights in bright order blaze: 
nphs take treats, or assignations give, 
ΙΥ̓ honour, name, and praise shall live ! 
» would spare from steel receives its date, 
iments, like men, submit to fate: 

d the labour of the gods destroy, 
: to dust the imperial towers of Troy ; 

d the works of mortal pride confound, 
triumphal arches to the ground. 


Not ardent lovers robb’d of all their bliss, 
Not ancient ladies when refused a kiss, 
Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 
Not Cynthia when her mantua’s pinn’d awry, 
E’er felt such rage, resentment, and despair, 
As thou, sad virgin! for thy ravish’d hair. 
For, that sad moment, when the Sylphs withdrew 
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 
Umbriel, a dusky, melancholy sprite, 
As ever sullied the fair face of light, 
Down to the central earth, his proper scene, 
Repair'd to search the gloomy cave of Spleen. 
Swift on his sooty pinions flits the Gnome, 
And in a vapour reach'd the dismal dome. 
No cheerful breeze this sullen region knows, 
The dreadful east is all the wind that blows. 
Here in a grotto, shelter’d close from air, 
And screen’d in shades from day's detested glare, 
She sighs for ever on her pensive bed, 
Pain at her side, and Megrim at her head. 
Two handmaids wait the throne: alike in place, 
But differing far in figure and in face. 
Here stood Ill-nature like an ancient maid, 
Her wrinkled form in black and white array’d ; 
With store of prayers, for mornings, nights, and noons, 
Her hand is fill'd: her bosom with lampoons. 
There Affectation, with a sickly mien, 
Shows in her cheek the roses of eighteen, 
Practised to lisp, and hang the head aside, 
Faints into airs, and Janguishes with pride, 
On the rich quilt sinks with becoming woe, 
Wrapp’d in a gown, for sickness and for show 
The fair ones feel such maladies as these, 
When each new night-dress gives a new disease. 
A constant vapour o’er the palace flies ; 
Strange phantoms rising as the mists arise ; 
Dreadful, as hermits’ dreams in haunted shades, 
Or bright, as visions of expiring maids ; 
Now glaring fiends, and snakes on rolling spires, 
Pale spectres, gaping tombs, and purple fires : 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elysian scenes, 
And crystal domes, and angels in machines. 
Unnumber'd throngs on every side are seen, 
Of bodies changed to various forms by Spleen. 
Here living tea-pots stand, one arm held out, 
One bent; the handle this, and that the spout ; 
A pipkin there, like Homer’s tripod walks; 
Here sighs a jar, and there a goose-pie talks ; 
Men prove with child, as powerful fancy works, 
And maids, turn’d bottles, call aloud for corks. 
Safe pass’d the Gnome through this fantastic band, 
A branch of healing spleen-wort in his hand. 
‘Then thus address'd the power ; ‘Hail, wayward queen, 
Who rule the sex from fifty to fifteen: 
Parent of vapours, and of female wit, 
Who give the hysteric, or poetic fit, 
On various tempers act by various ways, 
Make some take physic, others scribble plays : 


ider then, fair nymph! thy hairs should fee}| Who cause the proud their visits to delay, 


iering force of unresisted steel 7᾽ 


CANTO IV. 


‘as cares the pensive nymph opprese’d, 
t passions labour’d in her breast. 

ful kings in battle seized alive, 

‘al virgins who their charms survive, 


And send the godly in a pet to pray. 

A nymph there is, that all thy power disdains, 
And thousands more in equal mirth maintains. 
But oh! if e’er thy Gnome could spoil a grace 
Or raise a pimple in a beauteous face, 

Like citron-waters, matrons' cheeks inflame, 
Or change complexions at a losing game; 

If e’er with airy horns I planted heads, 

Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 
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Or caused suspicion when no soul was rude, 

Or discomposed the head-dress of a prude, 

Or e’er to costive lap-dogs gave disease, 

Which not the tears of brightest eyes could ease: 
Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin: 

That single act gives half the world the spleen.’ 

The goddess with a discontented air 
Seems to reject him, though she grants his prayer. 
A wondrous bag with both her hands she binds, 
Like that where once Ulysses held the winds ; 
There she collects the force of female lungs, 
Sighs, sobs, and passions, and the war of tongues. 
A vial next she fills with fainting fears, 

Soft sorrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 
The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 
Spreads his black wings, and slowly mounts to day. 

Sunk in Thalestris’ arms the nymph he found, 
Her eyes dejected and her hair unbound. 

Full o’er their heads the swelling bag he rent, 
And all the furies issued at the vent. 
Belinda burns with more thgn mortal ire, 
And fierce Thdlestris fans the rising fire. 
*O wretched maid!" she spread her hands, and cried, 
{While Hampton's echoes, ‘wretched maid!’ replied,) 
Was it for this you took such constant care 
The bodkin, comb, and essence to prepare 7 
For this your locks in paper durance bound ? 
For this with torturing irons wreathed around 7 
For this with fillets strain’d your tender head, 
And bravely bore the double loads of lead? 
Gods! shall the ravisher display your hair, 
While the fops envy, and the ladies stare ? 
Honour forbid! at whose unrivall’d shrine 
Ease, pleasure, virtue, all our sex resign. 
Methinks already I your tears survey, 
Already hear the horrid things they say, 
Already see you a degraded toast, 
And all your honour in a whisper lost ! 
How shall I, then, your hapless fame defend ? 
*T will then be infamy to seem your friend ! 
And shall this prize, the inestimable prize, 
Exposed through crystal to the gazing eyes, 
And heighten’d by the diamond’s circling rays, 
On that rapacious hand for ever blaze ? 
Sooner shall grass in Hyde-park circus grow, 
And wits take lodgings in the sound of Bow! 
Sooner let air, earth, sea, to chaos fall, 
Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, perish all!’ 

She said; then raging to sir Plume repairs, 
And bids her beau demand the precious hairs : 
‘Sir Plume of amber snuff-box justly vain, 

And the nice conduct of a clouded cane :) 

With earnest eyes, and round unthinking face, 

He first the snuff-box open’d, then the case, 

And thus broke out :—‘ My Lord, why, what the devil? 
Z——<ls‘ damn the lock: fore Gad, you must be civil! 
Plague οὐ τ, ‘tis past a jest—nay pr’ythee, pox! 

Give her the hair.'—He spoke, and rapp'd his box. 

‘It grieves me much (replied the peer again) 
Who epeaks so well should ever speak in vain; 
But by this lock, this sacred lock, I swear, 
(Wh.ch never more shall join its parted bair; 
Which never more its honours shall renew, 
Clipp'd from the lovely head where late it grew) 
That while my nostrils draw the vital air, 

This hand, which won it, shall fur ever wear.’ 
He spoke, aud speaking, in proud triumph spread 
The long-contended honours of her head. 


But Umbriel, hateful Gnome! forbears not so; 
He breaks the vial whence the sorrows flow. 
Then sec! the nymph in beauteous grief appears, 
Her eyes half-languishing, half-drown’d in tears; 
On her heaved bosom hung her drooping head, 
Which, with a sigh, she raised ; and thus she said: 

‘ For ever cursed be this detested day, 

Which snatch’d my best, my favourite curl away. 
Happy ! ah, ten times happy had I been, 

If Hampton-Court these eyes had never seen! 
Yet am not I the first mistaken maid 

By love of courts to numerous ills betray’d. 

Oh had I rather unadmired remain'd 

In some lone isle, or distant northern land ; 
Where the gilt chariot never marks the way, 
Where none learn ombre, none ere taste bohea! 
There kept my charms conceal'd from mortal eye, 
Like roses, that in deserts bloom and die. 

What moved my mind with youthful lords to roam 
Oh had I staid, and said my prayers at home! 

*T was this, the morning omens seem’d to tell; 
Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-box fell : 
The tottering china shook without a wind, 

Nay, Poll sat mute, and Shock was most unkind! 
A Sylph too warn’d me of the threats of fate, 

In mystic visions, now believed too late! 

See the poor remnant of these slighted hairs! 

My hand shall rend what e’en thy rapine spares. 
These in two sable ringlets taught to break, 

Once gave new beauties to the snowy neck; 

The sister-lock now sits uncouth, alone, 

And in its fellow’s fate foresces its own; 
Uncurl'd it hangs, the fatal shears demands, 

And tempts once more thy sacrilegious hands, 
Oh, hadst thou, cruel! been content to seize 
Hairs less in sight, or any hairs but these !’ 


CANTO V. 


Sue said; the pitying audience melt in tears ; 
But fate and Jove had stopp'd the baron’s ears. 
In vain Thalestris with reproach assails, 

For who can move when fair Belinda fails? 
Not half so fix’d the Trojan could remain, 
While Anna begg'd, and Dido raged in vain. 
Then grave Clarissa graceful waved her fan; 
Silence ensued, and thus the nymph began : 

‘Say, why are beauties praised and honour’d most 
The wise man’s passion, and the vain man’s toast? 
Why deck’'d with all that land and sea afford? 
Why angels call’d, and angel-like adored ? 

Why round ourcoaches crowd the white-gloved beaux 
Why bows the side-box from its inmost rows? 
How vain are all these glorics, 81} our pains, 
Unless good sense preserve what beauty gains: 
That men may say, when we the front box grace, 
Behold the first in virtue as in face ! 

Oh! if to dance all night and dress all day, 
Charm'd the small-pox, or chased old age away, 
Who would not scorn what housewife's cares product, 
Or who would learn one earthly thing of use? 

To patch, nay ogle, may become a saint ; 

Nor could it sure be such a sin to paint. 

But since, alas! frai] beauty must decay ; 

Curl’d or uncurl'd, since locks will turn to gray; 
Since painted, or not painted, all shall fade, 

And she who scorns a man must die a maid; 
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What then remains but well our power to use, 
And keep good-humonr still, whate’er we lose ? 
And trust me, dear! good-humour can prevail, 


When airs, and flights, and screams, and scolding fail. 


Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll ; 
Charms strike the sight, but merit wins the soul.’ 
So spoke the dame, but no applause cnsued : 

Belinda frown’d, Thalestris call’d her prude. 
To arms, to armns!’ the fierce virago cries, 
And swift as lightning to the combat flies : 
All side in parties, and begin the attack ; 


Fans clap, silks rustle, and tough whalebones crack ; 


Heroes’ and heroines’ shouts confusedly rise, 

And base and treble voices strike the skies. 

No common weapons in their hands are found; 

Like gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 
So when bold Homer makes the gods engage, 

And heavenly breasts with human passions rage; 

Gainst Pallas, Mars; Iatona, Hermes amns; 

And all Olympus rings with loud alarms; 

Jove's thunder roars, heaven trembles all around, 


Blue Neptune storms, the bellowing deeps resound, 
Earth shakes her nodding towers,the ground gives way, 


And the pale ghosts start at the flash of day! 

Triumphant Umbriel, on a sconce’s height, 
Clapp'd his glad wings, and sat to view the fight : 
Propp'd on their bodkin-spears, the sprites survey 
The growing combat, or assist the fray. 


While through the press enraged Thalestris flies 


And scatters death around from both her eyes, 
A beau and witling perish’d in the throng, 
One died in metaphor, and one in song. 
Ocrel nymph! a living death 1 bear, 
Cned Dapperwit, and sunk beside his chair. 
A mournful glance sir Fopling upwards cast : 
‘Those eyes are made so killing—’ was his last. 
Thus on Meander's flowery margin lies 
expiring swan, and as he sings he dies. 


When bold sir Plume had drawn Clarissa down, 


hloe stepp’d in, and kill’d him with a frown; 

She smiled to see the doughty hero slain, 
ν at her smile, the beau revived again. 

Now Jove suspends his golden scales in air, 
Weighs the men’s wits against the lady’s hair; 
The doubtful beam long nods from side to side; 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs subside. 

See fierce Belinda on the baron flies, 
vith more than usual lightning in her eyes : 
Nor fear’d the chief the unequal fight to try, 

tought no more than on his foe to die. 

But this bold lord, with manly strength endued, 
She with one finger and a thumb eubdued : 
Juz where the breath of life his nostrils drew, 
A charge of snuff the wily virgin threw ; 

Gnomes direct, to every atom just, 

pungent grains of titillating dust. 
Sadden with starting tears each eye o’erflows, 
And the high dome re-echoes to his nose. 

‘Now meet thy fate,’ incensed Belinda cried, 

And drew a deadly bodkin from her side; 
(The same, his ancient personage ‘o deck, 
Her great-great-grandsire wore about his neck, 
In three seal-rings ; which after, melted down, 
Form’d a vast backle for his widow’s gown: 
Her infant grandame’s whistle next it grew, 
The bells she jingled, and the whistle blew ; 

Ἢ in a bodkin graced her mother’s hairs, 

long she wore, and now Belinda wears.) 


‘Boast not my fall,’ he cried, ‘ insulting foe ! 
Thou by some other shall be laid as low. 

Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind: 
All that I dread is leaving you behind ! 
Rather than so, ah let me stil} survive, 
And burn in Cupid's flames—but burn alive.’ 

‘Restore the lock,’ she cries; and all around, 
‘Restore the lock !’ the vaulted roofs rebound. 
Not fierce Othello in so loud a strain 
Roar’d for the handkerchief that caused his pain. 
But see how oft ambitious aims are cross'd. 

And chiefs contend till all the prize is lost! 

The lock, obtain’d with guilt, and kept with pain, 
In every place is sought, but sought in vain : 
With such a prize no mortal must be bless'd : 

So Heaven decrees ! with Heaven who can contest? 
Some thought it mounted to the lunar sphere, 
Since all things lost on earth are treasured there : 

There herocs’ wits are kept in ponderous vases, 
And beaus’ in snuff-boxes and tweezer cases : 
There broken vows and denth-bed alms are found, 
And lovers’ hearts with ends of riband bound; 
The courtier’s promises, and sick man’s prayers, 
The smiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 
Cages for gnats, and chains to yoke a flea, 

Dried butterflies, and tomes of casuistry. 

But trust the muse—she saw it upward rise, 
Though mark’'d by none but quick poetic eyes ; 
(So Rome's great founder to the heavens withdrew 
To Proculus alone confess’d in view :) 

A sudden star it shot through liquid air, 

And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 

Not Berenice’s locks first rose so bright, 

The heavens bespangling with dishevell’d light. 
The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies, 

And pleased pursue its progress through the skies. 

This the beau-monde shall from the Mall survey, 
And hail with music its propitions ray. 

This the bless’d lover shall for Venus take, 

And send up vows from Rosamonda’s lake. 

This Partridge soon shall view in cloudless skies, 
When next he looks through Galileo’s eyes ; 

And hence the egregious wizard shall foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 

Then cease, bright nymph! to mourn thy ravish'd hair 
Which adds new glory to the shining sphere! 
Not all the tresses that fair head can boast, 

Shall draw such envy as the lock you lost. 

For, after all the murders of your eye, 

When, after millions slain, yourself shall die ; 
When those fair suns shall set, as set they must, 
And all those tresses shall be laid in dust, 

This lock the muse shall consecrate to fame, 
And ‘midst the stars inscribe Belinda’s name. 


ELEGY 


TO THE 
MEMORY OF AN UNFORTUNATE LADY. 


Waar beckoning ghost, along the moonlight shade, 
Invites my steps, and points to yonder glade ? 
"Tis she !—but why that bleeding bosom gored ? 
Why dimly gleams the visionary sword ? 
Oh ever beautcous, ever friendly! tell, 
Is it, in heaven, a crime to Jove too well ? 
To bear too tender, or too firm a heart ? 
To act a lover’s or a Roman's part ? 
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Is there no bright reversion in the sky, 
For those who greatly think, or bravely die? 
Why bade ye else, ye powers! her soul aspire 
Above the vulgar flight of low desire ? 
Ambition first sprung from your bless’d abodes 
The glorious fault of angels and of gods : 
Thence to their images on earth it flows, 
And in the breasts of kings and heroes glows. 
Most souls, "tis true, but peep out once an age; 
Dull sullen prisoners in the body's cage ; 
Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years, 
Useless, unseen, as Jamps in sepulchres ; 
Like eastern kings, a lazy state they keep, 
And, close confined to their own palace, sleep. 
From these perhaps (cre nature bade her die) 
Fate snatch'd her early to the pitying sky. 
As into air the purer spirits flow, 
And eeparate from their kindred dregs below : 
So flew the soul to its congenial place, 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 
But thou, false guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou mean deserter of thy brother's blood ! 
See on these ruby lips the trembling breath, 
These cheeks now fading at the blast of death ! 
Cold is that breast which warm’d the world before, 
And those love-darting eyes must roll no more. 
Thus, if eternal justice rules the ball, 
Thus shall your wives, and thus your children fall: 
On all the line a sudden vengeance waits, 
And frequent hearees shall besiege your gates: 
There passengers shal! stand, and pointing, say, 
(While the long funerals blacken all the way,) 

Lo! these were they, whose souls the furies steel’d, 
And cursed with hearts unknowing how to yield.’ 
Thus unlamented pass the proud away, 

The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day ! 
So perish all whose breast ne’er learn'd to glow 
For others’ good, or melt at others’ woe. 

What can atone (oh ever injured shade !) 
Thy fate unpitied, and thy rites unpaid 7 
No friend’s complaint, no kind domestic tear 
Pleased thy pale ghost, or graced thy mournful bier: 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were closed, 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs composed, 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn’d, 
By strangers honour’d and by strangers mourn’d ! 
What though no friends in sable weeds appear, 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public show ? 
What though no weeping loves thy ashes grace, 
Nor polish’d marble emulate thy face ? 
What though no sacred earth allow thee room, 
Nor hallow’d dirge be mutter’d o’er thy tomb 7 
Yet shall thy grave with rising flowers be dress’d 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast: 
There shall the morn her earliest tears bestow, 
There the first roses of the year shall blow ; 
While angels with their silver wings o’ershade 
The ground now sacred by thy reliques made. 
So, peaceful rests, without a stone, a name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 
How loved, how honour'd once, avails thee not, 
To whom related, or by whom begot ; 
A heap of dust alone remains of thee : 

Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be ! 

Poets themselves must full, like those they sung; 
Deaf the praised ear, and mute the tuneful tongue : 


E’en he whose soul now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall shortly waat the generous tear he pays ; 
Then from his closing eyes thy form shall part, 
And the last pang shall tear thee from his heart 
Life’s idle business at one gasp be o’er, 

The muse forgot, and thou beloved no more! 


PROLOGUE 
Tc Mr. Addison's Tragedy of Cato. 


To wake the soul by tender strokes of art, 

To raise the genius, and to mend the heart; 

To make mankind in conscious virtue bold, 

Live o’er each scene, and be what they behold: 

For this the Tragic Musc first trod the stage, 

Commanding tears to stream through every age : 

Tyrants no more their savage nature kept, 

And foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept. 
Our author shuns by vulgar springs to move 

The hero's glory, or the virgin’s love ; 

In pitying love, we but our weakness show, 

And wild ambition well deserves its woe. 

Ilere tears shall flow from a more generous cause, 

Such tears as patriots shed for dying laws ; 

He bids your breasts with ancient ardour rise, 

And calls furth Roman drops from British eyes. 

Virtue confess'd in human shape he draws, 

What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was: 

No common object to your sight displays, 

But what with pleasure Heaven itself surveys, 

A brave man struggling in the storms of fate, 

And greatly falling with a falling state. 

While Cato gives his little senate laws, 

What bosom beats not in his country's cause ? 

Who sees him act, but envies every deed ? 

Who hears him groan, and does not wish to bleed! 

F’en when proud Cwxsar, midst trinmphal cary, 

The spoils of nations, and the pomp of war, 

Ignobly vain, and impotently great, 

Show'd Rome her Cato’s figure drawn in state ; 

As her dead father’s reverend image pass’d, 

The pomp was darken’d, and the day o’ercast; 

The triumph ceased, tears gush'd from every eye; 

The world’s great victor pass’d unheeded by : 

Her last good man dejected Rome adored, 

Aud honour'’d Casar’s less than Cato’s sword. 
Britons, attend : be worth like this approved, 

And show, you have the virtue to be moved. 

With honest scorn the first famed Cato view'd 

Rome learning arts from Greece, whom she subdaed 

Your scene precariously subsists too long 

On French translation and Italian song : 

Dare to have sense yourselves ; assert the stage, 

Be justly warm'd with your own native rage: 

Such plays alone should win a British ear 

As Cato’s self had not disdain’d to hear. 


EPILOGUE 
TO MR. ROWE'S JANE SHORE. 
Designed for Mrs. Oldfield. 


Propiciovs this! the frail-one of our play 
From her own sex should mercy find to-day! 
You might have held the pretty head aside, _ 
Peep'd in your fans, been serious, thus, and 
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—but that strange creature Shore} Say, lovely youth, that dost my heart command, 


7—I so hate a whore !’— Can Phaon’s cyes forget his Sappho’s hand ? 
rubs his thoughtless skull, Must then her name the wretched writer prove, 
+ he was not borna fool ; To thy remembrance lost, as to thy love? 
ner you shall hear, Ask not the cause that I new numbers choose, 
Lexpose yourself my dear! The lute neglected, and the Lyric Muse. 
aillery apart, Love taught my tears in sadder notes to flow, 
giving at their heart ; And tuned my heart to elegies of woe. 

custom so contrive, I burn, 1 burn, as when through ripen’d corn 
20d-natured things alive. By driving winds the spreading flames are borne, 
te, who tell another tale, Phaon to Etna’s scorching fields retires, 

envy while they rail ; While I consume with more than Etna’s fires! 
etrays the fire within ; No more my soul a charm in music finds, 
'r of the soul, they sin ; Music has charms alone for peaceful minds: 

ost scandalously nice, Soft scenes of solitude no more can please, 

a reserve of vice. Love enters there, and I’m my own disease. 
ho fleshly failings damne, No more the Lesbian dames my passion move, 
ἃ, or with her chaplain crams: | Once the dear objects of my guilty love ; 

oft nights and solid dinners? All other loves are lost in only thine, 

. with saints, and bed with sinners.| Ah, youth ungrateful to a flame like mine! 

ir in the wife offends, Whom would not all those blooming charms surprise, 
rat will make amends : Those heavenly looks, and dear deluding eyes ? 
e, tender, and forgiving, The harp and bow would you like Phebus bear, 
good creatures may be living A brighter Phebus Phaon might appear : 
pardon’d breach of vows; Would you with ivy wreathe your flowing hai, 
8 no relentless spouse : Not Bacchus’ self with Phaon could compare : 
“s his name, that writes his life ? | Yet Phabus loved, and Bacchus felt the flame, 
learly loved his wife : One Daphne warm’d, and one the Cretan dame ; 
‘ht or so, should need her, Nymphs thst in verse no more could rival me, 

Γ 85 a special breeder. Than e’en those gods contend in charms with thee 
here would scruple make; The muses teach me all their softest lays, 

you all would take her back? And the wide world resounds with Sappho’s praise 
ἐς chief our stage may ring, Though great Alcxus more sublimely sings, 

ras the glorious thing. And strikes with bolder rage the sounding strings, 
ge, was a suge, tis true, No less renown attends the moving lyre, 

ry—but what's that to you 7 Which Venus tunes, and all her loves inspire ; 
ples ne'er were made to fit ye, Τὸ me what nature has in charms denied, 

i might instruct the city. Is well by wit's more lasting flames supplied. 

‘st man may copy Cato, Though short my stature, yet my name extends 
xd sword, or look'd in Plato. To heaven itself, and earth’s remotest ends. 

unk it a disgrace, Brown as I am, an Ethiopian dame 

thus perks it in your face ; Inspired young Perseus with a generous flame ; 
iling flesh and blood, Turtles and doves of different hues unite, 
nudently good ; And glossy jet is pair’d with shining white. 

t matrons of the town If to no charms thou wilt thy heart resign, 


s, and stare the strumpet down. | But such as merit, such as equal thine, 
By none, alas! by none thou canst be moved : 
Phaon alone by Phaon must be loved ! 


10 TO PITAON. Yet once thy Sappho could thy cares employ; 
| . . Once in her arms you centred all your Joy: 
feenth of Ovid's Epistles. No time the dear remembrance ean remove, 
\RGUMENT. For, oh ! how vast a memory has love ! 


‘xquisite beauty, was deeply ena-| My music, then you could for ever hear, 
ilady of Lesbos, from whoin he met} And all my words were music to your ear. 
returns of passion: but his affec-| you stopp'd with kisses my enchanting tongue, 
a a he ἮΝ her and rales for And found my kisses sweeter than my song. 
οἷ e loss of h ver, : - 
δ mad suggestions of despair; and In all J pleased, but nn mn what he best , 
nedy for her present miseries, re- And the last Joy was dearer than the rest. . 
‘self into the sea, from Leucate, a] Then with each word, each glonce, cach motion fired, 
‘us, Which was thought a cure in} You still enjoy’d, and yet you stil] desired, 
ve, and therefore had obtained the} Till all dissolving in the trance we lay, 
‘a Teap. But before she ventured! And in tumultuous raptures died away. 
entertaining stil sume fond hopes ΤΉΝ fair Sicilians now thy soul inflame: 
um her inconstant, she wrote hin Why was I born, ye gods! a Lesbian dame ? 
an . . . . 4 i ° 
b ehe Ves hun mene pickire But ah, beware, Sicilian nymphs! nor boast 
misery, occasioned by his absence : ’ . . ᾿ 
rall the artful insinuations and| Phat wandering heart which I so lately lost ; 
she is mistress of, to south him to| Nor be with all those tempting words abused, 


I feeling. (Axon.) Those tempting words were all to Sappho used. 
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And yon that rule Sicilia’s happy plains, 

Have pity, Venus, on your poet’s pains! 

Shall fortune still in one sad tenor run, 

And still increase the woes so soon begun ? 
Inured to sorrow from my tender years, 

My parent's ashes drank my early tears : 

My brother next, neglecting wealth and fame, 
Ignobly burn’d in a destructive flame ; 

An infant daughter late my griefs increased, 

And all a mother’s cares distract my breast. 
Alas! what more could fate itself impose, 

But thee, the last and greatest of my woes? 

No more my robes in waving purple flow, 

Nor on my hand the sparkling diamonds glow ; 
No more my locks, in ringlets curl’d, diffuse 

The costly sweetness of Arabian dews ; 

Nor braids of gold the varied tresses bind, 

That fly disordered with the wanton wind : 

For whom should Sappho use euch arts as these ? 
fTe’s gone, whom only she desired to please ! 
Cupid's light darts my tender bosom move, 

Still is there cause for Sappho still to love: 

So from my birth the Sisters fixed my doom, 
And gave to Venus all my life to come ; 

Or, while my muse in melting notes complains, 
My yielding heart keeps measure to my strains. 
By charms like thine, which all my sou] have won, 
Who might not—ah! who would not be undone ? 
For those Aurora Cephalus might scorn, 

And with fresh blushes paint the conscious morn : 
For those might Cynthia Jengthen Phaon’s sleep, 
And bid Endymion nightly tend his sheep : 
Venus for those had rapt thee to the skies, 

But Mars on thee might louk with Venus eyes. 

O scarce a youth, yet scarce a tender boy ! 

O useful time for lovers to employ ! 

Pride of thy age and glory of thy race, 

Come to these arms, and melt in this embrace ! 
The vows you never will return, receive ; 

And take at least the love you will not give. 

See, while I write, my words are lost in tears! 
The less my sense, the more my love appears. 
Sure ‘twas not much to bid one kind adieu ; 

(At least to feign was never hard to you !) 
‘Farewell, my Lesbian love,’ you might have said ; 
Or coldly thus, ‘ Farewell, oh Lesbian maid !" 
No tear did you, no parting kiss reccive, 

Nor knew 1 then how much I was to grieve. 

No lover's gift your Sappho could confer, 

And wrongs and woes were all you left with her, 
No charge I gave you, and no charge could give, 
But this, ‘ Be mindful of your loves, and live.’ 
Now by the Nine, those powers adored by me, 
And Love, the god that ever waits on thee, 
When first I heard (from whom I hardly knew) 
That you were fled, and all my joys with you, 
Like some sad statue, speechless, pale 1 stood, 


Grief chill’d my breast, and stopp’d my freezing blood ; 


No sigh to rise, no tear had power to flow, 
Fix'd in a stupid lethargy of wo: 

But when its way the impetuous passion found, 
] rend my tresses, and my breast I wound ; 

I rave ; then weep ; I curse, and then complain ; 
Now swell to rage, now melt in tears again. 
Not fiercer pangs distract the mournful] dame, 
Whose first-born infant feeds the funeral flame. 
My scornful brother with a smile appears, 
nsults my woes, and triumphs in my tears: 


His hated image ever haunts my eyes; 
‘And why this grief? thy daughter lives,’ he cries 
Stung with my love, and furious with despair, 
All torn my garments, and my bosom bare, 
My woes, thy crimes, I to the world proclaim: 
Such inconsistent things are love and shame! 
Tis thou art all my care and my delight, 
My daily longing, and my dream by night. 
O night, more pleasing than the brightest day, 
When fancy gives what absence takes away, 
And dress’d in all its visionary charms, 
Restores my fair deserter to my arms! 
Then round your neck in wanton wreaths I twine; 
Then you, methinks, as fondly circle mine: 
A thousand tender words I hear and speak; 
A thousand melting kisses give and take: 
Then fiercer joys: I blush to mention these, 
Yet, while I blush, confess how much they please. 
But when, with day, the sweet delusions tly, 
And all things wake to life and joy, but I; 
As if once more forsaken, I complain, 
And close my eyes to dream of you again ; 
Then frantic rise, and like some fury rove 
Through lonely plains, and through the silent grove 
As if the silent grove, and Jonely plains, 
That knew my pleasures, could relieve my pains. 
I view the grotto, once the scene of love, 
The rocks around, the hanging roofs above, 
That charm'd me more, with native moss o’ergrown 
Than Phrygian marble, or the Parian stone. 
I find the shades that veil'd our joys before ! 
But, Phaon gone, those shades delight no more. 
Here the press'd herbs with bending tops betray 
Where oft entwined in amorous folds we lay ; 
I kiss that earth which once was pressed by you, 
And all with tears the withering herbs bedew. 
For thee the fading trees appear to mourn, 
And birds defer their songs ull thy return: 
Night shades the grove, and all in silence lie, 
All but the mournful Philomel and I: 
With mournful Philome] J join my strain, 
Of Tereus she, of Phaon [ complain. 
A spring there is, whose silver waters show, 
Clear as a glass, the shining sands below ; 
A flowery lotos spreads its arms above, 
Shades all the bunks, and scems itself a grove: 
Eternal greens the mosey margin grace, 
Watch’d by the sylvan genius of the place. 
Here as I lay, and swell'd with tears the flood, 
Before my sight a watery virgin stood : 
She stood and cried, ὁ Ὁ you that love in vain; 
Fly hence, and seek the fair Leucadian main: 
There stands a rock, from whose impending steep 
Apollo's fane surveys the rolling deep ; 
There injured lovers, leaping from above, 
Their flames extinguish, and forget to love. 
Deucalion once with hopeless fury burn’d, 
In vain he loved ; relentless Pyrrha scorn'd : 
But when from hence he plunged into the mann, 
Deucalion scorn’d, and Pyrrha loved in vai 
Haste, Sappho, haste, from high Leucadia throw 
Thy wretched weight, nor dread the deeps below -' 
She spoke, and vanish’d with the voice—I rise, 
And silent tears fall trickling from my eyes 
I go, ye nymphs! those rocks and seas to prove; 
How much I fear, but ah, how much 1 love! 
I go, ye nymphs! where furious love inspires; 
Let female fears submit to female tires. 


ELOISA TO ABELARD. 


id seas I fly from Phaon’s hate, 

‘om seas and rocks a milder fate. 

ales, beneath my body blow, 

ay me on the waves below! 

ind Love, my sinking limbs sustain, 
soft wings, and waft me o’er the main, 
ver’s death the guiltless flood profane! 
shrine my harp I'll then bestow, 
cription shall be plac’d below; 

rho sung, to him who did inspire, 
*hoebus consecrates her lyre; 

with Sappho, Phebus, suits with thee, 
» giver, and the god agree.’ 

alas! relentless youth, ah why 

eas must tender Sappho fly ? 

ει than those may far more powerful be, 
s’ self is less a god to me. 

hou doom me to the rocks and sea, 
faithless, and more hard than they ? 
hou rather sec this tender breast 

nese rocks, than to thy bosom press’d? 
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their days to religion. It was many years after this 
separation, that a letter of Abelard'’s to a friend, 
which contained the history of his misfortune, fell 
into the hands of Eloisa. This awakening all hes 
tenderness, occasioned those celebrated jetters (out of 
which the following is partly extracted) which give so 
lively a picture of the struggles of grace and nature, 
virtue and passion. 


In these deep solitudes and awful cells, 
Where heavenly-pensive contemplation dwells, 
And ever-musing melancholy reigns, 

What means this tumult in a vestal’s veins ? 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this last retreat ? 
Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat ? 
Yet, yet ἴ love !—From Abelard it came, 

And Eloisa yet must kiss the name. 

Dear fatal name! rest ever unreveal’d, 

Nor pass these lips, in holy silence seal’d . 
Hide it, my heart, within that close disguise, 
Where, mix’d with God's, his loved idea lies: 
O, write it not, my hand—the name appears 


which once, in vain! you liked so well; | Already written—wash it out, my tears! 
oves play'd, and where the muses dwell 718 vain lost Eloisa weepe and prays ; 


uses NOW NO More inspire ; 

‘Jute, and silent is my lyre ; 

numbers have forgot to flow, 

inks beneath a weight of wo. 

virgins, and ye Lesbian dames, 

ay verse, and objects of my flames, 

ur groves with my glad songs shall ring, 


hese hands shall touch the trembling 


s fied, and I those arts resign, 

I am, to call that Phaon mine !) 
youth, return, and bring along 

γα], and vigour to my song: 

_ thee, the poet’s flame expires ; 

v fiercely burn the lover's fires! 

10 prayers, no sighs, no numbers move 
heart, or teach it how to love? 

ny prayers, my sighs, my numbers bear, 
rinds have Jost them all in air! 

as’. shall more auspicious gales 

id eyea restore thy welcome sails? 
-—ah, why these long delays ? 

» diea while careless Phaon stays. 

y bark, nor fear the watery plain; 
ee shall smooth her native main. 

y bark, secure of prosperous gales ; 
ee shall spread the swelling sails. 
y—(yet ah! what cause can be, 
auth, that you should fly from me 7) 
Phaon I must hope for ease, 

ek it from the raging seas : 

as unpitied 1᾽}} remove, 

ease to live, or cease to love! 


-....»»οΘ0ὃᾧὩ6ῳᾳ....... 


ISA ΤῸ ABELARD. 


ARGUMENT. 


Eloisa flourished in the twelfth century, 
two of the most distinguished persons of 
ἃ learning and beauty, but for nothing 


Her heart still dictates, and her hand obeys. 
Relentless walle! whose darksome round contains 
Repentant sighs, and voluntary pains : 
Ye rugged rocks! which holy knees have worn ; 
Ye grots and caverns shagg’d with horrid thorn ; 
Shrines ! where their vigils pale-eyed virgins keep ; 
And pitying saints, whose statues learn to weep; 
Though cold like you, unmoved and silent grown, 
I have not yet forgot myself to stone. 
All is not Heaven’s while Abelard has part: 
Sull rebel nature holds out half my heart; 
Nor prayers nor fasta its stubborn pulse restrain, 
Nor tears for ages taught to flow in vain. 
Soon as thy letters trembling I unclose, 
That well-known name awakens all my woes; 
Oh, name for ever sad! for ever dear. 
Still breathed in sighs, still ushered with a tear. 
I tremble too, where’er my own I find, 
Some dire misfortune follows close behind 
Line after linc my gushing eyes o’erflow, 
Led through a sad variety of wo: 
Now warm in love, now withering in my bloom, 
Lost in a convent’s solitary gloom ! 
There stern religion quench’d the unwilling flame; 
There died the best of passions, love and fame. 
Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Griefs to thy griefs, and echo sighs to thine. 
Nor foes nor fortune take this power away ; 
And is my Abelard less kind than they ? 
Tears still are mine, and those I need not spare; 
Love but demands what else were shed in prayer® 
No happier task these faded eyes pursue; 
To read and weep is all they now can do. 
Then share thy pain, allow that sad relief: 
Ah, more than share it, give me all thy grief. 
Heaven first taught letters for some wretch’s aid, 
Some banish’d lover, or some captive maid; 
They live, they speak, they breathe what love inspires 
Warm from the soul, and faithful to ite fires, 
The virgin’s wish without her fears impart, 
Excuge the blush, and pour out all the heart, 
Speed the soft intercourse from soul to soul, 


ms than for their unfortunate paseion.| And waft a sigh from Indus to the pole! 


g course of calamities they retired each to 


Thou know’st how guiltless first I met thy fame, 


myent, and coneccrated the remainder of | When love approach’d me under friendship’s name 
K 
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My fancy form’'d thee of angelic kind, 

Some emanation of the All-beauteous Mind, 
Those smiling eyes, attempering every ray, 
Shone swectly lambent with celestial day. 
Guiltless I gazed: Ileaven listen'd while you sung, 
And truths divine came mended from that tongue. 
From lips like those what precept fail’d to move? 
Too soon they taught me ‘twas no sin to love: 
Back through the paths of pleasing sense 1 ran, 
Nor νυ βῆ ἃ an angel whom I loved a man. 

Dim and remote the joys of saints I see, 

Nor envy them that heaven I lose for thee. 

How oft, when press’d to marriage, have I said; 
Curse on all laws but those which love has made! 
Love, free as air, at sight of human ties, 

Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. 
Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 
August her deed, and sacred be her fame ; 

Before true passion all those views remove ; 
Fame, wealth, and honour! what are you to love? 
The jealous god, when we profane his fires, 
Those restless passions in revenge inapires, 

And bids them make mistaken mortals groan, 
Who seek in love for aught but love alone. 
Should at my feet the world’s great master fall, 

_ Himself, his throne, his world, I'd scorn them all: 
Not Cesar’s empress would | deign to prove ; 

No, make me mistress to the mun I love. 

If there be yet another name more free, 

More fond than mistress, make me that to thee ! 
Oh, happy state ! when souls each other draw, 
When love is liberty, and nature law ; 

All then is full, possessing and possess’d, 

No craving void Jeft aching in the breast : 

E’en thought meets thought, ere from the lips it part, 
And each warm wish springs mutual from the heart. 
This sure is bliss (if bliss on earth there be) 

And once the Jot of Abelard and me. 

Alas, how changed ! what sudden horrors rise! 
A naked lover bound and bleeding lies ! 

Where, where was Eloise? her voice, her hand, 
Her poniard had opposed the dire command. 
Barbarian, stay! that bloody stroke restrain : 
The crime was common, common be the pain. 
I can no more; by shame, by rage suppress'd, 
Let tears and burning blushes speak the rest. 

Canst thou forget that sad, that solemn day, 
When victims at yon altar’s foot we lay ? 

Canst thou forget what tears that moment fell, 
When, warm in youth, I bade the world farewell 1 
As with cold lips 1 kiss’d the sacred veil, 

The shrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale ; 
Heaven scarce believed the conquest it survey'd, 
And saints with wonder heard the vows I made, 
Yet then, to those dread altars as I drew, 

Not on the cross my eyes were fix'd, but you: 
Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call ; 

And if I Jose thy love, I lose my all. 

Come, with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe ; 
Thove still at least are left thee to bestow, 

Still on that breast enamour'd let me lie, 

Sul drink delicious poison from thy eye, 

Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be press’d; 

Give all thou canst—and Jet me dream the rest. 
Ah, no! instruct ine other joys to prize, 

With other beauties charm my partial eyes : 

Full in my view set all the bright abode, 

And mile my soul quit Abelard for God. 
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Ah! think at least thy flock deserves thy care, 
Plants of thy hand. and children of thy prayer. 
From the false world in early youth they fied, 
By thee to mountains, wilds, and deserts led, 
You raised these hallow’d walls ; the desert emiled 
And paradise was open'd in the wild. 

No weeping orphan saw his father’s stores 

Our shrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors ; 
No silver saints, by dying misers given, 

ΠῚ τα bribe the rage of ill-requited Heaven ; 
But such plain roofs as piety could raise, 

And only vocal with the Maker's praise. 

Jn these Jone walls (their days eternal bound) 
These moss-grown domes with spiry turrets crows'd, 
Where awful arches make a noon-day night, 
And the dim windows shed a solemn light, 
Thy eyes diffiised a reconciling ray, 

And gleams of glory brighten'd all the day: 
But now no face divine contentment wears ; 
Tis all blank sadness, or continual tears. 

See how the force of others’ prayers I try, 

(Oh pious fraud of amorous charity !) 

But why should I on others’ prayers depend ? 
Come thou, my father, brother, husband, friend! 
Ah, let thy handmaid, sister, daughter, move, 
And all those tender names in one, thy love! 
The darksome pines that o'er yon rocks reclined, 
Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind. 
The wandering streams that shine between the hill, 
The grots that echo to the tinkling rills, 

The dying gales that pant upon the trees, 

The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze; 

No more these scenes my meditation aid, 

Or lull to rest the visionary maid : 

But o'er the twilight groves and dusky caves, 
Long-sounding aisles, aud intermingled graves, 
Black melancholy sits, and round her throws 

A death-like silence, and a dread repose ; 

Her gloomy presence saddens all the scene, 
Shades every flower, and darkens every green, 
Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 

And breathes a browner horror on the woods. 

Yet here for ever, ever must I stay ; 

Sad proof how well a lover can obey ! 

Death, only death, can break the lasting chain; 
And here, e’en then, shall ny cold dust remain; 
Here all its frailties, all its fames resign, 

And wait till tis no sin to mix with thine. 

Ah, wretch! believed the spouse of God in vai, 
Confess'd within the slave of love and man. 
Assist me, Heaven! but whence arose that prayer! 
Sprung it from piety, or from despair? 

F’en here, where frozen chastity retires, 

Love finds cn altar for forbidden fires. 

I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought; 

I mourn the lover, not lament the fault; 

I view my crime, but kindle at the view, 
Repent old pleasures, and solicit new ; 

Now turn'd to heaven, I weep my past offence, 
Now think of thee, and curse my innocence. 
Of all affliction taught a lover yct, 

’Tis sure the hardest science to forget! 

How shall I lose the gin, yet keep the sense, 
And love the offender, yet detest the offence? 
How the dear object from the crime remore, 
Or how distinguish penitence from love? 
Unequal task ! a passion to resign, 

For hearts so touch’d, so picrced, so lost as mine! 
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t soul regains its peaceful state, 

1 must it love, how often Late ! 

1 hope, despair, resent, regret, 
lisdain—do all things but forget ! 
aven seize it, all at once ‘tis fired: 

"d, but rapt; not waken’d, but inspired ! 
; oh teach me nature to subdue, 

my love, my life, myself—and you. 
nd heart with God alone, for he 
rival, can succeed to thee. 

ppy is the blameless vestal’s lot ; 

| forgetting, by the world forgot! 
n-shine of the spotless mind ; 

er accepted, and each wish resign’d ; 
d rest that equal periods kcep ; 
slumbers that can wake and weep;’ 
imposed, affections ever even ; 
delight und sighs that waft to heaven. 
es around her with serenest beams, 
ering angels prompt her golden dreams ; 
e unfading rose of Eden blooms, 

3 of seraphs shed divine perfumes ; 

6 spouse prepares the bridal ring; 
hite virgins hymenzals sing ; 

: ΟΥ̓ heavenly harps she dies away, 

in visions of eternal day. 

Γ dreams my erring soul employ, 
raptures of unholy joy: 

he close of each sad sorrowing day, 
‘ores what vengeance snatch’d away, 
cience sleeps, and leaving nature free, 
se soul unbounded springs to thee. 
‘ar horrors of all-conscious night ! 
‘ing guilt exalts the keen delight! 
demons all restraint reinove, 

ithin me every source of love. 

ἡ view thee, gaze v’er all thy charms, 
| thy phantom glue my clasping arms. 
10 more I hear, no more I view, 

om flies me, as unkind as you. 

1; it hears not what I say: 

1y empty arms; it glides away. 

once more, I close my willing cyes: 
sions, dear deceits, arise ! 

iore ! methinks we wandering go 


reary wastes, and weep cach other’s woe, 


Rise in the grove, before the altar rise, 

Stain all my soul, and wanton in-my eyes. 

I waste the matin lamp in sighs for thee, 

Thy image steals between my God and me; 

Thy voice I seem in every hymn to hear, 

With every bead I drop too soft a tear. 

When from the censer clouds of fragrance roll, 

And swelling organs lift the rising soul, 

One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, 

Priests, tapers, temples, swim before my sight: 

In seas of flame my plunging soul is drown’d, 

While altars blaze, and angels tremble round. 
While prostrate here in humble grief I lie, 

Kind, virtuous drops just gathering in my eye, 

While, praying, trembling, in the dust I roll, 

And dawning grace is opening on my soul: 

Come, if thou darest, all-chartning as thou art ; 

Oppose thyself to Heaven; dispute my heart ; 

Come, with one glance of those deluding eyes 

Blot cut each bright idea of the skies ; 


Take back my fruitless penitence and prayers ; 
Snatch me, just mounting, from the blest abode, 
Assist the fiends, and tear me from my God ! 
No, fly me, fly me, far as pole from pole ; 
Rise Alps between us! and whole oceans roll : 
Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me, 
Nor share one pang of all I felt for thee. 
Thy oaths I quit, thy memory resign ; 
Forget, renounce me, hate whate’er was mine. 
Fair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet 1 view ') 
Long loved, adored ideas, all adieu ! 
O grace serene! O virtue heavenly fair! 
Divine oblivion of low thoughted care! 
Fresh-blooming hope, gay daughter of the sky ! 
And faith, our early immortality ! 
Enter, each mild, each amiable guest ; 
Receive and wrap me in eternal rest ! 
See in her cell sad Eloisa spread, 
Propp’d on some tomb, a neighbour of the dead, 
In each low wind methinks a spirit calls, 
And more than echoes talk along the walls 
Here, as 1 watch'd the dying lamp around, 
From yonder shrine I heard a hollow sound: 
‘Come, sister, come!’ it said, or seem’d to say, 
‘Thy place is here ; sad sister, come away ! 


nd some mouldering tower pale ivy creeps,| Once like thyself, I trembled, wept, and pray’d, 
row'd rocks hang nodding o'er the deeps. | Love's victim then, though now a sainted maid: 


u mount, you beckon from the skies ; 
*rpose, waves roar, and winds arise, 
art up, the same sad prospect find, 

to all the griefs I left behind. 

the Fates, severely kind, ordain 
pense from pleasure and from pain ; 
‘ong dead calm of χ᾽ ἃ repose ; 

hat riots, and no blood that glows. 
sea, ere winds werc taught to blow, 
spirit bade the waters flow ; 

slumbers of a saint furgiven, 

ΙΒ opening gleams of promised neaven 
belard ! for what hast thou to dread 7 
of Venus burns not for the deac.. 

ids check'd ; religion disapproves ; 

art cold—yet Eloisa loves. 

as, lasting flames! like those that burn 
e dead, and warm the unfruitful urn. 
enes appear where’er I turn my view! 
leas, where I fly, pursue, 


But all is calm in this eternal sleep ; 

Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep: 

E’en superstition loses every fear; — 

For God, not man, absolves our frailties here. 
I come, I come ! prepare your roseate bowers, 

Celestial palms, and ever-blooming flowers : 

Thither, where sinners may have rest, I go, 

Where flames refined in breasts seraphic glow : 

Thou, Abelard! the last sad office pay, 

And smooth my passage to the realms of day ; 

See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 

Suck my last breath, and catch my flying soul . 

Ah, no—in sacred vestments mayst thou stand, 

The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, 

Present the cross before my lifted eye, 

Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 

Ah, then thy once-loved Eloisa see ! 

It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 

See from my cheek the transient roses fly ! 

See the last sparkle languish in my eye! 


Take back that grace, those sorrows, and those tears 
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Till every motion, pulse, and breath be o'er ; 

And e’en my Abelard be loved no more. 

O Death all eloquent! you only prove 

What dust we dote on, when ‘tis man we love. 

Then too, when Fate ehall thy fair frame destroy 

(That cause of all my guilt, and all my joy,) 

In trance ecstatic may thy pangs be drown’d, 

Bright cleuds descend, and angels watch thee round ; 

From opening skies may streaming glories shine, 

And saints embrace thee with a love like mine. 
May one kind grave unite each hapless name ! 

And graft my love immortal on thy fame! 

Then, agew hence, when all my woes are o’er, 

When this rebellious heart shall beat no more, 

If ever chance two wandering lovers brings 

To Paraclete’s white walls and silver springs, 

O’er the pale marble shall they join their heads, 

And drink the falling tears each other sheds ; 

Then sadly say, with mutual pity moved, 

“Ὁ, may we never love as these have loved "ἢ 

From the full choir, when loud hosannas rise, 

And swell the pomp of dreadful sacrifice, 

Amid that scene if some relenting eye 

GJance on the stone where our cold relics lie, 

Devotion's self shall steal a thought from heaven, 

One human tear shall drop, and be forgiven. 
And sure if Fate some future bard shall join 

Io sad similitude of gricfs to mine, 

Condemn’d whole years in absence to deplore, 

And image charms he must behold no more; 

Such, if there be, who loves so long, so well, 

Let him our sad, our tender story tell ! 

The well-sung woes will soothe my pensive ghost ; 

He best can paint them who shall feel them most ! 


I stood, methought, betwixt earth, seas, and skies; 
The whe'e creation open to my eyes: 
In air se)f-balanc'd hung the globe below, 
Where mountains rise, and circling oceans flow . 
Flere naked rocks, and empty wastes were seen, 
There towering cities, and the forests green ; 
Here sailing ships delight the wandering cyes; 
There trees and intermingled temples rise : 
Now a clear sun the shining scene displays, 
The transient landscape now in clouds decays. 

O'er the wide prospect as 1 gaz’d around, 
Sudden I heard a wild promiscuous sound, 
Like broken thunders that at distance roar, 
Or billows murmuring on the hollow shore: 
Then gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, 
Whose towering summit ambient clouds conceal’d. 
High on a rock of ice the structure lay, 
Steep its ascent, and slippery was the way: 
The wond'rous rock like Parian marble shone, 
And seem'd, to distant sight, of solid stone. 
Inscriptions here of various names I view'd, 
Tho greater part by hostile time subdued ; 
Yet wide was spread their fame in ages past, 
And poets once had promis’d they should last. 
Some fresh engrav'd appear’d of wits renown’d ; 
I look’ again, nor could their trace be found. 
Critics I saw, that other names deface, 
And fix their own, with labour, in their place: 
Their own, like others, soon their place resign’d, 
Or disappear’d, and left the first behind. 
Nor was the work impair'd by storms alone, 
But felt the approaches of too warm a sun; 
For Fame, impatient of extremes, decays 
Not more by envy than excess of praise. 
Yet part no injuries of heav’n could feel, 
Like crystal faithful to the graven steel: 
The rock’s high summit, in the temple’s shade, 
Nor heat could melt, nor beating storm invade. 
Their names inscrib’d unnumber'd ages past, 
From time's first birth, with time itself shall last; 


THE TEMPLE OF FAME. 


Wratten in the Year 1711. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The hint of the following piece was taken from Chau- 
cer’s House of Fame. The design is in a manner en- 
tirely altered, the descriptions and most of the particu- 
lar thoughts my own; yct I could not suffer it to be 
printed without this acknowledgment. The reader 
who would compare this with Chaucer, may begin 
with his third book of Fame, there being nothing in 
the first two books that answers to their title. 

The poem is introduced in the manner of the Provencal 
poets, whose works were for the most part visions, or 
pieces of imagination, and constantly descriptive. 
From these, Petrarch and Chaucer frequently borrow- 
ed the idea of their poems. See the Trionfi of the 
former, and the Dream, Flower and the Leaf, &c. of 
the latter. The author of this, therefore, chose the 
same sort of exordium. 


THE TEMPLE OF FAME. 

In that soft season, when descending showers 
Call forth the greens, and wake the rising flowers; 
When opening buds salute the welcome day, 
And earth relenting, feels the genial ray ; 

As balmy slcep had charm'd my cares to rest, 
And love itself was banish'd from my breast, 
(What time the morn mysterious visions brings, 
While purer slumbers spread their golden wings,) 
A train of phantoms in wild order rose, 

And join’d, this intellectual ecene compose, 


These ever new, nor subject to decays, 

Spread, and grow brighter with the length of days. 
So Zembla’s rocks (the beauteous work of frost) 

Rise white in air, and glitter o'er the coast ; 

Pale suns, unfelt, at distance roll away, 

And on the impassive ice the lightnings play; 

Eternal snows the growing mass supply, 

Till the bright mountains prop th’ incumbent sky; 

As Atlas fix'd, each hoary pile appears, 

The gather’d winter of a thousand years. 

On this foundation Fame’s high temple stands ; 

Stupendous pile! not rear’d by mortal hands. 

Whate’er proud Rome or Artful Greece beheld, 

Or elder Babylon, its frame excell’d. 

Four faces had the dome, and every face 

Of various structure, but of equal grace: 

Four brazen gates, on columns lifted high, 

Salute the different quarters of the aky. 

Here fabled chiefs, in darker ages born, 

Or worthies old, which arms or arts adorn, 

Who cities rais'd, or tam’d a monstrous race, 

The walls in venerable order grace : 

Heroes in animated marble frown, 

And legislators seem to think in stone. 
Westward, a snmptuous frontispiece appear’d 

On Doric pillars of white marble rear’d, 

Crown’d with an architrave of antique mould, 

And sculpture rising on the roughen’d gold. 
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y spoils here Theseus was beheld, Graved o'er their seats the form of Time was found, 
seus dreadful with Minerva’s shield ; His scythe reversed, and both his pinions bound. 
reat Alcides, stooping with his toil, Within stood heroes, who through loud alarms. 


this club, and holds th’ Hesperian spoil: In bloody fields pursued renown in arms. 
pheus sings ; trees moving to the sound High on a throne with trophies charged I view'd 
m their roots, and form a shade around : The youth that all things but himself subdued ; 


n there the loud creating lyre His feet on sceptres and tiaras trod, 

and beholds a sudden Thebes aspire ! And his horn'd head belied the Lybian god. 

n’s echoes answer to his call, There Cesar, graced with both Minervas, shone ; 
f the mountain rolls into a wall : Cesar, the world’s great master, and his own ; 


ught you see the lengthening spires ascend, | Unmoved, superior atill in every state, 
xes swell up, the widening arches bend, And scarce detested in his country’s fate. 


wing tow'rs, like exhalations, rise, But chief were those, who not for empire fought, 
huge columns heave into the skies. But with their toils their people's safety bought : 
astern front was glorious to behold, High o'er the rest Epaminondas stood ; 
umond flaming, and barbaric gold. Timoleon, glorious in his brother's blood ; 
‘nus shone, who spread the Assyrian fame, | Bold Scipio, saviour of the Roman state, 
great founder of the Persian name: Great in his triumphs, in retirement great ; 
ι long robes the royal magi stand, And wise Aurelius, in whose well-taught mind 
oroaster waves the circling wand: With boundless power unbounded virtue join’d, 
e Chaldzana rob’d in white appear’d, His own strict judge, and patron of mankind. 
.chmans, deep in desert woods rever'd. Much-suffering heroes next their honours claim, 
opp’d the moon, and call’d th’ unbodied shades | Those of less noisy, and less guilty fame, 
ight banquets in the glimmering glades ; Fair virtue's silent train: supreme of these 
sionary fabrics round them rise, Here ever shines the godlike Socrates ; 
ἴ spectres skim before their eyes; He whom ungrateful Athena could expel, 
3ana and sigils knew the power, At all times just, but when he sign’d the shell: 
eful watch'd the planetary hour. Here his abode the martyr’d Phocion claims, 
’, and alone, Confucius stood, With Agis, not the last of Spartan names : 
ight that useful ecience—to be good. Unconquer'd Cato shows the wound he tore, 
a the south, a Jong majestic race And Brutus his ill genius meets no more. 
it’s priests the gilded niches grace, But in the centre of the hallow’d choir, 
sasured earth, described the starry spheres, | Six pompous columns o'er the rest aspire ; 
ced the long records of lunar years. Around the shrine itself of Fame they stand, 
ι his car Sesostris struck my view, Hold the chief honours, and the fane command 
icepter'd slaves in golden harness drew : High on the first, the mighty Homer shone ; 
ds a bow and pointed javelin hold: Eternal adamant composed his throne ;+__ 
it limbs are arm’d in scales of gold. Father of verse ! in holy fillets dress'd, 
a the statues obelisks were placed, His silver beard waved gently o’er his breast ; 
'learn’d walls with hieroglyphics graced. | Though blind, a boldness in his looks appears ; 
»thic structure was the northern side, In years he seem'd but not impair’d by years. 
vaght with ornaments of barbarous pride. The wars of Troy were round the pillar seen ; 
iuge Coloeses rose, with trophies crown’d, | Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian queen 
nie characters were graved around. Here Hector glorious from Patroclus’ fall, 
at Zamolxis with erected eyes, Here dragg’d in triumph round the Trojan wall. 
lin here in mimic trances dies. Motion and life did every part inspire, 
ἢ rude iron columns, smear'd with blood, Bold was the work, and proved the master’s fire ; 
rid forms of Scythian heroes stood ; A strong expression most he seem'd t’ affect, 
ind Bards (their once loud harps unstrung) | And here and there disclosed a brave neglect. 
uths that died to be by poets sung. A golden column next in rank appear'd, 
od a thousand more of doubtful fame, On which a shrine of purest gold was rear’d ; 
im old fables give a lasting name, Finish’d the whole, and labour'd every part, 
sadorn’d the temple’s outward face ; With patient touches of unwearied art ; 
ll in lustre and effect like glass, The Mantuan there in sober triumph sate, 
o’er each object casting various dyes, ‘Composed his posture, and his look sedate ; 
5 some, and others multiplies : On Homer still he fix’d a reverent eye, 
d of emblem was the mystic wall, Great without pride, in modest majesty. 
s romantic Fame increases all. In living sculpture on the sides were spread 
emple shakes, the sounding gates unfold, The Latian wars, and haughty Turnus dead ; 
aults appear, and roofs of fretted gold : Eliza stretch'd upon the funeral pyre ; 
on a thousand pillars wreathed around neas bending with his aged sire ; 
urel-foliage, and with eagles crown'd : Troy, flamed in burning gold, and o’er the throne 
it transparent beryl were the walls, ‘ Arms and the man’ in golden cyphers shone. 
τος gold, and gold the capitals: Four swans sustain a car of silver bright, 
ren with stars, the roof with jewels glows, | With heads advanced, and pinions stretch'd fo 
er-living lamps depend in rows. flight : 
the passage of each spacious gate, Here, like some furious prophet, Pindar rode, 


re historians in white garments wait ; And seem’d to labour with the inspiring god. 
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Across the harp acarcless hand he flings, 

And boldly sinks into the sounding strings. 

The figured games of Greece the column grace, 
Neptune and Jove survey the rapid race. 

The youths hang o'er their chariots as they run; 
The fiery stecds seem starting from the stone : 
The champious in distorted postures threat ; 
And all appear’d irregularly great. 

Here happy Horace tuned the Ausonian lyre 
To sweeter sounds, and temper’d Pindar's fire ; 
Pleased with Alewns’ manly rage to infuse 
The softer spirit of the Sapphic muse. 

The polish’d pillar different sculptures grace; 
A work outlasting monumental brags. 

Here smiling loves and Bacchanals appear 
The Julian star and great Augustus here. 

The doves that round the infant poet spread 
Myrtles and bays, hung hovering o'er his head. 

Here, in a shrine that cast a dazzling light, 

Sate fix’d in thought the mighty Stagyrite: 
His sacred head a radiant zodiac crown'd, 
and various animals his sides surround ; 

His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view 
Superior worlds, and look all nature through. 

With equal rays immortal Tully shone, 

The Roman rostra deck'd the consul’s throne : 
Gathering his flowing robe he scem‘d to stand 

Tu act to speak, and graceful stretch’d his hand. 
Behind, Rome's Genius waits with civic crowns, 
And the great father of his country owns. 

These massy columns in a circle rise, 

O’er which a pompous dome invades the skics ; 
Scarce to the top I stretch'd my aching sight, 
So large it spread, and swell'd to such a height. 
Full in the midst proud Fame’s imperial seat 
With jewels blazed, magnificently great : 

The vivid emeralds there revive the eye, 

The flaming n:bies show their sanguine dye, 
Bright azure rays from lively sapphires stream, 
And lucid amber casts a golden gleam. 

With various-colour'd light the pavement shone, 
And all on fire appear'd the glowing throne ; 
The domes high arch reflects the mingled blaze, 
And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 

When on the goddess first 1 cast my sight, 
Scarce scem'd her stature of a cubit’s height ; 
But swell’d to larger size the more I gazed, 

Till to the roof her towering front she raised. 
With her, the temple every moment grew, 

And ampler vistas open’d to my view : 

Upward the columns choot, the roofs ascend, 
And arches widen, and long aisles extend. 

Such was her form, as ancient bards have told, 
Wings raixe her arms, and wings her fect infold ; 
A thousand busy tongues the goddess bears, 

A thousand open eyes, and thousand listening ears. 
Beneath, in order ranged, the tuneful Nine 

(Her virgin handmaids) still attend the shrine: 
With eyes on Fame, for ever fix'd, they sing; 


For Fame they raise their voice, and tune the string; 


With time's first birth began the heavenly lays, 

And last, eternal, through the length of days. 
Around these wonders as I cast a look, 

The truinpet sounded, and the temple shook, 

And all the nations, sumimon‘d at the call, 

From different quarters fill’d the crowded hall: 


Of various tongues the mingled sounds were heard ; 


In various garbs promiscuous throngs appear'd ; 


Thick as the bees that with the spring renew, 
Their flowery toils, and sip the fragrant dew : 
When the wing'd colonies first tempt the sky, 
O’er dusky fields and shaded waters fly, 
Or, settling, scize the sweets the blossoms yield, 
And a low murmur runs along the field. 
Millions of suppliant crowds the shrine attend, 
And all degrees before the goddess bend: 
The poor, the rich, the valiant, and the sage, 
And boasting youth, and narrative old age. 
Their pleas were ditfereat, their request the same: 
For good and bad alike are fond of fame. 
Some she disgraced, and some with honours crowa’é; 
Unlike successes equa] merits found. 
Thus her blind sister, fickle Fortune, reigns, 
And undiscerning scatters crowns and chains. 
First at the shrine the learned world appear, 
And to the goddess thus prefer their prayer: 
‘Long have we sought to instruct and please man 
kind ; 
With studies pale, with midnight vigils blind ; 
But thank'd by few, rewarded yet by none, 
We here appeal to thy superior throne : 
On wit and Icarning the just prize bestow, 
For fame is all we must expect below.’ 
The goddess heard, and bade the Muses raise 
The golden trumpet of eternal praise : 
From pole to pole the winda ditfuse the sound, 
That filly the circuit of the world around ; 
Not all at once as thunder breaks the cloud; 
The notes at first were ruther sweet than loud : 
By just dezrees they every moment rise, 
Fill the wide earth, and gain upon the ekies. 
At every breath were balmy odours shed, 
Which still grew sweeter, as they wider spread: 
Less fragrant scents the unfol:ling rose exhales, 
Or spices breathing in Arabian gales. 
Next these the good and just, an awful train, 
Thus on their knees address the sacred fane: 
‘Since living virtue is with envy cursed, 
And the best men are treated hike the worat, 
Do thou, just goddess, call our merits forth, 
And give each deed the exact intrinsic worth’ 
‘Not with bare justice shall your acts be crowa'd 
Said Fame, ‘ but high above desert reuown'd : 
Let fuller notes the applauding world amaze, 
And the loud clarion labour in your praise.’ 
This band diamiss’d, behold another crowd 
Preferr’d the sume request, and lowly bow’'d: 
The constant tenour of whose well-spent days 
No less deserved a just return of praise. 
But straight the direful trump of slander rounds; 
Through the big dome the doubling thunder bound 
Loud as the burst of cannon rends the skies, 
The dire report through every region flies, 
In every car incessant rutnours rung, 
And gathering scandals grew on every tongue. 
From the black trumpet’s rusty concave broke 
Sulphureous flames and clouds of rolling smoke; 
The poisonous vapour blots the purple skies, 
And withers all before it as it flies. 
A troop came next, who crowns ond ant 
wore, 
And proud defiance in their looks they bore: 
‘For thee,’ they cried, ‘amidst alarms and strife, 
We sail’d in tempests down the stream of life; 
For thee whole nations fill'd with fames and 


| And swam to empire through the purple flood 
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At the dread sound, pale mortals stood aghast, 
And startled nature trembled with the blast. 

This having heard and seen, some power unknown 
Straight changed the scene, and snatch’d me from the 

throne. ; 
Before my view appear'd a structure fair, 
Its site uncertain, if in earth or air: 
With rapid motion turn’d the mansion round ; 
With ceaseless noise the ringing walls resound: 
Not less in number were the spacious doors, 
Than leaves on trees, or sands upon the shores ; 
Which still unfulded stand, by night, by day, 
Pervious to winds, and open every way. 
As flames by nature to the ekies ascend, 
As weighty bodies to the centre tend, 
As to the sea returning rivers roll, 
And the touch'd needle trembles to the pole ; 
Hither, as to their proper place, arise 
All various sounds from earth, and seas, and skies, 
Or spoke aloud, or whisper'd in the ear; 
Nor ever silence, rest, or peace, is here. 
As on the smooth expanse of crystal lakes 
The sinking stone at first a circle makes ; 
‘The trembling surface, by the motion stirr’d, 
Spreads in a second circie, then a third ; 
Wide, and more wide, the floating rings advance, 
Fill all the watery plain, and to the margin dance: 
Thus every voice and sound, when first they break, 
On neighbouring air a soft impression make ; 
Another ambient circle then they move ; 
That, in its turn, impels the next above ; 
Through undulating air the sounds are sent, 
And spread o’er all the fluid element. 

There various news I heard of love and strife, 
Of peace and war, health, sickness, death, and hie, 
Of Joss and gain, of famine and of store, 

Of storms at sea, and travels on the shore, 

Of prodigies, and portents seen in air, 

Of tires and plagues, and stars with blazing hair, 
Of turns of fortune, changes in the state, 

The falls of favourites, projects of the great, 

Of old mismanagements, taxations new ; 

All neither wholly false, nor wholly true. 

Above, below, without, within, around, 
en assents, the trumpet rends the skies, |Confused, unnumber’d multitudes are found, 
sh blast a Jady’s honour dies. Who pass, repass, advance, and glide away ; 
with the same success, vast numbers press’d| Hosts raised by fear, and phantoms of a day : 

e shrine, and made the same request : Astrologers, that future fates foreshow, 

1, she cried, ‘unlearn’d in arts to please, | Projectors, quacks, and lawyers not a few ; 
‘ourselves, and c’en fatigued with ease, _| And priests, and party zealots, numerous bands, 

a length of undeserving days, With home-born lics, or tales from foreign tAnds ; 

1 usurp the lover's dear-bought praise? Each talk’d aloud, or in some secret place, 

ntempt, ye vain pretenders, fall, And wild impatience stared in every face. 

e's fable, and the scorn of all.’ The flying rumours gather'd as they roll’d, 

e black clarion sends a horrid sound, Scarce any tale was sooner heard than told ; 

3 burst out, and bitter scoffs fly round ; And all who told it added something new, 

ire heard, with taunts reviling loud, And all who heard it made enlargements too ; 

ful hisses run through all the crowd. In every ear it spread, on every tongue it grew. 

we who boast of mighty mischiefs done, | Thus flying cast and west, and north and south, 

eir country, or usurp a throne; News travell’d with increase from mouth to mouth. 
Ἐν glory’s dire foundation laid So from a spark, that kindled first by chance, 

gns ruin'd, or on friends betray’d ; With gathering force the quickening tlames advance; 
ing Villains, whom no faith could fix, Till to the clouds their curling heads aspire, 

| counsels and dark politics: And towers and temples sink in floods of fire. 
gloomy tribe surround the throne, When thus ripe lies are to perfection sprung, 
make the immortal treasons known. Full grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 

et roars, long flaky flames expire, Through thousand vents, impatient, forth they flow, 
= that seem’d to set the world on fire. And rush in millions on the world below, 


s we dared, thy inspiration own ; 

tue seemn’d, was done for thee alone.’ 

ious fools !’ the queen replied, and frown'd, 

var acts in dark oblivion drown’'d ; 

ep forgot with mighty tyrants gone, 

ues moulder’d, and your names unknown!’ 
cloud straight snatch’d them from my sight, 
majestic phantom sunk in night. 

ame the smallest tribe I yet had seen: 

| their dress, and modest was their mien. 

>t of mankind ; we neither claim 

δ of merit, nor aspire to fame ! 

n deserts from the applause of men, 

5 unheard-of as we lived unseen. 

Ὁ beg thee, to conceal from sight 

8 of goodness which themselves requite. 

ill the secret joys partake, 

virtue e’en for virtue’s sake.’ 

ve there men, who slight immortal Fame ? 
with incense shall adore our name ? 

Is! know, ‘tis still our greatest pride, 
hose virtues which the good would hide. 
ses, rise! add all your tuneful breath; 

st not sleep in darkness and in death.’ 

in air the trembling music floats, 

e winds triumphant swell the notes; 
ough high, so loud, and yet so clear, 

ling angels lean from heaven to hear ; 

t shores the ambrosial spirit flies, 

he world, and grateful to the skies. 

86 a youthful train their vows express'd, 

ers crown’'d, with gay embroidery drese’d : 
hey cried, ‘direct your eyes, and see 

of pleasure, dress, and gallantry ; 

> place at banquets, balls, and plays ; 

our nights, polite are all our days; 
frequent, where ‘tis our pleasing care 

ἃ visits, and address the fair: 

| true, no nymphs we could persuade, 
fancy vanquish’d every maid; 

rn dutchesses lewd tales we tell, 

d the world believe us, all were well. 

t others have, and we the name, 

we want in pleasure, grant in fame. 
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Fame sits aloft, and points them out their course, 
Their date determines, and prescribes their force : 
Some to remain, and some to perish soon ; 

Or wane and wax alternate with the moon. 
Around, a thousand winged wonders fly, 
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Once ere he died, to taste the blissful life 
Οἵα kind husband and a loving wife. 

These thoughts he fortified with reasons still, 
(For none want reasons to confirm their will.) 
Grave authors say, and witty poets sing, 


Borne by the trumpet’s blast, and scatter’d through| That honest wedlock is a glorious thing : 


the sky. 
There, at one passage, oft you might survey 
A lie and truth contending for the way ; 
And long ‘twas doubtful, though so closely pent, 
Which first should issue through the narrow vent 
At last agreed, together out they fly, 
Inseparable now the truth and lie: 
The strict companions are for ever join'd, 
And this or that unmix’d, no mortal e’er shall find. 
While thus I stood, intent to see and hear, 
One came, methought, and whisper’d in my ear: 
‘ What could thus high thy rash ambition raise 7 
Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praise 7’ 
‘Tis true,’ said I; ‘not void of hopes I came; 
For who so fond as youthful bards of Fame? 
But few, alas! the casual blessing boast, 
So hard to gain, so easy to be lost. 
How vain that second life in others’ breath, 
The estate which wits inherit after death ! 
Ease, health, and life, for this they must resign, 
(Unsure the tenure, but how vast the fine !) 
The great man’s curse, without the gains, endure, 
Be envied, wretched, and be flatter’d, poor; 
All luckless wits their enemies profess’d, 
And all successful, jealous friends at best: 
Nor Fame I slight, nor for her favours call ; 
She comes unlook’d-for, if she comes at all. 
Bat if the purchase cost so dear a price, 
As soothing folly, or exalting vice, 
Oh ! if the muse must flatter lawless sway, 
And follow still where fortune leads the way; 
Or if no basis bear my rising name 
But the fallen ruins of another's fame : 
Then, teach me, Heaven! to scorn the guilty bays; 
Drive from my breast that wretched lust of praise : 
Unblemish'd let me live, or die unknown ; 
Oh, grant an honest fame, or grant me none !” 


JANUARY AND MAY;3 
OR, 
THE MERCHANT'S TALE. 
FROM CHAUCER. 


Ture lived in Lombardy, as authors write, 

In days of old, a wise and worthy knight, 

Of gentle manners, as of generous race, 

Bless’d with much sense, more riches, and some grace ; 

Yet, led astray by Venus’ soft delights, 

He scarce could rule some idle appetites : 

For long ago, let priests say what they could, 

Weak sinful laymen were but flesh and blood. 
But in due time, when sixty years wero o'er, 

He νον ἁ to lead this vicious life no more; 

Whether pure holiness inspired his mind, 

Or dotage turn’d his brain, is hard to find: 

Bat his high courage prick’d him forth to wed, 

And try the pleasures of a lawful bed. 

This was his nightly dream, his daily care, 

And to the heavenly powers his constant prayer, 


But depth of judgment most in him appears, 
Who wisely weds in his maturer years. 

Then let him choose a damsel young and fair, 
To bless his age, and bring a worthy heir: 

To soothe his cares, and, free from noise and strife, 
Conduct him gently to the verge of life. 

Let sinful bachelors their woes deplore, 

Full well they merit all they feel, and more: 

Unawed by precepts human or divine, 

Like birdsaand beasts promiscuously they join: 

Nor know to make the present blessing last, 

To hope the future, or esteem the past: | 
But vainly boast the joys they never tried, 

And find divulged the secrets they would hide. 

The married man may bear his yoke with ease, 
Secure at once himself and Heaven to please; 

And pass his inoffensive hours away, 

In blies all night, and innocence all day: 

Though fortune change, his constant spouse remains, 
Augments his joys, or mitigates his pains. 

But what so pure, which envious tongues will spare i 
Some wicked wits have libell’d all the fair. 
With matchless impudence they style a wife, 
The dear-bought curse, and lawful plague of life; 
A bosom-serpent, a domestic evil, 

A night-ipvasion, and a mid-day devil. 

Let not the wise these slandcrous words regard, 
But curse the bones of every lying bard. 

All other goods by fortune’s hand are given; 
A wife is the peculiar gift of Ileaven. 

Vain fortune’s favours, never ata stay, 

Like empty shadows, pass, and glide away ; 
One solid comfort, our cternal wife, 
Abundantly supplies us all our life: 

This blessing lasts (if those who try say true) 
As long as heart can wish—and longer too. 

Our grandsire Adam, ere of Eve possess’d, 
Alone, and e’en in Paradise unbless’d, 

With mournful looks the blissful scenes survey'd, 
And wander'd in the solitary shade: 

The Maker saw, took pity, and bestow’d 
Woman, the last, the best reserved of God. 

A wife! ah gentle deitics, can he 

That has a wife, e’er feel adversity ? 

Would men but follow what the sex advise, 

All things would prusper, all the world grow wie 
*Twas by Rebecca’s aid that Jacob won 

His father’s blessing from an elder son: 
Abusive Nabal owed his forfeit life 

To the wise conduct of a prudent wife: 

Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews show, 
Preserved the Jews, and slew the Assyrian foe: 
At Esther's suit, the persecuting sword 

Was sheathed, and Israel lived to bless the Lor! 

These weighty motives, January the sage 
Maturely ponder’d in his riper age ; 

And, charm’d with virtuous joys and sober lif, 
Would try that Christian comfort, call'd a wif. 
His friends were summon'd on a point a0 nic§ 
To pass their judgment, and to give advice; 
But fix'd before, and well resolved was he; 
(As men that ask advice are wont to be.) 
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ends,’ he cried, (and cast a mournful look 


1€ room, and sigh'd before he spoke :) 
the weight of threescore years I bend, 
. with cares and hastening to my end ; 
ve lived, alas! you know too well, 
‘ follies, which I blush to tell; 
6 Heaven has ope'd my eyes at last, 
regret I view my vices past, 
re precept of the Church decrees, 

a wife, and live in holy ease. 

by counsel all things should be done, 
y heads are wiser still than one ; 
»u for me, who bert shall be content 
desire ‘s approved by your consent. 
ution yet is needful to be told, 
your choice; this wife must not be old. 
15 ἃ saying, and ‘twas shrewdly said, 
t table, but young flesh in bed. 
bhors the tasteless, dry embrace 

virgin with a winter face : 
Id season Love but treats his guest 
i-straw, and tough forage at the best. 
widows shall approach my bed ; 
! too wise for bachelors to wed ; 
clerks, by many schools are made, 
ried dames are mistresses of the trade; 
τ and tender virgins, ruled with ease, 
like wax, and mould them as we please. 
ive me, sirs, nor take my sense amiss ; 
concerns my soul’s eterna! bliss : 
found no pleasure in my spouse, 
s frail, and who (God help me) knows? 
uld I live in lewd adultery, 

downright to Satan when I die. 
; carsed with an unfruitful bed, 
sous end were lost for which I wed; 
ip seed to bless the powers above, 
or pleasure only, or for love. 
11} dote ; ‘tis time to take a wife, 
‘orous blood forbids a chaster life: 
ut are bless'd with store of grace divine, 


like saints, by Ileaven’s consent and mine. 


nee 1 speak of wedlock, let me say, 

, My stars, in modest truth 1 may,) 

are active, still I’m sound at heart, 

w vigour springs in every part. 

{my virtue lost, though time has shed 
rerend honours on my hoary head ; 


8 are crown’'d with blossoms white as snow, 


sap then rising from below : 

um, my lusty limbs appear 

er greens, that flourish all the year. 

» you know to what I stand inclined, 
friend with freedom speak his mind.’ 

1; the rest in different parts divide ; 

ty point was urged on either side: 

the theme oa which they all declaim’d, 


ised with wit, and some with reason blamed: 


with proofs, objections, and replies, 
idrous positive, and wondrous wise, 
| between his brothers a debate ; 
his was call’d, and Justin that. 
the knight Placebo thus begun 
Ὁ his looks, and pleasing was his tone :) 
lence, sir, in all your words appears, 
r proves, experience dwells with years! 
ursue sage Solomon's advice, 
by counsel when affairs are nice: 
L 


But, with the wise man’s leave, I must protest, 
So may my soul arrive at ease and rest, 
As still 1 hold your own advice the best. 

‘Sir, I have lived a courtier all my days, 

And studied men, their manners, and their ways ; 
And have observed this useful maxim still, 

To let my betters always have their will. 

Nay, if my lord affirm that black was white, 

My word was this: ‘ Your honour’s in the right.’ 
The assuming wit, who deems himself so wise, 
As his mistaken patron to advise, 

Let him npt dare to vent his dangerous thought: 
A noble fool was never in a fault. 

This, sir, affects not you, whose every word 

Is weigh'd with judgment, and befits a lord : 
Your will is mine; and is (I will maintain) 
Pleasing to God, and should be so to man! 

At least your courage all the world must praise, 
Who dare to wed in your declining days. 
Indulge the vigour of your mounting blood, 

And let gray fulke be indolently good, 

Who, past all pleasure, damn the joys of sense, 
With reverend dulness, and grave impotence.’ 

Justin, who silent sat, and heard the man, 
Thus, with a philosophic frown, began ; 

‘ A heathen author of the first degree 
(Who though not faith, had sense as well as we,) 
Bids us be certain our concerns to trust 
To those of generous principles, and just. 

The venture's greater, I'll presume to say, 

To give your person, than your goods away : 

And therefore, sir, as you regard your rest, 

First learn your lady's qualities at least : 

Whether she’s chaste or rampant, proud or civil, 

Meek as a saint, or haughty as the devil ; 

Whether an easy, fond familiar fool, 

Or such a wit as no man e’er can rule. 

"Τί true, perfection none must hope to find 

In all this world, much less in womankind ; 

But, if her virtues prove the larger share, 

Bless the kind Fates, and think your fortune rare. 

Ah, gentle sir, take warning of a friend, 

Who knowe too well the state you thus com. 
mend ; 

And, spite of all his praises, must declare, 

All he can find is bondage, cost, and care. 

Heaven knows, | shed full many a private tear, 

And sigh in silence, lest the world should hear! 

While all my friends applaud my blissful life, 

And swear no mortal’s happier in a wife; 

Demure and chaste as any vestal nun, 

The meekest creature that beholds the sun? 

But, by the immortal powers, I feel the pain, 

And he that smarts has reason to complain. 

Do what you list, for me; you must be sage, 

And cautious sure; for wisdom is in age ; 

But at these ycars, to venture on the fair ! 

By him who made the ocean, earth, and air, 

To please a wife, when her occasions call, 

Would busy the most vigorous of us all. 

And trust me, sir, the chastest you can choose 

Will ask observance, and exact her dues. 

If what I speak my noble lord offend, 

My tedious sermon here is at an end.’ 

‘’Tis well, ‘tis wondrous well,’ the knight replies, 
‘Most worthy kinsman ; ’faith you're mighty wise ! 
We, sirs, arc fools , and must resign the cause 
To heathenish authors, proverbs, and old saws.’ 
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He spoke with scorn, and turn’d another way :— 
* What does my friend, my dear Placebo, say 7” 


Not c’en in wish, your happiness delay, 
But prove the scourge to lash you on your way: 


‘Tsay,’ quoth he, ‘by Heaven the man’s to blame, ! Then to the skies your mounting soul shall go, 


To slander wives, and wedlock’s holy name. 
At this the council rose, without delay ; 
Each, in his own opinion, went his way; 
With full consent, that, all disputes appeased, 


The knight should marry, when and where he pleased. 


Who now but January exults with joy : 

The charms of wedlock all his soul employ ; 
Each nymph by turns his wavering mind possess’d, 
And reign’d the short-lived tyrant of his breast ; 
While fancy pictured every lively part, 

And each bright image wander’d o’er his heart. 
Thus, in some public forum χ᾽ ἃ on high, 

A mirror shows the figures moving by ; 

Sull one by one, in swift succession, pass 

The gliding shadows o’er the polish'd glass. 
This lady’s charms the nicest could not blame, 
But vile suspicions had aspersed her fame: 

That was with sense, but not with virtue bless’d ; 
And one had grace, that wanted all the rest. 
Thus doubting long what nymph he should obey, 
He fix’d at last upon the youthful May. 

Her faults he knew not, Love is always blind, 
But every charm revolved within his mind: 

Her tender age, her form divinely fair, 

Her easy motion, her attractive air, 

Her sweet behaviour, her enchanting face, 

Her moving softness and majestic grace. 

Much in his prudence did our knight rejoice, 
And thought no mortal could dispute his choice ; 
Once more in haste he summon’d every friend, 
And told them all, their pains were at an end. 

* Heaven that (said he) inspired me first to wed, 
Provides a consort worthy of my bed : 

Let none oppose the election, since on this 
Depends my quiet, and my futnre bliss. 

* A dame there is, the darling of my eyes, 
Young, beauteous, artless, innocent, and wise ; 


Chaste, though not rich; and, though not nobly 


born, 

Of honest parents, and may serve my turn. 
Her will I wed, if gracious Heaven so please, 
‘To pass my age in sanctity and ease: 
And thank the powers, I may possess alone 
The lovely prize, and share my bliss with none! 
If you, my friends, this virgin can procure, 
My joys are full, my happiness is sure. 

‘One only doubt remains: full oft I’ve heard, 
By casuists grave, and deep divinea averr'd, 
That ’tis too much for human race to know 
The bliss of heaven above, and earth below: 
Now should the nuptial pleasures prove so great, 
To match the blessings of the future state, 
Those endless joys were ill-exchanged for these. 
Then clear this doubt, and set my mind at ease." 

This Justin heard, nor could his spleen control, 
“Touch'd to the quick, and tickled at the soul. 
‘Sir knight,’ he cried, ‘if this be all you dread, 
Heaven put it past your doubt, whene’er you wed ; 
And to my fervent prayers so far consent, 
That, ere the ritcs are o'er you may repent! 
Good Heaven, no doubt, the nuptial state approves 
Since it chastises still what best it loves. 
Then be not, sir, abandon'd to despair ; 
Seek, and perhaps you'll find among the fair, 
One that may do your business to ἃ hair: 


Swift as an arrow soaring from the bow! 
Provided still, you moderate your jey, 

Nor in your pleasures all your might employ. 
Let reason’s rule your strong desires abate, 
Nor please too lavishly your gentle mate. 

Old wives there are, of Judgment most acute, 
Who solve these questions beyond all dispate ; 
Consult with thoee, and be of better cheer ; 
Marry, do penance, and dismiss your fear.’ 

So said, they rose, nor more the work delay’d; 
The match was offered, the proposals made. 
The parents, you may think, would soon comply ; 
The old have interest ever in their eye. 

Nor was it hard to move the lady's mind ; 
When fortune favours, still the fair are kind. 

I pass each previous settlement and deed, 

Too long for me to write, or you to read ; 

Nor will with quaint impertinence display 

The pomp, the pageantry, the proud array. 

The time approach’d, to church the parties went, 
At once with carnal and devout intent : 

Forth came the priest, and bade the obedient wik, 
Like Sarah or Rebecca lead her life; 

Then pray'd the powers the fruitful bed to bles, 
And made all sure enough with holiness. 

And now the palace gates are open'd wide, 
The guests appear in order, side by side, 

And placed in state the bridegroom and the bride. 

The breathing flute’s soft notes are heard around, 

And the shrill trumpets mix their silver sound; 

The vaulted roofs with echoing music ring, 

These touch the vocal stops, and those the tem 
bling string. 

Not thus Amphion tuned the warbling lyre, 

Nor Joab the sounding clarion could inspire, 

Nor fierce Theodamus, whose sprightly strain 

Could swell the goul to rage, and fire the masta! 

train. 

Bacchus himself, the nuptial feast to grace, 
(So poets sing) was present on the place: 

And lovely Venus, goddess of delight, 

Shook high her flaming torch in open sight. 
And danced around, and smiled on every knight: 
Pleased her best servant would his courage try, 
No less in wedlock, than in hberty. 

Full many an age old Hymen had not spied 
So kind a bridegroom, or so bright a bride. 

Ye bards! renown'd among the tuneful throng 
For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial song, 
Think not your softest numbers can display 
The matchless glories of the blissful day: 

The joys are such as far transcend your rage, 
When tender youth has wedded stooping age. 

The beautcons dame sat smiling at the board, 
And darted amorous glances at her lord. 

Not Esther's self, whose charms the Hebrews 6% 
F’er look’d so lovely on her Persian king. 
Bright as the rising sun in summer's day, 

And fresh and blooming as the month of May! 
The joyful knight survey’d her by his side; 

Nor envied Paris with the Spartan bride: 

Still as his mind revolved with vast delight 

The entrancing raptures of the approaching nighh 
Restless he sate, invoking every power 

To speod his bliss, and haste the happy hous 
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: the vigorous dancers beat the ground, ! 


Who studies now but discontented May ? 


gs were sung, and flowing bowls went On her soft couch uneasily she lay; 


ind; 

rous sp.ces they perfumed the place, 

1 and pleasure shone in every face. 

1 alone of all the menial train, 

e midst of triumphs, sigh'd for pain ; 
Jone, the knight's obsequious ‘squire, 

d at heart, and fed a secret fire. 

y mistress all his soul possese'd ; 

3, he Janguish’d, and could take no rest : 
perform’d, he sadly went his way, 

is bed, and loathed the hight of day. 

: him lie, till his relenting dame 

her turn, and waste in equal flame. 
earied sun, as learned poets write, 

the horizon, and roll'd down the Jight; 
ittering stars his absent beams supply, 

t's dark mantle overspread the sky. 

e the guests: and, as the time required, 
d his thanks, and decently retired. 

once gone, our knight prepared to un- 
ess, 

he was, and cager to possess : 

thought fit the assistance to receive, 

cave physicians scruple not tu give: 
near, with hot eringos stood, 

des, to fire the lazy blood, 

se old bards describe in luscious rhymes, 
ics Jearn’d explain to modern times. 

he shects were spread, the bride undress’d, 
n was sprink!cd, and the bed was bicss’d. 
xt ensued bescems not me to say ; 

z, he labour'd till the dawning day, 

skly sprung from bed, with heart so light, 
ere nothing he had done by night; 

"d his cordial as he sat upright. 

his balmy spouse with wanton play, 

ly sung a lusty roundelay : 

the couch his weary limbs he cast: 

y labour must have rest at last. 

slous cares the pensive 'squire oppress'd, 
d his eyes, and peace forsook his breast : 
ng flames that in his bosom dwell, 

ed art to hide, and means to tell; 

ng time the occasion might betray, 

‘d a sonnet to the lovely May ; 

vrit and folded with the nicest art, 

p'd in silk, and laid upon his heart. 

now the fourth revolving day was run, 
une, and Cancer had reccived the sun,) 
im her chamber came the beauteous bride ; 
d old knight moved slowly by her side. 
es was sung; they feasted in the hall ; 
ants round stood ready at their call. 

tire alone was absent from the board, 

sh his sickness grieved his worthy lord, 
y'd his spouse, attended with her train, 
Damian, and divert his pain. 
zing dames obey'd with one consent : 
t the hall, and to his lodging went. 

ale tribe surround him as he lay, 
8 beside him sate the gentle May: 
is she tried his pulse, he softly drew 
ig sigh, and cast a mournful view ! 
re his bill, and bribed the powers divine 
ret vows, to favour his design. 


The lumpish husband snored away the night, 
Till coughs awaked him near the morning light. 
What then he did, I'll not presume to tell, 

Nor if she thought herself in heaven or hell; 
Honest and dull in nuptial bed they lay, 

Till the bell toll'd, and all arose to pray. 

Were it by forceful destiny decreed, 

Or did from chance, or nature's power proceed ; 
Or that some star, with aspect kind to love, 

Shed its selectest influence from above ; 
Whatever was the cause, the tender dame 

Felt the first motions of an infunt flame ; 
Received the impressions of the love-sick ‘squire, 
And wasted in the soft infectious fire. 

Ye fair, draw near, let May’s example move 
Your gentle minds to pity those who love! 

Had some fierce tyrant, in her stead been found, 
The poor adorer sure had hang'd or drown'd : 
But she, your sex’s mirror, free from pride, 

Was much too meek to prove a homicide. 

But to my tale: Some sages have defined, 
Pleasure the sovereign bliss of human-kind : 
Our knight (who studied much, we may suppose,, 
Derived his high philosophy from those ! 

For, like a prince, he bore the vast expense 

Of lavish pomp, and proud magnificence : 

His house was stately, his retinue gay ; 

Large was his train, and gorgeous his array. 

His spacious garden, made to yield to none, 

Was compass’d round with wallg of solid stone ; 

Priapus could not half describe the grace 

(Though gad of gardens) of this charming place 

A place to tire the rambling wits of France 

In long descriptions, and exceed romance ; 

Enough to shame the gentlest bard that sings 

Of painted meadows, and of purling springs. 
Full in the centre of the fowery ground, 

A crystal fountain spread its streams around 

The fruitful banks with verdant laurels crown'd 

About this spring (if ancient fame say true) 

rhe dapper elves their moon-light sports pursue ° 

Their pigmy king, and little fairy queen, 

In circling dances gambol’d on the green, 

While tuneful sprites a merry concert made, 

And airy music warbled through the shade. 

Hither the noble knight would oft repair 

(His scene of pleasure, and peculiar care.) 
For this he held it dear, and always bore 
The silver key that lock’d the garden door. 
To this sweet place, in summer’s sultry heat, 
He used from noise and business to retreat ; 
And here in dalliance spend the live-long day 
Solus cum sola, with his sprightly May: 

For whate’er work was undischarged a-bed, 
The duteous knight in this fair garden sped. 

But ah! what mortal lives of bliss secure ? 
How short a space our worldly joys endure! 

O Fortune, fair, like all thy treacherous kind, 
But faithless still, and wavering as the wind ! 
O painted monster, form’d mankind to cheat 
With pleasing poison, and with soft deceit ! 
This rich, this amorous, venerable knight, 
Amidst his ease, his solace, and delight, 
Struck blind by thee, resigns his days to grief, 
And calls on death, the wretch’s last relie£ 
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The rage of jealousy then seized his mind, 
For much he fear'd the faith of womankind. 
His wife, not suffered frorn hie side to stray, 
Was captive kept ; he watch’d her night and day, 
Abridged her pleasures, and confin’d her sway. 
Full oft in tears did hapless May complain, 
And sigh’d full oft; but sigh’d and wept in vain: 
She look'd on Damian with a lover's eye; 
For, oh! "twas fix'd, she must possess or die! 
Nor less impatience vex’d her amorous ‘squire, 
Wild with delay, and burning with desire. 
Watch’'d as she was, yet could he not refrain 
By secret writing to disclose his pain: 
The dame by sighs reveal'd her kind intent, 
Till both were conscious what each other meant. 
Ah! gentle xnight, what could thy eyes avail, 
Though they Gould see as far as ships can sail 7 
*Tis better, sure, when blind, deceiv'd to be, 
Than be deluded when a man can see! 
Argus himself, so cautjous and so wise, 
Was over-watch'd, for all his hundred eyes: 
So many an honest husband may, tis known, 
Who, wisely, never thinks the case his own. 
The dame at last, by diligence and care, 
Procured the key her knight was wont to bear: 
She touk the wards in wax before the fire, 
And gave the impression to the trusty ‘squire. 
By means of this, some wonder shall appear, 
Which, in due place and season, you may hear. 
Well sung swect Ovid, in the days of yore, 
What slight is that which love will not explore ? 
And Pyramus and Thisbe plainly show 
The feats true lovers, when they list, can do: 
Though watch'd and captive, yet in spite of all, 
They found the art of kissing through a wall. 
But now no longer from our tale to stray: 
It happ’d, that once upon a summer’s day, 
Our reverend knight was urged to amorous play : 
He raised his spouse ere matin bell was rung, 
And thus his morning canticle he sung; 
‘Awake, my love, disclose thy radiant eyes: 
Arise, my wife, my beauteous lady, rise! 
Hear how the doves with pensive notes complain, 
And in soft murmurs tell the trees their pain ; 
The winter ’s past; the clouds and tempests fly ; 


The sun adorns the fields, and brightens all the 


sky. 
Fair without spot, whose every charming part 
My bosom wounds, and captivates my heart; 
Come, and in mutual pleasures let ’s engage, 
Joy of my life, and comfort of my age.’ 

This heard, to Damian straight a sign she made, 
To haste before; the gentle squire obey’d : 
Secret and undescried, he took his way, 

And ambush'd close behind an arbour lay. 

It was not long ere January came, 

And hand in hand with him his Jovely dame; 
Blind as he was, not doubting all was sure, 
He turn'd the key, and made the gate secure. 

‘Here Ἰοῖ us walk,’ he eaid, ‘ observed by none, 
Conscious of pleasures to the world unknown ; 
So may my soul have joy, as thou, my wife, 
Art far the dearest solace of my life; 

And rather would | choose, by Heaven above, 
To die this instant, than to lose thy love. 
Refiect what truth was in my passion shown, 
When unendow’'d I took thee for my own, 
And sought no treasure but thy heart alone. 


Old as I am, and now deprived of sight, 
Whilst thou art faithful to thy own true knight, 
Nor age nor blindness rob me of delight. 
Each other loss with patience I can bear: 
The loss of thee is what I only fear. 

‘Consider then, my lady, and my wife, 
The solid comforts of a virtuous life. 
As, first, the love of Christ himself you gain ; 
Next, your own honour undefiled maintain ; 
And lastly, that which sure your mind must mote, 
My whole estate shall gratify your love: 
Make your own terms, and ere to-morrow’'s sun 
Displays his light, by Heaven, it shall be done. 
I seal the contract with a holy kiss, 
And will perform, by this—my dear, and this— 
Have comfort, spouse, nor think thy lord unkind; 
"Tis love, not jealousy, that fires my mind. 
For when thy charms my sober thoughts engage, 
And join’d to them my own unequal age, 
From thy dear side 1 have no power to part, 
Such secret transports warm my melting heart. 
For who, that once possess'd those heavenly charms, 
Could live one moment absent from thy arms? 

He ceas'd, and May with modest grace replied, 
(Weak was her voice, as while she spoke she cried) 
‘Heaven knows,’ with that a tender sigh she drew, 
‘I have a soul to save aa well as you; 

And, what no less you to my charge commend, 
My dearest honour, will to death defend. 

To you in holy church I gave my hand, 

And joined my heart in wedlock’s sacred band: 
Yet, after this, if you distrust my care, 

Then hear, my Jord, and witness what J swear: 

‘ First may the yawning earth her bosom rend, 
And let me hence to hell alive descend ; 

Or dic the death 1 dread no less than hell, 
Sew'd in a sack, and plung'd into a well, 
Ere I my fame by one lewd act disgrace, 

Or once renounce the honour of my race: 
For know, sir knight, of gentle blood I came; 
I loath a whore, and startle at the name. 

But jealous men on their own crimes reflect, 
And learn from hence their ladies to suspect: 
Else why these needless cautions, sir, to me? 
These doubts and fears of female constancy ? 
This chime still rings in every lady’s ear, 
The only strain a wife must hope to hear.’ 

Thus while she spoke a sidclong glance she cat, 
Where Damian, knegJing, worshtpp’d as she pas’d 
She saw him watch the motions of her eye, 

And singled out a pear-tree planted nigh : 

"Twas charged with fruit that made a goodly shee, 
And hung with dangling pears was every bougt. 
Thither the obsequious ‘squire address’d his pecs, 
And, climbing, in the summit took his place ; 

The knight and lady walk'd beneath in view, 
Where let us leave them, and our tale pursue. 

*T was now the season when the glorious sua 
His heavenly progress through the Twins bad ra; 
Ana Jove, exalted, his mild influence yields, 

To glad the glebe, and paint the flowery fields. 

Clear was the day, and Phebus, rising bright, 

Had streak'd the azure firmament with light: 

He pierced the glittering clouds with golden stream 

And warm’d the womb of earth with genial beam. 
It 20 befell, in that fair morning-tide, 

The fairies sported on the garden-side, 

And in the midst their monarch and his bride. 
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He ceased at last his Maker to adore, 

And did as much for idol-gods, or more. 
Beware what lavish praises you confer 

On a rank lecher and idolater ; 

Whose reign, indulgent God, says holy writ, 
Did but for David’s righteous sake pennit; 
David, the monarch after Heaven’s own mind, 
Who loved our sex, and honour'd alb our kind. 

‘Well, I'm a woman, and as such must speak ; 
Silence would swell me, and my heart would break 
Know then, I scorn your dull authorities, 

Your idle wits, and all their learned lies. 
By Heaven, those authors are our sex’s fues, 
Whon, in our right, I must and will oppose.’ 

‘Nay,’ quoth the king, ‘dear madam, be not wroth; 
I yield it up; but since I gave my oath, 

That this much-injured knight again should see, 
It must be done—I am a king,’ said he, 

‘ And one, whose faith has ever sacred been. 

* And so has mine,’ said she,—‘ I am a queen ; 
Her answer she shall have, J undertake ; 

And thus an end of all dispute I make. 

Try when you list; and you shall find, my lord, 
It is not in our sex to break our word.’ 

We Icave them here in this heroic strain, 

And to the knight our story turns again ; 

Who in the garden, with his lovely May, 

Sung merrier than the cuckow or the jay: 

This was his song ; ‘Oh, kind and constant be, 
Constant and kind I'll ever prove to thee.’ 

Thus singing as h@ went, at last he drew 
By easy stcps, to where the pear-tree grew : 

The longing dame look'd up, and spied her love 
Full fairly perch’d among the boughs above. 

She stopp’d and sighing : ‘ Oh, good gods "’ she cried, 
‘What pangs, what sudden shoots, distend my side! 
O for that tempting fruit, so fresh, so green : 

Help, for the love of heaven's immortal queen ! 
Help, dearest lord, and save at once the life 

Of thy poor infant, and thy longing wife!’ 

Sore βίῃ ἃ the knight to hear his lady's cry, 
But could not climb, and had no servant nigh: 
Old as he was, and void of eye-sight too, 

What could, alas! a helpless husband do? 
‘And must I languish then,’ she said, ‘and die, 
Yet view the lovely fruit before my eye? 

At least, kind sir, for charity's swect sake, 
Vouchsafe the trunk between your arms to take, 
Then from your back I might ascend the tree ; 
Do you but stoop, and leave the rest to me.’ 

‘With all my soul,’ he thus replied again : 
‘I'd spend my dearest blood to ease thy pain.’ 
With that, his back against the trunk he bent, 
She scized a twig, and up the tree she went. 

Now prove your patience, gentle ladies all! 
Nor let on me your heavy anger fall : 

Tis truth I tell, though not in phraze refined ; 
Though blunt my tale, yet honest is my mind. 
What feats the Jady ia the tree might do, 

T pass, as gambols never known to you ; 

But sure it was a merrier fit, she swore, 

Than in her life she ever felt before. 

In that nice moment, lo! the wondering knight 
Look'e out, and stood restored to sudden sight. 
Straight on the tree his eager eyes he bent, 

As one wzose tnoughts were on his spouse intent 
But when he saw his bosom-wife so dress , 
His rage was such as cannot be express'd 
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Not frantic mothers, when their infants die, 
With louder clamours rend the vaulted sky : 
He cried, he roar'd, he storm’d, he tore his hair: 


‘Death! hell! and furies! what dost thou do there?’ 
* What ails my lord?’ the trembling dame replied ; 


41 thought your patience had been better tried : 

Is this your love, ungrateful and unkind, 

This my reward for having cured the blind? 

Why was I taught to make my husband see, 

By struggling with a man upon a tree? 

Did I for this the power of magic prove ? 

Unhappy wife, whose crime was too much love!’ 
‘If this be struggling, by his holy light, 


'Tis struggling with a vengeance,’ quoth the knight ; 


‘So Heaven preserve the sight it has restored, 

As with these eyes I plainly saw thee whored; 
Whored by my alave—perfidious wretch! may hell 
As surely seize thee, as I saw too well!’ 

‘Guard me, good angels!’ cried the gentle May, 
‘Pray Heaven, this magic work the proper way! 
Alas, my love! 'tis certain, could you see, 

You ne'er had used these killing words to me: 
So help me, Fates, as ‘tis no perfect sight, 
But some faint glimmering of a doubtful light.’ 

* What I have said,’ quoth he, ‘I must maintain, 
For by the immortal powers it seem’d too plain.’— 


‘By all those powers, some frenzy seized your mind,’ 


Replied the dame: ‘are these the thanks I find? 
Wretch that I am, that e’er I was so kind,’ 

She said: a rising sigh expresa’@ her woe, 

The ready tears apace began to flow, 

And, as they fell, she wiped from either eye, 
The drops ; (for women, when they list, can cry.) 


The knight was touch'd, and in his looks appear’d 


Signs of remorse, while thus his spouse he cheer'd: 
‘Madam, ’tis pass’d, and my short anger o’er; 
Come down, and vex your tender heart no more: 
Excuse me, dear, if aught amiss was said, 

For, on my soul, amends shall soon be made» 

Let my repentance your forgiveness draw. 

By Heaven, I swore but what I thought I saw.’ 


* Ah, my loved lord! ‘twas much unkind,’ she cried, 


*On bare suspicion thus to treat your bride. 

But, till your sight ’s establish'd, for a while, 
Imperfect objects may your sense beguile. 

Thus when from slcep we first our eyes display, 
The balls are wounded with the piercing ray, 
And dusky vapours rise, and intercept the day. 
So, just recovering from the shades of night, 
Your swimming eyes are drunk with sudden light, 


Strange phantoms dance around, and skim before 


your sight : 
Then, sir, be cautious, nor too rashly deem. 


Heaven knows how seldom things are what they seem! 


Consult your reason, and you soon shall find 

*T was you were jealous, not your wife unkind: 

Jove ne'er spoke oracle more true than this, 

None judge so wrong as those who think amiss.’ 
With that she leap'd into her lord’s embrace, 

With well-dissembled virtue in her face. 

He hugg’d her close, and kiss’d her o'er and o’er, 

Disturb’d with doubts and jealousies no more: 


Both, pleased and bless'd, renew’d their mutual vows, 


A fruitful wife, and a belicving spouse. 

Thus ends our tale ; whose moral next to make, 
Tet all wise husbands hence example take: 
And pray, to crown the pleasure of their lives, 
To be so well deluded by their wives. 


THE WIFE OF BATH. 
HER PROLOGUE. 
FROM CHAUCER. 


BrHo_p the woes of matrimonial life, 
And hear with reverence an experienced wife. 
To dear-bought wisdom give the credit due, 
And think for once a woman tells you true. 
In all these trials I have borne a part, 
I was myself the scourge that caused the smart, 
For, since fifteen, in triumph have I led 
Five captive husbands from the church to bed. 
Christ saw a wedding once, the Scripture eays, 
And saw but one, "tis thought, in al] his days: 
Whence some infer, whose conscience is too nice, 
No pious Christian ought to marry twice. 
But let them read, and solve me, if they can, 
The words address'd to the Samaritan: 
Five times in lawful wedlock she was jom’d; 
And sure the certain stint was ne’er defined. 
‘Increase and multiply,’ was Heaven's command; 
And that's a text I clearly understand. 
This too, ‘ Let men their sires and mothers leare, 
And to their dearer wives for cver cleave.’ 
More wives than one by Solomon were tried, 
Or else the wisest of mankind 's belied. 
I've had myself full many a merry fit, 
And trust in heaven, I may have many yet; 
For when my transitory spouse, unkind, 
Shall die, and leave his woful wife behind, 
I'll take the next good Christian 1 can find. 
Paul, knowing one could never serve our tuft, 
Declared "twas better far to wed than burn. 
There’s danger in assembling fire and tow; 
Ι grant them that, and what it means you know. 
The same apostle too has elsewhere own’'d, 
No precept for virginity he found : 
’Tis but a counsel—and we women still 
Take which we like, the counsel, or our will. 
I envy not their bliss, if he or she 
Think fit to live in perfect chastity. 
Pure let them be, and free from taint of vice; 
I, for a few slight spots, am not so nice. 
Heaven calls us different ways, on these bestows 
One proper gift, another grants to those: 
Not every man's obliged to sell his store, 
And give up all his substance to the poor; 
Such as are perfect may, I can’t deny; 
But, by your leaves, divines, so am not I. 
Full many a saint, since first the world began, 
Lived an unspotted maid, in spite of man: 
Let such (a God's name) with fine wheat be fed, 
And Ict us honest wives eat barley bread. 
For me, I’ll keep the post assign’d by Heaven, 
And use the copious talent it has given: 
Let my good spouse pay tribute, do me right, 
And keep an equal reckoning every night. 
His proper body is not his, but mine ; 
For so said Paul, and Paul's a sound divine. 
Know then, of those five husbands I have bad, 
Three were just tolerable, two were bad: 
The three were o!d, but rich and fond beside, 
And toil'd most piteously to please their bride: 
But gince their wealth (the best they had) wes ΜῊ 
The rest, without much loss, I could resiga 


THE WIFE OF BATH. 


87 


—— τ“. eee ES 


ved, I took no pains to please, 

e pleasure far than they had ease. 
ow’d in apace: with showers of gold, 
heir court, like Jupiter of old. 

ed, a sudden youth they found, 

mulsy seized them when I frown'd. 

gn wives! give ear and understand, 

e speak, and exercise command. 

as it given to mortal man, 

dly as we women can; 

2 fact, though seen with both his eyes, 
ir maids to witness how he lies. 

. sir Paul!’ ‘twas thus I used to say, 
our neighbour's wife so rich and gay ? 
2ss'd where’er she’s pleased to roam— 
s, and immured at home. 

house dost thou so oft repair ? 
emorous? and is she s0 fair? 

a cousin or a friend, 

you swell, and rage like any fiend! 
home, a drunken beastly bear, 

i till midnight in your easy chair; 

re false, and every woman evil, 

all that’s female to the devil. 


‘ou say) she drains her husband's purse ; 


ceeps her priest, or something worse ; 
mn, intolerably vain, 

pride by turns possess her brain, 
iad, now sourly splenetic ; 

en well, and fretful when she’s sick. 
chaste she cannot long abide, 

youth attack'd on every side; 
vealth the lusty Jover lures, 
wit some fool-gallant procures, 
Jances with becoming grace, 
565 the defects of face. 
} nO goose 80 gray, but, soon or late, 
ne honest gander for her mate. 
hou e2y'st) and asses men may try, 
spected vessels ere they buy: 
random choice, untried they take, 
in courtship, but in wedlock wake : 
ll then, the veil’s removed away, 
woman glares in open day. ' 
me, to preserve your wife’s good grace, 
tust always languish on my face, 
‘with constant flatteries feed my car, 
h sentence with, My life! My dear! 
chance, a modest blush be raised, 
fine complexion mast be praised. 
8 always must be new and gay, 
till kept upon my wedding-day. 


ny aurse be pleased, and favourite maid, 


treats, and endless visits paid, 

ain of kindred friends, allies. 

_say'st, and all thou say’st are lies. 

Ἢ too you cast a squinting eye ; 
your "prentice raise your jealousy 7 
s ruddy cheeks, his forehead fair 
burnish’d gold his curling hair. 
y wrinkled brow, and quit thy sorrow, 
ur ’prentice, should you die to-morrow. 
thy chests all lock’d? on what design 7 
worldly goods and treasure mine ? 
‘ool; nor shall you, by St. John, 

and body to yourself alone. 
Ul quit, in spite of both your eyes— 
, the bolts, the locks, the spies. 


If you had wit, γου ἃ say, ‘Go where you will, 
Dear spouse, I credit not the tales they tell : 
Take all the freedoms of a married life ; 
I know thee for a virtuous, faithful wife.’ 

‘Lord ! when you have enough, what need you care 
How merrily soever others fare ? 
Thovgh all the day I give and take delight, 
Doubt not, sufficient will be Jeft at night. 
ΤΙ but a just and rational desire, 
Tc light a taper at a neighbour's fire. 

‘‘There’s danger too, you think, in rich array, 
And none can Jong be modest that are gay. 
The cat, if you but singe her tabby skin, 
The chimney keeps, and sits content within; 
But once grown sleek, will from her corncr run, 
Sport with her tail, and wanton in the sun ; . 
She licks her fair round face, and frisks abroad, 
To show her fur, and to be catterwaw’'d.” 

Lo thus, my friends, I wrought to my desires 
These three right ancient venerable sires. 
I told them, thus you say, and thus you do, 
And told them false, but Jenkin swore ‘twas true. 
I, like a dog, could bite as well as whine, 
And first complain’d, whene’er the guilt was mine 
I tax’d them oft with wenching and amours, 
When their weak legs scarce dragg'd them out of 

doors ; 

And swore the rambles that I took by night, 
Were all to spy what damsels they bedight. 
That colour brought me many hours of mirth; 
For all this wit is given us from our birth. 
Heaven gave to women the peculiar grace, 
To spin, to weep, and cully human race. 
By this nice conduct, and this prudent course, 
By murmuring, wheedling, stratagem, agd force, 
] still prevail’d, and would be in the right, 
Or curtain- ectures made a restless night. 
If once my husband's arm was o’er my side, 
* What! so familiar with your spouse? I cried . 
I levied first a tax upon his need ; 
Then Ict him—'twas a nicety indeed ! 
Let all mankind this certain maxim hold, 
Marry who will, our sex is to be sold. 
With empty hands no tassels you can lure, 
But fulsome love for gain we can endure: 
For gold we love the impotent and old, 
And heave, and pant, and kiss, and cling, for gold 
Yet with embraces, curses oft I mix'd, 
Then kiss’d again, and chid, and rail'’d betwixt. 
Well, I may make my will in peace, and die, 
For not one word in man's arrears am I. 
To drop a dear dispute I was unable, 
E’en though the Pope himself had sat at table. 
But when my point was gain’d, then thus I spoke: 
‘Billy, my dear, how sheepishly you look! 
Approach, my spouse, and let me kiss thy cheek, 
Thou shouldst be always thus, resign'd and meek 
Of Job's great patience since so oft you preach, 
Well should you practice, who so well can teach. 
"Tis difficult to do, I must allow, 
But J, my dearest, will instruct you how. 
Great is the blessing of a prudent wife, 
Who puts a period to domestic strife. 
One of us two must rule, and one obey, 
And since in man right reason bears the sway, 
Let that frail thing, weak woman, have her way 
The wives of al} my family have ruled 
Their tender husbands, and thcir passions cool'd, 


POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 


Fie, ’tis unmanly thus to sigh and groan : 

What! would you have me to yourself alone ? 
Why take me, love ! take al] and every part ! 
Here's your revenge! you love it at your heart 
Would I vouchsafe to sell what nature gave, 

You little think what custom I could have. 

But see ! I’m all your owo—nay hold—for shame 
What means my dear—indeed—you are to blame. 

Thus with my firet three lords I passed my life, 
A very woman and a very wife. 

What sums from these old spouses I could raise, 
Procured young husbands in my riper days. 
Though past my bloom, not yet decay'd was I, 
Wanton and wild, and chatter’d like a pie. 

In country dances still I bore the bell, 

Afid sung as sweet as evening Philomel. 

To clear my quailpipe, and refresh my soul, 
Fall oft I drain'’d the spicy nut-brown bow! ; 
Rich luscious wines, that youthful blood improve, 
And warm the swelling veins to feats of love: 
For tis as sure, as cold engenders hail, 

A liquorish mouth must have a lecherous tail : 
Wine lets no lover unrewarded go, 

As all true gamesters by experience know. 

But oh, good gods! whene’er a thought I cast 
On all the joys of youth and beauty pass’d, 

To find in pleasures I have had my part, 

Still warms me to the bottom of my heart. 

This wicked world was once my dear delight ; 
Now, all my conquests, all my charms, good night! 
The flour consumed, the best that now I can, 

Is e’en to make my market of the bran. 

My fourth dear spouse was not exceeding true ; 
He kept, ’twas thought, a private miss or two; 
But all that sc@re I paid—as how? you'll say, 
Not with my body in a filthy way: 

But I so dress’d, and danced, and drank, and dined, 
And view'd a friend with eyes so very kind, 

As stung his heart, and made his marrow fry 
With burning rage, and frantic jealousy. 

His soul, I hope, enjoys eternal glory, 

For here on earth I was his purgatory. 

Oft, when his shoe the most severely wrung, 

He put on careless airs, and sate and sung. 

How sore I gali'd him, only Heaven could know, 
And he that felt, and I that caused the woe. 

He died, when last from pilgrimage I came, 

With other gossips, from Jerusalem; 

And now lies buried underneath a rood, 

Fair to be seen, and rear’d of honest wood: 

A tomb indeed, with fewer sculptures graced 
Than that Mausolus’ pious widow placed, 

Or where inshrined the great Darius lay; 

But cost on graves is merely thrown away. 

The pit fill’d up, with turf we cover'd o'er ; 

So bless the good man’s soul, I'll say no more. 

Now for my fifth loved lord, the last and best, 
(Kind Heaven afford him everlasting rest !) 
Fall hearty was his love, and I can show 
The tokens on my ribe in black and blue; 
Yet, with a knack, my heart he could have won, 
While yet the smart was shooting in the bone. 
How quaint an appetite in women reigns! 
Free gifts we scorn, and love what costs us pains: 
Let men avoid us, and on them we leap ; 
A gilutted market makes provision cheap. 

In pure good-will I took this jovial spark, 
Of Oxford he, a most egregious clerk. 


He boarded with a widow in the town, 
A trusty gossip, one dame Alison. 
Full well the secrets of my soul she knew, 
Better than e’er our pariah pricst could do. 
To her I told whatever could befall : 
Had but my husband piss'd against the wall, 
Or done a thing that might have cost his life, 
She—and my niece—and one more worthy wife, 
Had known it all: what most he would conceal, 
To these I made no scruple to reveal. 
Oft has he blush’d from car to ear for shame, 
That e’er he to'd a secret to his dame. 

It so befell, in holy time of Lent, 
That oft a day I to this gossip went. 
(My husband, thank my stars, was out of town ;) 
From house to house we rambled up and down, 
This clerk, myself, and my good neighbour Alse, 
To see, be seen, to tell and gather tales. 
Visits to every church we daily paid, 
And march’d in every holy masquerade, 
The stations duly and the vigils kept ; 
Not much we fasted, but scarce ever slept. 
At sermons too I shone in scarlet gay ; 
The wasting moth ne'er spoil'd my best array; 
The cause was this, 1 wore it every day. 
’T was when fresh May her early blossoms yields, 
This clerk and I were walking in the fields, 
We grew so intimate, I can’t tell how, 
I pawn’d my honour, and engaged my vow, 
If e’er I laid my husband in his urn, 
That he, and only he, should serve my turn. 
We straight struck hands, the bargain was agreed; 
T still have shifts against a time of necd : 
The mouse that always trusts to one poor hole, 
Can never be a mouse of any soul. 

I vow'd I scarce could slcep since first I knew him 
And durst be sworn he had bewitch’d me to him; 
If e’er I slept, 1 dream’d of him alone, 

And dreams foretell, as learned men have shown; 
All this I said ; but dreams, sirs, I had none: 

I follow’d but my crafty crony’s lore, 

Who bid me tell this lie—and twenty more. 

Thus day by day, and month by month we pase’d, 
It pleased the Lord to take my spouse at last. 

I tore my gown, I soil’d my locks with dust, 
And beat my breast as wretched widows—must. 
Before my face my handkerchief I spread, 

To hide the flood of tears I did—not shed. 

The good man’s coffin ip the church was borne: 
Around, the neighbours, and my clerk too, mou. 
But as he march'd, good gods! he show’d a pair 
Of legs and feet, so clean, so strong, so fair! 

Of twenty winters’ age he scem'd to be, 

I (to say truth) was twenty more than he: 

But vigorous still, a lively buxom dame ; 

And had a wondrous gift to quench a flame. 

A conjuror once, that deeply could divine, 
Assured me, Mars in Taurus was my sign. 

As the stars order’d, such my life has been: 
Alas, alas, that ever love was sin! 

Fair Venus gave me fire and sprightly grace, 
And Mars assurance and a dauntless face. 

By virtue of this powerful constellation, 

I follow'd always my own inclination. 

But to my tale: A month scarce pass’d away, 
With dance and song we kept the nuptial day ; 
All I possess’d I gave to his command, 

My goods and chattels, money, house, and land: 
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»nted, and repent it still : 

a rebel] to my sovereign will : 

by Heaven, he struck me on the face; 
e fact, and judge yourselves the case. 
as any lioness was I, 

full well to raise my voice on high; 
umbler as I was before, 

be so, in spite of all he swore. 

this right sagely would advise, 
amples set before my eyes ; 

1e Roman matrons led their life, 

s’ mother, and Duilius’ wife; 

he sermon, as beseem’d his wit, 
grave sentence out of holy writ. 

re say, ‘ Who builds his house on sands, 
lind horse across the fallow lands ; 
wife abroad with pilgrims roam, 
fool's-cap, and long ears at home.’ 
il’d not; for whoe'er he be 

1y faults, I hate him mortally: 
numbers more, I boldly say, 

n, clergy, regular and lay. 


6 (who was, you know, to learning bred) 


eatise oft at evening read, 

18 authors (whom the devil confound 
γ lies!) were in one volume bound. 
hole ; and of St. Jerome, part; 

and Tertullian, Ovid's Art, 
Proverbs, Eloisa's loves; 

more than sure the church approves. 
is were there here of wicked wives, 
in all the Bible and saints’ lives. 

the lion vanquish'd ? ’twas a man. 
re women write as scholars can, 


| stand marked with far more wickedness 


2 sons of Adam could redress. 
n haunts the breast where learning lies, 
sets ere Mercury can rise. 
the scholars, who can’t play the men, 
ut weapon which they have, their pen; 
and past the relish of delight, 
_ they sit, and in their dotage write, 
ie woman keeps her marriage vow. 
2 way; but to my purpose now.) 
ἃ my husband on a winter's night, 
" hook, aloud, with strange delight, 
st female (as the Scriptures show) 
? Own spouse and all his race to woe. 
on fell; and he wham Dejanire 
the envenom'd shift, and set on fire. 
1 Eriphyle her lord betray’d, 
6 ambush C]ytemnestra laid. 
ost ph im was the Cretan Dame, 
nd bull—oh monstrous! fie, for shame ! 
y heart the whole detail of woe 
ade her good man undergo; 
e scolded in a day he knew, 
pise-pots on the sage she threw, 
t patiently and wiped his head ; 
ws thunder,’—that was all he said. 
how Arius to his friend complain'd, 
was growing in his land, 
hree wives successively had twined 
7086, and waver’d in the wind. 


we this plant,’ replied the friend, ‘oh where? 


tuit did never orchard bear: 
me slip of this most blissful tree, 


garden planted shall it be.’ 
M 


Then how two wives their lords’ destruction prove, 
Through hatred one, and one through too much love; 
That for her husband mix'd a poisonous draught, 
And this for lust an amorous philtre bought: 
The nimble juice soon seized his giddy head, 
Frantic at night, and in the morning dead. 
How some with swords their sleeping lords have slain, 
And some have hammer’d nails into their brain, 
And some have drench'd them with a deadly potion ; 
All this he read, and read with great devotion. 

Long time 1 heard, and swell'd, and blush’d, and 

frown’d : 

But when no end to these vile tales I found, 
When still he read, and laugh’d, and read again, 
And half the night was thus consumed in vain; 
Provoked to vengeance, three large leaves I tore, 
And with one buffet fell’d him on the floor. 
With that my husband in a fury rose, 
And down he settled me with hearty blows. 
I groan’d, and lay extended on my side ; 
‘Oh! thou hast slain me for my wealth,’ I cried. 
‘Yet I forgive thee—take my last embrace—’ 
He wept, kind sou! ! and stoop’d to kiss my face: 
I took him such a box as turn'd him blue, 
Then sigh’d, and cried, ‘ Adieu, my dear, adieu !” 

But after many a hearty struggle pass'd, 

I condescended to be pleased at last. 

Soon as he said, ‘ My mistress and my wife, 

Do what you list, the term of all your life ; 

I took to heart the merits of the 

And stood content to rule by wholesome laws ; 
Received the reins of absolute command, 

With all the government of house and land, 

And empire o’er his tongue, and o’er his hand. 

Aa for the volume that reviled the damen, 

"T'was torn to fragments, and condemn’d to flames. 

Now, Heaven, on all my husbands gone, bestow 
Pleasures above for tortures felt below. 

That rest they wish'd for, grant them in the grave, 
And bless those souls my conduct help’d to save! 


THE FIRST BOOK OF 


STATIUS HIS THEBAIS. 
Translated in the Year 1703. 


. ARGUMENT. 


CEdipus, king of Thebes, having by mistake slain his 
father Laius, and married his mother Jocasta, put out 
his own eyes, and resigned the realm to his sons, Eteo- 
cles and Polynices. Being neglected by them, he makes 
his prayer to the fury Tisiphone, to sow debate be- 
twixt the brothers. They agree at last to reign singly, 
each a year by turns, and the first lot is obtained by 
Eteocles. Jupiter, in a council of the gods, declares 
his resolution of punishing the Thepans, and Argives 
also, by means of a marriage between Polynices and 
one of the daughters of Adrastus, king of Argos. 
Juno opposes, but to no effect; and Mercury is sent on 
ἃ message to the Shades, to the ghost of Laius, who 
is to appear to Eteocles, and provoke him to break the 
agreement. Polynices in the mean time doparts from 
Thebes by night, is overtaken by a storm, and arrives 
at Argos; where he mects with Tydeus, who had fled 
from Calydon, having killed his brother. Adrastus 
entertains them, having received an oracle from Apollo, 
that his daughter should be married to a boar anda 
lion, which he understands to be meant of these 
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strangers, by whom the hides of those beasts were worn, 
and who arrived at the time when he kept an annual 
feast in honour of that god. The rise of this solemnity 
he relates to his guests, the loves of Phebus and 
Psamathe, and the story of Chorwbus. He inquires, 
and is made acquainted with their deseent and quali- 
ty. The sacrifice is renewed, and the book concludes 
with a hyinn to Apollo. 

The translator hopes he need not apologize for his choice 


Of towns dispeopled, and the wandering ghosts 

Of kings unburned in the wasted coasts ; 

When Dirce’s fountain blush’d with Grecian blood, 

And Thetis, near Ismcnos’ swelling flood, 

With dread beheld the rolling surges sweep, 

In heaps, her slaughter’d sons into the deep. 
What hero, Clio! wilt thou first relate 7 

The rage of Tydeus, or the prophet’s fate? 


of this piece, which was made almost in his childhood :} Or how, with hills of slain on every side, 


bat, tinding the version better than he expected, he 
gave it some currection a tuw ycars afterwards. 
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FRATERNAL rage the guilty Thebes alarms, 
The alternate reign destroy’d by impious arms, 
PDemand our song; a sacred fury fires 

My ravish’d breast, and all the muse inspires. 

O goddess! say, shall I deduce my rhymes 
From the dire nation in its carly times, 
Europa's rape, Agenor’s stern decrce, 

And Cadmus searching round the spacious sea? 
How with the serpent’s teeth he sowed the soil, 
And reap'd an tron harvest of his toil? 

Or how from joining stones the city sprung, 
While to his harp divine Amphion sung? 

Or shall I Juno's hate to Thebes resound, 
Whose fatal rage the unhappy monarch found? 
The sire against the son his arrows drew, 

O’er the wide fields the furious mother flew, 
And while her arms a second hope contain, 
Sprung from the rocks, and plunged into the main. 

But wave whate’er to Cadmus may belong, 
And fix, O Muse! the barrier of thy song 
At G-dipus—from his disasters truce 
The long confusions of his guilty race: 

Nor yet attempt to stretch thy older wing, 

And mighty Casar'’s conquering eagles sing: 

How twice he tamed proud Ister's rapid flood, 

While Dacian mountains stream'’d with barbarous 
blood : 

Twice taught the Rhine bencath his laws to roll, 

And stretc!'d his empire to the frozen pole: 

Or long before, with early valour, strove 

In youthful arms to assert the cause of Jove. 

And thou, great heir of all thy father’s fame, 

Increase of glory to the Latian name, 

O bless thy Rome with an eternal reign, 

Nor let desiring worlds entreat in vain ! 

What thongh the stars contract their heaveply space, 

And crowd their shining ranks to yield thee place; 

Though all the skies, ambitious of thy sway, 

Conspire to court thee from our world away ; 

Though Pha:bus longs to mix his rays with thine, 

And in thy glories more serenely shine ; 

Though Jove himself no less content would be 

To part his throne, and share his heaven with thee; 

¥et stay, great Casar! and vouchsafe to reign 

Οὐ δε the wide carth, and o’er the watery main; 

Resign to Jove jus empire of the skies, 

And people heaven with ‘Roman deities. 

The ume will come, when a diviner flame 
Shall warm my breast to sing of Casar's fame: 
Meanwhile permit, that my preluding muse 
In Theban wars a humbler theme may chuse : 
Of furious hate, surviving death, she sings, 

A fatal throne τὸ two contending kings, 
And funeral flames, that. parting wide in air, 
Express the discord of the souls they bear: 


Hippomedon repell'd the hostile tide ? 
Or how the youth, with every grace adorn'd, 
Untimely fell, to be for ever mourn'd 7 
Then to fierce Capaneus thy verse extend, 
And sing with horror his prodigious end. 

Now wretched Cidipus, deprived of sight, 
Led a long death in everlasting night; 
But while he dwells where not a cheerful ray 
Can pierce the darkness, and abhors the. day; . 
The clear reflecting mind presents his sin 
In frightful views, and makes it day within ; 
Returning thoughts in endless circles roll, 
And thousand furies haunt bis guilty soul ; 
The wretch then litied to the unpitying skies, 
Those empty orbs from whence he tore his eyes, 
Whose wounds, yet fresh, with bloody hand he 

strook, 

While frum his breast these dreadful accents broke. 
‘Ye gods! that o'er the gloomy regions reign, 
Where guilty spirits feel eternal pain ; 
Thou, sable Styx! whose livid streams are roll’d 
Through dreary coasts, which I, though blind, behold - 
Tissiphone, that oft hast heard my prayer, 
Assist, if’ Cidipus deserve thy care! 
If you received me froin Jocasta’s womb, 
And nursed the hope of mischief yet tu come: 
If, leaving Polybus, 1 took my way 
To Cyrrha’s temple, on that fatal day, 
When by the son the treinbling father died, 
Where the three roads the Phocian tields divide: 
If J the Sphinx’s riddles durst explain, 
Taught by thyself to win the promised reign ; 
If wretched J, by baleful Furies led, 
With monstrous mixture stain'd my mother’s bed, 
For hell and thee begot an impious brood, 
And with full lust those horrid joys renew'd; 
Then sclf-condemn’d to shades of endless night, 
Forced from these orbs the bleeding balls of sig!.t; 
O hear, and aid the vengeance 1 require, 
If worthy thee, and what thou mighitst inspire! 
My sons their old unhappy sire despise, 
Spoil'd of his kingdom, and deprived of eyes; 
Guideless 1 wander, unregarded mourn, 
While these exalt theie sceptres o’er my urn ; 
These sone, ye gods! who, with flagitious pride, 
Insult my darkness, and my groans deride. 
Art thou a father, unregarding Jove ! 
And sleeps thy thunder in the realms above ? 
Thou Fury, then, some lasting curse entail, 
Which o’er their children’s children snail prevail = 
Place on their heads that crown distain’d with gor® 
Which these dire hands from my slain father tore 3 
Go, and a parent's heavy curses bear ; 
Break ali the bouds of nature, and prepare 
Their kindred souls to mutual hate and war. 
Give them to dare, what I might wish to eee, 
Blind as | am, some glorious villany ! 
Soon shalt thou find, if thou but arm their hands, 
Their ready guilt preventing thy commands: 
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1ou some great, proportion'’d mischief frame,| But rend the reins, and bound a different way, 
rove the father from whose loins they came.’ | And all the furrows in confusion lay; 


iry heard, while on Cocytus’ brink 
8, untied, sulphureous waters drink ; 
: summons roll’d her eyes around, 


δ᾽ ἃ the starting serpents from the ground. 


Ι0Ὸ swiftly shoots along the air, 
ng lightning, or descending star. 


Such was the discord of the royal pair, 
Whom fury drove precipitate to war. 

In vain the chiefs contrived a specious way, 
To govern Thebes by their alternate sway : 
Unjust decree! while this enjoys the state, 
That mourns in exile his unequal fate, 


crowds of airy shades she wing’d her flight, | And the short monarch of a hasty year 


dominions of the silent night ; 

the pass’d, the flitting ghosts withdrew, 
vale spectres trembled at her view : 

on gates of Tznarus she flics, 

‘eads her dusky pinions to the skies. 
beheld, and, sickening at the sight, 

r fair glories in the shades of night. 

1 Atlas, on the distant shore, 


|, and shook the heavens and gods he bore. 


n beneath Malea's airy height 


sprung, and steer'd to Thebes her flight; 


er speed the well-known journey took, 
regrets the hell she late forsook. 

ἃ snakes her gloomy visage shade, 

‘d serpents guard her horrid head ; 

nk eye-balls dreadful meteors glow : 

s from Pharbe's bloody circles flow, 


bouring with strong charms, she shoots from 


gh, 
leam, and reddens all the sky. 


un'd her cheeks, and from her mouth there 


me 
ming poisons, and ἃ length of flame. 
ery blast of her contagious breath, 


ind drought proceed, and plagues and death. 


bscene was o’er her shoulders thrown, 
vy Fates and Furies worn alone. 

d her meagre arms: her better hand 

g circles whirl'd a funeral brand : 

it from her left was seen to rear 

ing crest, and lash the yielding air. 

hen the Fury took her stand on high, 

ast Cithrron’s top salutes the sky, 

om aj] the snaky tire went round ; 

idful signal al} the rocks rebound, 

vugh the Achaian cities send the sound. 
th high Parnassus, heard the voice ; 
banks remurmur’'d to the noise ; 
eucothoe shook at these alarms, 

ss'd Palemon closer in her arms. 

g from thence the glowing Fury springs, 
‘the Theban palace spreads her wings, 
wre invades the guilty dome, and shrouds 
t pavilions in a veil of clouds. 

with the rage of all their race possess'd, 
the soul, the brothers start from rest, 
their furies wake within their breast. 
ttured minds repining envy tears, 

e engender’d by suspicious fears ; 

red thirst of sway; and all the ties 

e broke; and royal perjuries ; 

iotent desire to reign alone, 

omns the dull reversion of a throne; 

wuld the sweets of sovereign rule devour, 
iscord waits upon divided power. 

ibborn steers by brawny plowmen broke, 
Id reluctant to the galling yoke, 

edain with servile necks to bear 

vonted weight, or drag the crooked share, 


Foresees with anguish his returning heir. 
Thus did the league their impious arms restrain, 
But scarce subsisted to the second reign. 
Yet then no proud aspiring piles were raised, 
No fretted roof with polish’d metals blazed ; 
No labour'd columns in long order placed, 
No Grecian stone the pompous arches grac’d ; 
No nightly bands in glittering armour wait 
Before the sleepless tyrant’s guarded gate ; 
No chargers then were wrought in burnish’d gold, 
Nor silver vases took the forming mould ; 
Nor gems on bowls emboss'd were scen to shine, 
Blaze on the brims, and sparkle in the wine— 
Say, wretched rivals! what provokes your rage ? 
Say, to what end your impious arms engage ? 
Not all bright Pheebus views in early morn, 
Or when his evening beams the west adorn, 
When the south glows with his meridian ray, 
And the cold north receives a fainter day ; 
For crimes like these, not all those realms suffice, 
Were all those realms the guilty victor’s prize! 
But Fortune now (the lots of empire thrown) 
Decrees to proud Eteocles the crown : 
What joys, oh tyrant! s-vell’d thy soul that day, 
When all were slaves thou couldst around survey, 
Pleased to behold unbounded power thy own, 
And singly fill a fear’d and envied throne ! 
But the vile vulgar, ever discontent, 
Their growing fears in secret murmurs vent; 
Still prone to change, though still the slaves of state, 
And sure the monarch whom they have, to hate: 
New lords they madly make, then tamely bear, 
And softly curse the tyrants whom they fear. 
And one of those who groan beneath the sway 
Of kings imposed, and grudgingly obey, 
(Whom envy to the great, and vulgar spite 
With scandal arm’d, the ignoble mind’s delight,) 
Exclaim’d—‘ O Thebes! for thee what fates remain ! 
What woes attend this inauspicious reign ! 
Must we, alas! our doubtful necks prepare, 
Each haughty master’s yoke by turns to bear, 
And still to change whom changed we still rust 
fear? 
These now control a wretched people’s fate, 
These can divide, and these reverse the state : 
E’en fortune rules no more :—O servile Jand, 
Where exil’d tyrants still by turns command. 
Thou sire of gods and men, imperial Jove! 
Is this the eternal doom decreed above ? 
On thy own offspring hast thou fix’d this fate, 
From the first birth of our unhappy state ; 
When banish’d Cadmus, wandering o’er the main, 
For lost Europa search'’d the world in vain, 
And, fated in Beotian fields to found 
A rising empire on a foreign ground, 
First raised our walls on that i]l-omen’d plain, 
Where earth-born brothers were by brothers slain f 
What lofty looks the unrivall’d monarch bears ! 
How all the tyrant in his face appears ; 
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What sudden fury clouds his scornful brow! 

Gods! how his eyes with threatening ardour glow! 

Can this imperious lord forget to reign, 

Quit all his state, descend, and serve again ? 

Yet who, before, more popularly bow'd ? 

Who more propitious to the suppliant crowd ? 

Patient of right, familiar in the throne? 

What wonder then 7 he was not then alone, 

O wretched we, a vile submissive train, 

Fortune’s tame fools, and slaves in every reign ! 
* As when two winds with rival force contend, 

This way and that, the wavering sails they bend, 

While freezing Boreas and black Eurus blow, 

Now here, now there, the reeling vessel throw : 

Thus on each side, alas! our tottering state 

Feels all the fury of resistless fate ; 

And doubtful still, and stil] distracted stands, 

While that prince threatens, and while this commands.’ 
And now the almighty father of the gods 

Convenes a council in the bless’d abodes : 

Far in the bright recesses of the skies, 

High o’er the rolling heavens, a mansion lies, 

Whence, far below, the gods at once survey, 

The realms of rising and declining day, 


And all the extended space of earth, and air, and sea. 


Full in the midst, and on a starry throne, 

The majesty of heaven superior shone: 

Serene he look’d, and gave an awful nod, 

And all the trembling spheres confess'’d the god. 
At Jove's assent, the deities around 

In solemn state the consistory crown’d. 

Next a long order of inferior powers 

Ascend from hills, and plains, and shady bowers ; 
Those from whose urns the rolling rivers flow ; 
And those that give the wandering winds to blow ; 
Here all their rage, and e’en their murmurs cease, 
And sacred silence reigns, and universal peace. 
A shining synod of majestic gods 

Gilds with new lustre the divine abodes ; 

Heaven seems improved with a superior ray, 

And the bright arch reflects a double day. 

The monarch then his solemn silence broke, 

The still creation listen’d while he spoke ; 

Each sacred accent bears eternal weight, 

And eaci irrevocable word is fate. 

* How long shall man the wrath of heaven defy, 
And force uns. ‘lling vengeance from the eky ! 
Oh race confederate into crimes, that prove 
Triumphant o’er the eluded rage of Jove! 

This wearied arm can acarce the bolt sustain, 
And unregarded thunder rolls in vain ; 

The o’erlabour'd Cyclop from his task retires ; 
The olian forge exhausted of its fires. 

For this I suffer’d Phoebus’ stecds to stray, 

And the mad ruler to misguide the day, 

When the wide earth to heaps of ashes turn’d, 
And heaven itself the wandering chariot burn’d. 
For this, my brother of the watery reign, 
Released the impetuous sluices of the main: 
But flames consumed, and billows raged in vain. 
Two races now, allied to Jove, offend : 

To punish these, see Jove himself descend. 
The Theban kings their line from Cadmus trace, 
From godlike Perseus those of Argive race. 
Unhappy Cadmus’ fate who does not know, 
And the long series of succeeding wo ? 

How oft the Furies, from the deeps of night, 
Arose, and mix’d with men in mortal fight: 


The exulting mother, stain'd with filial blood , 

The savege hunter, and the haunted wood ? 

The direful banquet why should I proclaim, 

And crimes that grieve the trembling gods to name? 

Ere I recount the sins of these profane, 

The sun would sink into the western main, 

And rising gild the radiant east again. 

Have we not seen (the blood of Latus shed) 

The murdering son ascend his parent's bed, 

Through violated nature force his way, 

And stain the sacred womb where once he lay? 

Yet now in darkness and despair he groans, 

And for the crimes of guilty fate atones ; 

His sons with scorn their eyeless father view, 

Insult his wounds, and make them bleed anew. 

Thy curse, oh Cédipus, just Heaven alarms, 

And sets the avenging Thunderer in arms. 

I from the root thy guilty race will tear, 

And give the nations to the waste of war. 

Adrastus soon, with gods averse, shall join 

In dire alliance with the Theban line: 

Hence strife shall rise, and mortal war succeed ; 

The guilty realms of Tantalus shall bleed : 

Fix’d is their doom ; this all-remembering breast 

Yet harbours vengeance for the tyrant’s feast.’ 
He said: and thus the queen of heaven return’d, 

(With sudden grief her labouring bosom burn’d ;) 

‘Must I, whose cares Phoroneus’ towers defend, 

Must I, oh Jove, in bloody wars contend ? 

Thou know’st those regions my protection claim, 

Glorious in arms, in riches, and in fame: 

Though there the fair Egyptian heifer fed, 

And there deluded Argus slept, and bled ; 

Though there the brazen tower was storm’d of old, 

When Jove descended in almighty gold, 

Yet I can pardon those obscurer rapes, 

Those bashful crimes disguised in borrow'd shapes; 

But Thebes, where, shining in celestial ¢harms, 

Thou camest triumphant to a mortal’s arms, 

When all my glories o’er her limbs were spread, 

And blazing lightnings danced around her bed ; 

Cursed Thebes the vengeance it deserves ma 

prove. 

Ah, why should Argos feel the rage of Jove? 

Yet, since thou wilt thy sister queen control, 

Since still the lust of discord fires thy soul, 

Go, raze my Samos, let Mycene fall, 

And level with the dust the Spartan wall ; 

No more let mortals Juno’s power invoke, 

Her fanes no more with eastern incense smoke, 

Nor victims sink beneath the sacred stroke : 

But to your Isis all my rights transfer, 

Let altars blaze, and temples smoke for her ; 

For her, through Egypt's fruitful clime renown’d, 

Let weeping Nilus hear the timbre! sound. 

But if thou must reform the stubborn times, 

Avenging on the sone the father’s crimes, 

And from the long records of distant age, 

Derive incitements to renew thy rage; 

Say, from what period then has Jove design’d 

To date his vengeance; to what bounds confined? 

Begin from thence, where first Alpheus hides 

His wandering stream, and through the briny tides 

Unmix’d to his Sicilian river glides. 

Thy own Arcadians there the thunder claim, 

Whose impious rites disgrace thy mighty name. 

Who raise thy temples where the chariot stood 

Of fierce CEnomiius defil'd with blood ; 
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Where once his steeda their savage banquet found, 
And human bones yet whiten all the ground. 


The hero then resolven his course to bend, 
Where ancient Danaus’ fruitful fields extend, 


Say, can those honours please 7 and canst thou love | And famed Mycene’s lofty towers ascend, 


Presumptuous Crete, that boasts the tomb of Jove! 

And shall not Tantalus’s kingdom share 

Thy wife and sister's tutelary care? 

Reverse, O Jove, thy too severe decree, 

Nor doom to war a race derived from thee : 

On impious realms and barbarous kings impose 

Thy plagues, and curse them with such sons as those.’ 
‘Thus, in reproach and prayer, the queen exprese’d, 

The rage and grief contending in her breast ; 

Unmoved remain'd the ruler of the sky, 

And from his throne return'd this stern reply: 


(Where late the sun did Atreus’ crimes detest, 
And disappear'd in horror of the feast.) 

And now, by chance, by fate, or furies led, 
From Bacchus’ consecrated caves he fled, 
Where the shrill cries of frantic matrons sound, 
And Pemheus' blood enrich’d the rising ground. 
; Then sees Citheron towering o'er the plain, 
And thence declining gently to the main. 

Next to the bounds of Nisus’ realm repairs, 
Where treacherous Scylla cut the purple hairs: 
The hanging cliffs of Scyron’s rock explores, 


*’Twas thus I deem’d thy haughty soul would, And hears the murmurs of the different shores : 


bear 
The dire, though just, revenge which I prepare 
Against a nation thy peculiar care. 
No less Dione might for Thebes contend, 
Nor Bacchus less his native town defend ; 
Yet theve in silence see the fates fulfil 
Their work, and reverence our superior will. 
For, by the black infernal Styx I swear, 
(That dreadful oath which binds the Thunderer,) 
Tis fix'd ; the irrevncable doom of Jove; 
No force can bend me, no persuasion move. 
Haste then, Cyllenius, through the liquid air ; 
Go mount the winds, and to the shades repair ; 
Bid hell’s black monarch my commands obey, 
And give up Laius to the realms of day : 
Whose ghost yet shivering on Cocytus’ sand, 
Expects its passage to the farther strand ; 
Let the pale sire revisit Thebes, and bear 
These pleasing orders to the tyrant’s ear ; 
That, from his exil’d brother, swell’d with pride 
Of foreign forces, and his Argive bride, 
Almighty Jove commands him to detain 
The promised empire, and alternate reign ; 
Be this the cause of more than mortal hate: 
The rest succeeding times shall ripen into fate.’ 
The god obcys, and to his feet applies 
Those golden wings that cut the yielding skies. 
His ample hat his beamy locks o’erspread, 
And veil’d the starry glories of his head. 
He seized the wand that causes sleep to fly, 
Or in soft slumbers seals the wakeful eye ; 
That drives the dead to dark T'artarian coasts, 
Or back to life compels the wandering ghosts. 
Thos, through the parting clouds, the son of May 
Wings on the whistling winds his rapid way ; 
Now smoothly steers through air his equal flight, 
Now springs aloft, and towers the ethereal height ; 
Then wheeling, down the steep of heaven he flies, 
And draws a radiant circle o'er the skies. 
Meantime the banish’d Polynices roves 
(His Thebes abandon’d) through the Aonian groves, 
While future realms his wandering thoughts delight, 
His daily vision, and his dream by night ; 
Forbidden Thebes appears before nis eye, 
From whence he sees his absent brother fly ; 
With transport views the airy rule his own, 
And swells on an imaginary throne. 
Fain would he cast a tedious age away 
And live out all in one triumphant day: 
He chides the lazy progress of the sun, 
And bids the year with swifter motion run. 
With anxious hopes his craving mind is toss'd, 
And all bis joys in length of wishes lost 


Passes the strait that parts the foaming seas, 
And stately Corinth’s pleasing site surveys. 

*T was now the time when Pheebus yields to night, 
And rising Cynthia sheds her silver light: 
Wide o’er the world in solemn pomp she drew 
Her airy chariot, hung with pearly dew ; 
All birds and beasts lie hush’d: Sleep steals away 
The wild desires of men, and toils of day, 
And brings, descending through the silent air, 
A eweet forgetfulness of human care. 
Yet no red clouds, with golden borders gay 
Promise the skies the bright return of day ; 
No faint reflections of the distant light 
Streak with long gleams the scattering shades of night, 
From the damp earth impervious vapours rise, 
Increase the darkness, and involve the skies. 
At once the rushing winds with roaring sound 
Burst from the /olian caves, and rend the ground, 
With equal rage their airy quarrel try, 
And win by turns the kingdom of the sky; 
But with a thicker night black Auster shrouds 
The heavens, and drives on heaps the rolling clouds, 
From whose dark womb a rattling tempest pours, 
Which the cold North congeals to haily showers. 
From pole to pole the thunder roars aloud, 
And broken lightnings flash from every cloud. 
Now smokes with showers the misty mountain-ground, 
And flvated fields lie undistinguish’d round, 
The Inachian streams with headlong fury run, 
And Erasinus rolls a deluge on : 
The foaming Lerna swells above its bounds, 
And spreads its ancient poisons o'er. the grounds: 
Where late was dust, now rapid torrents play, 
Rush through the mounds, and bear the dams away: 
Old limbs of trees from crackling forests torn, 
Are whirl'd in air, and on the winds are borne : 
The storm the dark Lyczan groves display'd, 
And first to light exposed the sacred shade. 
The intrepid Theban hears the bursting sky, 
Sees yawning rocks in massy fragments fly, 
And views astonish’d from the hills afar, 
The floods descending, and the watery war, 
That, driven by storms, and pouring o’er the plain, 
Swept herds, and hinds, and houses to the main. 
Through the brown horrors of the night he fled, 
Nor knows, amazed, what doubtful path to tread ; 
His brother's image to his mind appears, 
Inflames his heart with rage, and wings his feet with 

fears. 

So fares a sailor on the stormy main, 
When clouds conceal Buotes’ golden wain ; 
When not a star its friendly lustre keeps, 
Nor trembling Cynthia glimmers on the deepes; 
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He dreads the rocks, and shoals, and seas, and skies,| We to thy name our annual rites will pay, 


While thunder roars, and lightning round him flies. 

Thus strove the chief, on every side distress’d, 
Thus still his courage with his toils increased ; 
With his broad shield opposed, he forced his way 
Through thickest woods, and roused the beasts of prey, 
Till he beheld, where from Larissa’s height 
The shelving walls reflect a glancing light: 
Thither with haste the Theban hero flies ; 

On this side Lerna’s poisonous water lies, 

On that Prosymna’s grove and temple rise: 

He pass'd the gates, which then unguarded lay, 
And to the regal palace bent his way ; 

On the cold marble, spent with toil, he lies, 
And waits till pleasing slumbers seal his eyes. 

Adrastus here his happy people sways, 

Bless’d with calm peace in his declining days. 
By both his parents of descent divine, 

Great Jove and Phebus graced his noble line: 
Heaven had not crown’d his wishes with a son, 
But two fair daughters heir’d his state and throne. 
To him Apollo (wondrous to relate! 

But who can pierce into the depths of Fate 7) 
Had sung—‘ Expect thy sons on Argos’ shore, 
A yellow lion, and a bristly boar.’ 

This, long revolved in his paternal breast, 

Sate heavy on his heart, and broke his rest; 
This, great Amphiarus, lay hid from thee, 
Though skill’d in fate, and dark futurity. 

The father’s care and prophet’s art were vain: 
For thus did the predicting god ordain. 

Lo, hapless Tydeus, whose ill-fated hand 
Had slain his brother, leaves his native land, 
And, seized with horror, in the shades of night, 
Through the thick deserts headlong urged his flight. 
Now by the fury of the tempest driven, 

He seeks a shelter from the inclement heaven, 
Till, led by fate, the Theban’s steps he treads, 
And to fair Argos’ open court succeeds. 

When thus the chiefs from different lands resort 
To Adrastus’ realms, and hospitable court ; 

The king surveys his guests with curious eyes, 
And views their arms and habit with surprise. 
A lion’s yellow skin the Theban wears, 
Horrid his mane, and rough with curling hairs: 
Such once employ'd Alcides’ youthful toils, 
Ere yet adorn’d with Nemea’s dreadful spoils. 
A boar’s atiff hide, of Calydonian breed, 
CEnides’ manly shoulders overspread : 

Oblique his tusks, erect his bristles stood : 
Alive, the pride and terror of the wood. 

Struck with the sight, and fix’d in deep amaze, 
The king the accomplish’d oracle surveys ; 
Reveres Apollo's vocal caves, and owns 
The guiding godhead, and his future sons. 

O’er all his bosom secret transports reign, 
And a glad horror shoots through every vein. 
To heaven he lifts his hands, erect his sight, 
And thus invokes the silent queen of night : 

* Goddess of shades, beneath whose gloomy reign 
Yon spangled arch glows with the starry train; 
You, who the cares of heaven and earth allay, 
Till nature, quicken’d by the inspiring ray, 
Wakes to new vigour with the rising day : 

O thou, who freest me from my doubtful state, 
Long lost and wilder'd in the maze of fate! 

Be present still: oh goddess! in our aid 
Proceed, and ' firm those omens thou hast made. 


And on thy altars sacrifices lay ; 

The sable flock shall fall beneath the stroke, 
And fill thy temples with a graceful smoke. 
Hail, faithful Tripos! hail, ye dark abodes 
Of awful Phebus: 1 confess the gods !’ 

Thus, scized with sacred fear, the monarch pray‘d 
Then to his inner court the guests convey'd : 
Where yet thin fumes from dying sparks arise, 

And dust yet white upon each altar :ies, 

The relics of a former sacrifice. 

The king once more the solemn rites requires, 
And bids renew the feasts, and wake the fires. 
His train obey, while all the courts around 
With noisy care and various tumult sound. 
Embroider'd purple clothes the golden beds ; 
This slave the floor, and that the table spreads ; 
A third dispels the darkness of the night ; 

And fills depending lamps with beams of light ; 
Here loaves in canisters are piled on high, 
And there in flames the slaughter'd victims fry. 
Sublime in regal state Adrastus shone, 
Stretch'd on rich carpets on his ivory throne; 
A lofty couch receives each princely guest; 
Around, at awful distance, wait the rest. 

And now the king, his royal feast to grace, 
Acestis calls, the guardian of his race, 

Who first their youth in arts of virtue train’d, 
And their ripe years in modest grace maintain‘d; 
Then softly whisper’d in her faithful ear, 

And bade his daughters at the rites appear. 
When from the close apartments of the night, 
The royal nymphs approach divinely bright ; 
Such was Diana's, such Minerva’s face ; 

Nor shine their beauties with superior grace, 
But that in these a milder charm endcars, 

And less of terror in their looks appears. 

As on the heroes first they cast their eyes, 

O’er their fair cheeks the glowing blushes rise, 
Their downcast looks a decent shame confess'd, 
Then on their father’s reverend features rest. 

The banquet done, the monarch gives the sign 
To fill the goblet high with sparkling wine, 
Which Danaus used in sacred rites of old, 

With sculpture graced, and rough with rising 

Here to the clouds victorious Perseus flies, 

Medusa seems to move her languid eyes, 

And e’en in gold, turns paler as she dies. 

There from the chase Jove’s towering eagle bears 
On golden wings, the Phrygian to the stars; 

Still as he rises in the ethereal height, 

His native mountains lessen to his sight ; 

While all his sad companions upward gaze, 

Fix'd on the glorious scene in wild amaze ; 

And the swift hounds, affrighted as he flies, 

Run to the shade, and bark against the skies. 

This golden bow! with generous juice was crow® 
The first libation sprinkled on the ground: 

By turns on each celestial power they call, 

With Phebus’ name resounds the vaulted hall. 

The courtly train, the strangers, and the rest, , 
Crown’d with chaste laurel, and with garlands dress ‘ 
While with rich gums the fuming altars blaze, 
Salute the god in numerous hymns of praise. 

Then thus the king: ‘ Perhaps, my noble gues®™® 
These honour'd altars, and these annual feasts 
To bright Apollo’s awful name desiga'd, 
Unknown, with wonder may perplex your mand 
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Great was the cause ; our old solemnities 
From no blind zeal or fond tradition rise ; 
Bat, saved from death, our Argives yearly pay 
These grateful honours to the god of day. 
‘When by a thousand darts the Python slain, 
With orbs anroll'd, lay covering all the plain, 
(Transfix'd as o’er Castalia'’s streams he hung 
And suck’d new poison with his triple tongue ) 
To Argo’s realms the victor god resorts, 
And enters old Crotopus’ humble courts. 
This rural prince one only daughter bless’d, 
That all the charms of blooming youth possess’d : 
Fair was her face, and spotless was her mind, 
Where filial love with virgin sweetness join’d. 
Happy ! and happy still she might have proved, 
Were she less beautiful, or less beloved ! 
But Phoebus loved, and on the flowery side 
Of Nemea’s stream the yielding fair enjoy'd : 
Now, ere ten moons their orb with light adorn, 
The illustrious offspring of the god was born ; 
The nymph, her father’s anger to evade, 
Retires from Argos to the sylvan shade ; 
To woods and wilds the pleasing burthen bears, 
And trusts her infant to a shepherd’s cares. 
‘How mean a fate, unhappy child is thine! 
Ah, how unworthy those of race divine! 
On flowery herbs in some green covert laid, 
His bed the ground, his canopy the shade, 
He mixes with the bleating lambs his cries, 
While the rude swain his rural music tries, 
To call soft slumbers on his infant eyes. 
Yet εἰδὴ in those obscure abodes to live, 
Was more, alas! than cruel fate would give ; 
For on the graasy verdure as he lay, 
And breathed the freshness of the early day, 
Devouring dogs the helpless infant tore, 
Fed on his trembling limbs, and lapp'd the gore. 
The astonish'd mother, when the rumour came, 
Forgets her father, and neglects her fame, 
With load complaints she fills the yielding air, 
And beats her breast, and rends her flowing hair ; 
Then wild with anguish to her sire she flies, 
the sentence, and contented dies. 
But, touch'd with sorrow for the dead too late, 
raging god prepares to avenge her fate. 
He sends a monster, horrible and fell, 
Begot by furies in the depths of hell. 
he pest a virgin’s face and bosom bears ; 
High on a crown a rising snake appears, 
Guards her black front, and hisses in her hairs ; 
About the realm she walks her dreadful round, 
When night with sable wings o’erspreads the 
ground, 
Devours young babes before their parents’ eyes, 
d feeds and thrives on public miscries. 
‘But generous rage the bold Chorebus warms, 
Chorebus, famed for virtue, as for arms; 
Some few like him, inspired with martial flame, 
ought a short life well lost for endless fame. 
where two ways in equal parts divide, 
direful monster from afar descried, 
Two bleeding babes depending at her side, 
hose panting vitals, warm with life, she draws. 
And in their hearts imbrues her cruel claws. 
youths surround her with extended spears ; 
But brave Choreebus in the front appears, 
Deep in her breast he plunged his shining sword, 
hell’s dire monster back to hell restored. 


The Inachians view the slain with vast surprise, 
Her twisting volumes, and her rolling eyes, 
Her spotted breast, and gaping womb imbrued 
With livid poison, and our children’s blood. 
The crowd in stupid wonder ἤχ᾽ ἃ appear, 
Pale e’en in joy, nor yet forget to fear. 
Some with vast beams the squalid corpse engage, 
And weary all the wild efforts of rage. 
The birds obscéne, that nightly flock'd to taste, 
With hollow screeches fled the dire repast ; 
And ravenous dogs, allured by scented blood, 
And starving wolves ran howling to the wood. 
‘ But, fired with rage, from cicft Parnassus’ brow 
Avenging Phebus bent his deadly bow, 
And hissing flew the feather'd fates below: 
A night of sultry clouds involved around 
The towers, the fields, and the devoted ground: 
And now a thousand lives together fied, 
Death with his scythe cut off the fatal thread, 
And a whole province in hia triumph led. 
But Phoebus, ask'd why noxious fires appear, 
And raging Sirius blasts the sickly year, 
Demands their lives by whom his monster fell, 
And dooms a dreadful sacrifice to hell. 
*Bless'd be thy dust, and let eternal fame 
Attend thy manes, and preserve thy name, 
Undaunted hero ! who, divinely brave, 
In such a cause disdain’d thy life to save; 
But view'd the shrine with a superior look, 
And its upbraided godhead thus bespoke : 
‘With piety, the soul’s securest guard, 
And conscious virtue, still its own reward, 
Willing I come, unknowing how to fear; 
Nor shalt thou, Phebus, find a suppliant here. 
Thy monster’s death to me was owed alone, 
And ‘tis a deed too glorious to disown. 
Behold him here, for whom, so many days, 
Impervious clouds conceal’d thy sullen rays ; 
For whom, as man no longer claim'd thy care, 
Such numbers fell by pestilential air! 
But if the abandon'd race of human kind 
From gods above no more compassion find ; 
If such inclemency in heaven can dwell, 
Yet why must unoffending Argos feel 
The vengeance due to this unlucky steel ? 
On me, on me, let all thy fury fall, 
Nor err from me, since I deserve it all: 
Unless our desert cities please thy sight, 
Or funcral flames reflect a grateful light, 
Discharge thy shafts, this ready bosom rend, 
And to the shades a ghost triumphant send ; 
But for my country let my fate atone, 
Be mine the vengeance, as the crime my own.’ 
‘ Merit distress'd, impartial Heaven relieves : 
Unwelcome life relenting Phebus gives : 
For not the vengeful power, that glow’d with rage, 
With such amazing virtue durst engage. 
The clouds dispersed, Apollo’s wrath expired, 
And from the wondering god the unwilling youth re- 
tired. 
Thence we these altars in his temple raise, 
And offer annual honours, feasts, and praise ; 
Those solemn feasts propitious Phebus please ; 
These honours still renew’d, his ancient wrath appease 
* But say, illustrious guest !’ adjoin’d the king, 
‘What name you bear, from what high race you spring ἢ 
The noble Tydeus stands confese’d, and knowa 
Our neighbour prince, and heir of Calydon. 
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Relate your fortunes, while the friendly night 
And silent hours to various talk invite.’ 

The Theban bends on earth his gloomy eyes, 
Confused, and sadly thus at length replies: 
‘ Before these altars how shall I proclaim 
(Oh generous prince !) my nation or my name, 


Or through what veins our ancient blood has roll’d ? 


Let the sad tale for ever rest untold! 

Yet if, propitious to a wretch unknown, 
Yoo seck to share in sorrows not your own ; 
Know then, from Cadmus I derive my race, 
Jocasta’s son, and Thebes my native place.’ 


To whom the king (who felt his generous breast 


Touch'd with concern for his unhappy guest) 

Replies :—' Ah, why forbears the son to name 

His wretched father, known too well by fame ? 

Fame, that delights around the world to stray, 

Scorns not to take our Argos in her way. 

E’en those who dwell where suns at distance roll, 

In northern wilds, and freeze beneath the pole; 

And those who tread the burning Libyan lands, 

The faithless Syrtes, and the moving sands; 

Who view the western sea’s extremest bounds, 

Or drink of Ganges in their eastern grounds ; 

All these the woes of O-dipus have known, 

Your fates, your furies, and your haunted town 

}f on the sons the parents’ crimes descend, 

What prince from those his lineage can defend? 

Be this thy comfort, that ‘tis thine to efface 

With virtuous acts thy ancestor's disgrace, 

And be thyself the honour of thy race. 

But see! the stars begin to steal away, 

And shine more faintly at approaching day. 

Now pour the wine ; and in your tuneful lays 

Once more resound the great Apollo's praise.’ 
Oh, father Phebus! whether Lycia’s coast 

And snowy mountains thy bright presence boast ; 

Whether to sweet Castalia thou repair, 

And bathe in silver dews thy yellow hair; 

Or, pleased to find fair Delos float no more, 

Delight in Cynthus, and the shady shore ; 

Or choose thy seat in Ilion’s proud abodes, 

The shining structures raised by labouring gods ; 

By thee the bow and mortal shafts are borne ; 

Eternal charms thy blooming youth adom: 

Skill’d in the laws of secret fate above, 

And the dark counsels of almighty Jove, 

"Tis thine the seeds of future war to know, 

The change of sceptres, and impending woe ; 

When direful meteors spread through glowing air 

Long trails of light, and shake their blazing hair. 

Thy rage the Phrygian felt, who durst aspire 

To excel the music of thy heavenly lyre ; 

Thy shafts avenged lewd Tityus’ guilty flame, 

The immortal victim of thy mother’s fame ; 

Thy hand slew Python, and the dame who lost 

Her numerous offspring for a fatal boast. 

In Phlegyas’ doom thy just revenge appears, 

Condemn’d to furies and eternal fears: 

He views his food, but dreads, with lifted eye, 

The mouldering rock, that trembles from on high. 


—Eee 


Propitious hear our prayer, O power divine! 
And on thy hospitable Argos shine, 
Whether the style of Titan please thee more, 
Whose purple rays the Achemenes adore ; 
Or great Osiris, who first taught the swain 
Io Pharian field to sow the golden grain ; 


Or Mithra, to whose beams the Persian bows, 
And pays, in hollow rocks, his awful vows ; 
Mithra, whose head the blaze of light adorns, 
Who grasps the struggling heifer's lunar horns 


THE FABLE OF DRYOPE 
FROM 

OVID'S METAMORPHOSES, 
Book 9. 


Sue said, and for her lost Galanthis sighs, 

When the fair consort of her son replies : 

Since you a servant's ravish’d form bemoan, 

And kindly sigh for sorrows not your ΟὟ ; 

Let me (if tears and grief permit) relate 

A nearer woe, ἃ sister's stranger fate. 

No nymph of all (Echalia could compare 

For beauteous form with Dryope the fair, 

ΠΥ tender mother’s only hope and pride 

(Myself the offspring of a second bride.) 

This nymph, compress‘d by him who rules the day, 

Whom Delphi and the Delian isle obey, 

Andremon loved ; and, bless‘d in all those charms 

That pleased a god, succeeded to her arms. 

A lake there was, with shelving banks around, 

Whose verdant summit fragrant myrtles crown'd. 

These shades, unknowing of the fates, she sought, 

And to the Naiads flowery garlands brought ; 

Her smiling babe (a pleasing charge) she press'd 

Within her arms, and nourish’d at her breast. 

Not distant far, a watery lotos grows ; 

The spring was new, and all the verdant boughs 

Adorn'd with blossoms, promised fruits that vie 

In glowing colours with the Tyrian dye: 

Of these she cropp’d to please her infant son; 

And I myself the same rash act had done: 

But lo! I saw (as near her side I stood) 

The violated blossoms drop with blood. 

Upon the tree I cast a frightful look ; 

The trembling tree with sudden horror shook. 

Lotis the nymph (if rural tales be true,) 

As from Priapus’ lawless lust she flew, 

Forsook her form ; and, fixing here, became 

A flowery plant, which still preserves her name. 
This change unknown, astonish'd at the sight, 

My trembling sister strove to urge her flight : 

And first the pardon of the nymphs implored, 

And those offended sylvan powers adored : 

But when she backward would have fied, she found 

Her stiffening feet were rooted in the ground: 

In vain to free her fasten'd feet she strove, 

And, as she struggles, only moves above ; 

She feels the encroaching bark around her grow 

By quick degrees, and cover all below : 

Surprised at this, her trembling hand she heaves 

Τὸ rend her hair: her hand is fill’d with leaves: 

Where late was hair, the shooting leaves are seea 

Τὸ rise, and shade her with a sudden green. 

The child Amphissus, to her bosom press'd, 

Perceived a colder and a harder breast, 

And found the springs, that ne’er till then denied 

Their milky moisture, on a sudden dried. 

I saw, unhappy ! what I now relate, 

And stood the helpless witness of thy fate, 

Embraced thy boughs, thy rising bark delay'd, 

There wish'd to grow, and mingle shade with shade 
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Behold Adremon and the unhappy sire Now the cleft rind inserted graffs receives, 
Appear, and for their Dryope inquire ; And yields an offspring more than nature gives ; 
A springing tree for Dryope they find, Now sliding streams the thirsty plants renew, 
And print warm kisses on the panting rind ; And feed their fibres with reviving dew. 
Prostrate, with tears their kindred plant bedew, These cares alone her virgin breast employ, 
And close embrace as to the roots they grew. Averse from Venus and the nuptial joy. 
The face was all that now remain'd of thee, Her private orchards, wall’d on every side, 
No more a woman, nor yet quite a tree ; To lawless sylvans all access denied. 
Thy branches hung with humid pearls appear, How oft the satyrs and the wanton fauns, 
From every leaf distils a trickling tear, Who haunt the forests, or frequent the lawns, 
And straight a voice, while yet a voice remains, The god whose ensigns scares the birds of prey, 
Thus through the trembling boughs in sighs complains :| And old Silenus, youthful in decay, 

‘If to the wretched any faith be given, Employ’d their wiles and unavailing care, 
I swear by all the unpitying powers of heaven, To pass the fences, and surprise the fair! 
No wilful crime this heavy vengeance bred ; Like these, Vertumnus own’'d his faithful flame, 
In matual innocence our lives we led : Like these, rejected by the scornful dame. 
If this be false, let these new greens decay, To gain her sight a thousand forms he wears ; 
Let sounding axes lop my limbs away, And first a reaper from the field appears, 
And crackling flames on all my honours prey! Sweating he walks, v-hile loads of golden grain 
Bat from my branching arms this infant bear, O’ercharge the shoulders of the seeming swain. 
Let some kind nurse supply a mother’s care : Oft o’er his back a crooked scythe is laid, 
And to his mother let him oft be led, And wreaths of hay his sun-burnt temples shade ; 
Sport in her shades, and in her shades be fed ; Oft in his harden’d liand a goad he bears, 
Teach him, when first his infant voice shall frame | Like one who late unyoked the sweating steers. 
Imperfect words, and lisp his mother's name, Sometimes his pruning-hook corrects the vines, 
To hail this tree; and say with weeping eyes, And the Joose stragglers to their ranks confines. 
Withio this plant my hapless parent lies : Now gathering what the bounteous year allows, 
And when in youth he seeks the shady woods He pulls ripe apples from the bending boughs. 
Oh, let him fly the crystal lakes and floods, A soldier now, he with his sword appears ; 
Nor touch the fatal flowers ; but, warn’d by me, A fisher next, his trembling angle bears. 
Believe a goddess shrined in every tree. Each shape he varies, and each art he tries, 
My sire, my sister, and my spouse farewell! On her bright charms to feast his longing eyen. 
Ifin your breast or love or pity dwell, A female form at last Vertumnus wears, 
Protect your plant, nor let my branches feel With all the marks of reverend age appears, 
The browsing cattle, or the piercing steel. His temples thinly spread with silver hairs: 
Farewell! and since I cannot bend to join Propp’d on his staff, and stooping as he goes, 
My lips to yours, advance at least to mine. A painted mitre shades his furrow'd brows. 
My son, thy mother’s parting kiss receive, The god, in this decrepit form array’d, 
While yet thy mother has a kiss to give. The gardens entered, and the fruit survey’d ; 
I can no more; the creeping rind invades And ‘ Happy you!’ he thus address’d the maid, 
My closing lips, and hides my head in shades: ‘Whose charms as far all other nymphs out-shine, 
Remove your hands; the bark shall soon suffice As other gardens are excell’d by thine !’ 
Without their aid to seal these dying eyes.’ Then kiss’d the fair (his kisses warmer grow 

She ceased at once to speak, and ceased to be; | Than such as women on their sex bestow ;) 
And all the nymph was lost within the tree ; Then, placed beside her on the flowery ground, 
Yet latent life through her new branches reign’d, Beheld the trees with autumn’s bounty crown’d 
And long the plant a human heat retain’d. An elm was near, to whose embraces led, 


The curling vine her swelling clusters spread : 
He view'd her twining branches with delight, 
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‘Yet this tall elm, but for his vine,’ he said, 


FROM ‘ Had stood neglected, and a barren shade ; 
OVID'S METAMORPHOSES, And this fair vine, but that her arms surround 
Her marricd elm, had crept along the ground. 
Book 4. Ah beauteous maid ! let this example move 
Your mind, averse from all the joys of love. 
Tre fair Pomona flourish'd in his reign: Deign to be loved, and every heart subdue : 
Of all the virgins of tho sylvan train, What nymph could e’er attract such crowds as you 
None taught the trees a nobler race to bear, Not she whose beauty urged the Centaur’s arms, 
Or more improved the vegetable care. Ulysses’ queen, nor Helen's fatal charms. 
To her the shady grove, the flowery field, E’en now, when silent scorn is all they gain, 
The strearns and fountains, no delights could yield; |A thousand court you, though they court in vain 
‘Twas all her joy the ripening fruits to tend, A thousand sylvans, demigods, and gods, 
And see the boughs with happy burthens bend. That haunt our mountains, and our Alban woods 
The hook she bore instead of Cynthia's spear, But if you'll prosper, mark what I advise, 
To lop the growth of the luxuriant year, Whom age and long experience render wise, 
To decent form the lawless shoots to bring, And one whose tender care is far above 


And teach the obedient branches where to spring. | All that these lovers ever felt for love ; 
N 


(Far more than e’cr can by yourself be guess'd ;) 

Fix on Vertumnus and reject the rest. 

For his firm faith I dare engage my own; 

Scarce to himself, himself is better known. 

To distant lands Vertumnus never roves; 

Like you, contented with his native groves ; 

Nor at first sight, like most, admires the fair ; 

For you he lives: and you alone shall share 

His last affection, as his early care. 

Besides, he’s lovely far above the rest, 

With youth immortal, and with beauty bless'd. 

Add, that he varies every shape with ease, 

And tries all forms that may Pomona please. 

But what should most excite a mutual flame, 

Your rural cares and pleasures are the same : 

To him your orchard’s early fruit are due, 

(A pleasing offering when "tis made by you,) 

He values these : but yct, alas ! complains, 

That still the best and dearest gift remains. 

Not the fair fruit that on yon branches glows 

With that ripe red the autumnal sun bestows ; 

Nor tasteful herbs that in these gardens rise, 

Which the kind soil with milky sap supplies : 

You, only you, can move the god's desire : 

Oh, crown zo constant and so pure a fire! 

Let soft compassion touch your gentle mind ; 

Think, ‘tis Vertumnus begs you to be kind : 

So may no frost, when early buds appear, 

Destroy the promise of the youthful year ; 

Nor winds, when first your florid orcliard blows, 

Shake the light blossoms from their blasted boughs. 
This when the various god had urged in vain, 

He straight assumed his native form again; 

Such, and so bright an aspect now hie bears, 

As when through clouds the emerging sun appears, 

And, thence exerting his refulgent ray, 

Dispels the darkness, and reveals the day. 

Force he prepared, but check’d the rash design; 

For when, appearing in a form divine, 

The nymph surveys him, and beholds the grace 

Of charming features, and a youthful face ; 

In her soft breast consenting passions move, 

And the warm maid confess'd a mutual love. 


IMITATIONS 
OF ENGLISH POETS. 
Done by the Author in his Youth. 


CHAUCER. 


Wonen ben full of ragerie, 
Yet swinken nat sans secresie. 
Thilka moral shall ye understond, 
From schoole-boy's tale of fayre Irclond : 
Which to the fennes hath him betake, 
To filch the gray ducke fro the lake. 
Right then, there passen by the way 
His aunt, and cke her daughters tway. 
Ducke in his trowsers hath he hent, 
Not to be spied of ladies gent. 
* But ho! our nephew,’ crieth one, 

Ho! quoth another, ‘cozen John;’ 
And stoppen, and lough, and callen out,— 
This silly clerke full Jow doth lout: 
They asken that, and talken this, 

Le! here is coz, and here is miss." 
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But as he glozeth with speeches soote, 

The ducke sore tickleth his erse roote ; 
Fore-piece and buttons all to-brest, 

Forth thrust a white neck, and red crest. 
*Te-he,’ cried ladies; clerke nought spake ; 
Miss stared, and gray ducke cryeth, ‘ Quaake. 
“Ὁ moder, moder,’ quoth the daughter, 

‘Be thilke same thing maids longen a'ter? 
Bette is to pine on coals and chalke, 

Then trust on mon, whose yerde can talke- 


SPENSER. 

THE ALLEY. 
In every town where Thamis rolls his tyde, 
A narrow pass there is with houses low ; 
Where, ever and anon, the stream is eyed, 
And many a boat, soft sliding to and fro. 
There oft are heard the notes of infant woe, 
The short thick sob, loud scream, and shriller squall 
How can ye, mothers, vex your children so 7 
Some play, some eat, some cack against the wall, 
And as they crouchen low, for bread and butter call 


And on the broken pavement, here and there, 

Doth many astinking sprat and herring lie; 

A brandy and tobacco shop is near, 

And hens, and dogs, and hogs are feeding by; 

And here a sailor's jacket hangs to dry. 

At every door are sun-burnt matrons scen, 

Mending old nets to catch the scaly fry, 

Now singing shrill, and scolding eft between; 

Scolds answer foul-mouth'd scolds; bad neighbour 
hood I ween. 


The snappish cur (the passengers’ annoy) 

Close at my heel with yelping treble flies ; 

The whimpering girl, and hoarser screaming boy 

Join to the yelping treble, shrilling crics ; 

The scolding quean to louder notes doth rise, 

And her full pipes those shrilling cries confound ; 

To her full pipes the grunting hog replics ; 

The grunting hogs alarm the neighbours round, 

And curs, girls, boys, and scolds, in the deep base are 
drown’d. 


Hard by a sty, beneath a roof of thatch, 

Dwelt Obloquy, who in her early days 

Baskets of fish at Billingsgate did watch, 

Cod, whiting, oyster, mackre], sprat, or plaice: 

There Iearn'd she speech from tongues that never 
cease. 

Slander beside her, like a magpie, chatters, 

With Envy (spitting cat,) dread foe to peace ; 

Like a cursed cur, Malice before her clatters, 

And, vexing every wight, tears clothes and all to 
tatters. 


Her dugs were mark’d by every collier’s hand, 
Her mouth was black as bul] dog’s at the stall ; 
She scratch’d, bit, and spared ne lace ne band, 
And bitch and rogue her answer was to all; 

Nay, e’en the parts af shame by name would call; 
Yea, when she passed by or Jane or nook, 
Would greet the man who turn’d him to the wall, 
And by his hand obscene the porter took, 

Nor ever did askance like modest virgin Jook. 


Such place hath Deptford, navy-building town, 
Woolwich and Wapping, amelling strong of pitch: 
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Lambeth, envy of each band and gown ; 

‘wickenham such, which fairer scenes enrich, 
statues, urns, and Jo—n’s dog and bitch, 

ἀρ is without, on either side, 

the silver Thames, or all adown ; 

-hmond’s self, from whose tall front are eyed 
spires, meandering streams, and Windsor's 
towery pride. 


There in bright drops the crystal fountains play 
By laurels shielded from the piercing day ; 
Where Daphne, now a tree, as once a maid, 
Still from Apollo vindicates her shade, 

Still turns her beauties from the invading beam, 
Nor secks in vain for succour to the stream ; 
The stream at once preserves her virgin leaves, 
At once a shelter from lier boughs receives, 
Where summer's beauty midst of winter stays, 
And winter’s coolness spite of summer’s rays 


WALLER. 
1F A LADY SINGING TO HER LUTE. 


harmer, cease, nor make your voice's prize, 

t resign'd, the conquest of your eyes: 

light, alas! that threaten'd vessel fail, 
winds and lightning both at once assail. 

re too bless’d with these enchanting lays, 
must be heavenly when an angel plays: 
ing charms your lover's death contrive, 

‘avenly music should be heard alive. 

s could charm the trees: but thus a tree, 
by your hand, can charm no less than he: 
made the silent wood pursue, 

cal wood had drawn the poet too. 


WEEPING. 


Whi e Celia’s tears make sorrow bright, 
Proud grief sits swelling in her eyes: 
The sun, next those the fairest light, 
Thus from the ocean first did rise; 
And thus through mists we sce the sun, 
Which else we durst not gaze upon. 


These silver drops, like morning dew, 
Foretell the fervor of the day: 

So from one cloud soft showers we view, 
And blasting lightnings burst away. 

The stars that fall from Celia’s eye, 

Declare our doom is drawing nigh. 


The baby in that sunny sphere 
So like a Phaéton appears, 
That heaven, the threaten’d world to spare, 
Thought fit to drown him in her tears: 
Else might the ambitious nymph aspire 
To set, like him, heaven too on fire. 


| A FAN OF THE AUTHOR'S DESIGN. 

h uus painted the Story of Cephalus and Pro- 
cris, with Oe Motto, ‘ Aura veni. 

gentle air!’ the -olian shepherd said, 

Procris panted in the secret shade ; 

gentle air, the fairer Delia crics, 

it her feet her swain expiring lies. 

glad gales o'er al] her beauties stray, 

: on her lips, and in her bosom play! 

1’s hand this toy is fatal found, 

ild that fatal dart more surely wound : 

fts destructive to the givers prove; 

oth lovers fall by those they Jove. 

Itless too the bright destroyer lives, 

om wounds, nor knows the wound she gives ; 

ws the story with attentive eyes, 

ies Procris, while her lover dies. 


EARL OF ROCHESTER. 
ON SILENCE. 


SILENcE! coeval with eternity, 
Thou wert, ere nature's self began to be; 
’T was one vast nothing, all, and all slept fast in thee 


Thine wasthe sway, ere heav'n was formed, orearth: 
Ere fruitful thought conceived creation’s birth, 
Or midwife word gave aid, and spoke the infant forth. 


The various elements against thee join’d 
In one more various animal combined, 
And framed the clamorous race of busy haman-kind. 


The tongue moved gently first, and speech was low, 
Till wrangling science taught it noise and show, 
And wicked wit arose, thy most abusive foe. 


But rebel wit deserts thee oft in vain ; 
Lost in the maze of words he turns again, 
And seeks a surer state, and courts thy gentle reign. 


Afflicted scnse thou kindly dost ect free, 
Oppress’d with argumental tyranny, 
And routed reason finds a eafe retreat in thee. 


With thee in private modest d Iness lies, 

And in thy bosom lurks in thought’s disguise ; 

Thou varnisher of fools, and cheat of all the wise ! 
Yet thy indulgence is by both confess’d ; 

Folly by thee lies sleeping in the breast, 

And ‘tis in thee at last that wisdom seeks for rest. 
Silence, the knave’s repute, the whore's good name, 
The only honour of the wishing dame ; 

Thy very want of tongue makes thee a kind of fame 


COWLEY. 
THE GARDEN. 
ould my muse the flowery treasure sing, 
nble glories of the youthful spring : 
»pening roses breathing sweets diffuse, 
t carnations shower their balmy dews ; 
ilies smile in virgin robes of white, 
1 undress of superficial light, 
ied tulips show so dazzling gay, 
r in bright diversities of day. 
inted floweret in the lake below 
its beauties, whence ita beauties grow ; 
e Narcissus, on the bank, in vain 
rmed, gazes on himself again. 
ed trees cathedral walks compose, 
unt the hill in venerable rows ; 
re green infants in their beds are laid, 
den’s hope, and its expected shade. 
ange trees with blooms and pendants shine, 
nal honours to their autumn join; 
their promise in their ripen'd store, 
be rising blossom promise more. 
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But couldst thou seize some tongues that now are | In diamonds, pearls, and rich brocades, 
free, She shines the first of batter’d jades, 

How church and state should be obliged to thee ; And flutters in her pride. 

At senate, and at bar, how welcome wouldst thoube!|¢, have 1 known those insects fair 
Yet speech e’en there submissively withdraws, "| (Which curious Germans hold 80 rare) 
From rights of subjects, and the poor man’s cause:| Still vary shapes and dyes ; 

Then pompous Silence reigns, and stills the noisy laws. | Stil] gain new tities with new forms; 
Past services of friends, good deeds of foes, First grubs obscene, then wriggling worms, 
What favourites gain, and what the nation owes, Then painted butterflies. 

Fly the forgetful world, and in thy arms repoee. 
The country wit, religion of the town, 
The courtier’s learning, policy of the gown, 

Are best by thee expressa'd; and shine in thce alone. 
The parson’s cant, the lawyer’s sophistry, 
Lord’s quibble, critic’s jest, all end in thee, 

All rest in peace at last, and sleep eternally. 


DR. SWIFT. 
THE HAPPY LIFE OF A COUNTRY PARSON. 


Parson, these things in thy possessing, 
Are better than the bishop's blessing : 
A wife that makes conserves ; a steed 


EARL OF DORSET. 
ARTEMISIA. 


Trovucu Artemisia talks, by fits, 

Of councils, classics, fathers, wits ; 
Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and Locke ; 

Yet in some things methinks she fails : 

*T were well if she would pare her nails, 
And wear a cleaner smock. 


Haughty and huge as High-Dutch bride, 
Such nastiness, and so much pride, 

Are oddly join'd by fate: 
)n her large squab you find her spread, 
Like a fat corpse upon a bed, 

That Jies and stinks in state. 


She wears no colours (sign of grace) 
On any part except her face; 

All white and black beside : 
Dauntless her look, her gesture proud, 
Her voice theatrically loud, 

And masculine her stride. 


So have I seen, in black and white, 

A prating thing, a magpie hight, 
Majestically stalk ; 

A stately, worthless animal, 

That plies the tongue, and wags the tail, 
All flutter, pride, and talk. 


PHRYNE. 


Puryne had talents for mankind, 
Open she was, and unconfined, 

Like some free port of trade ; 
Merchants unloaded here their freight, 
And agents from each foreign state, 

Here first their entry made. 


Her learning and good-breeding such, 
Whether the Italian or the Dutch, 
Spaniards or French came to her; 
To all obliging she'd appear: 
Twas ‘Si Signor,’ twas ‘Yaw Mynheer,’ 
*Twas ‘S'il vons plait, Monsicur.’ 
Obscure by birth, renown'd by crimes, 
Stull changing names, religion, climes, 
At length she turns a bride : 


That carries double when there’s need ; 
October store, and best Virginia, 

Tithe pig, and mortuary guinea : 
Gazettes sent gratis down, and frank’d, 
For which thy patron’s weekly thank’d ; 
A large Concordance, bound long since ; 
Sermons to Charles the First, when prince: 
A Chronicle of ancient standing : 

A Chrysostom to smooth—thy band in: 
The Polyglott—three parte—my text, 
Howbeit,—like wise—now tomy next: 
Lo, here the Septuagint,—and Paul, 

To sum the whole,—the close of all. 

He that has these, may pass his life, 
Drink with the ’squire, and kiss his wife ; 
On Sundays preach, and eat his fill; 

And fast on Fridays——if he will; 

Toast church and queen, explain the news, 
Talk with church-wardens about pews ; 
Pray heartily for some new gift, 

And shake his head at Dr. Sw**t. 


AN ESSAY ON MAN, 


IN FOUR EPISTLES 
TO HENRY 8T. JOHN, LORD BOLINGBROKE 


THE DESIGN. 


Havine proposed to write some pieces on humam 
life and manners, such as (to uee my lord Bacon's ex— 
pression) ‘come home to men’s business and bosoms,” 
I thought it more satisfactory to begin with consider— 
ing man in the abstract, his nature, and his state - 
since, to prove any moral duty, to enforce any mora 8 
precept, or to examine the perfection or imperfectiox® 
of any creature whatsoever, it is necessary first to 
know what condition and relation it 1s placed in, amc? 
what isthe proper end and purpose of its being. 

The science of human nature is, like all other 
sciences, reduced to a few clear points: there arenot 
many certain truths in this world. It is therefore in 
the anatomy of the mind as in that of the body ; 
more gvod will accmme to mankind by attending to 
the large, open, and perceptible parts, than by study- 
ing too much such finer nerves and vessels, the con- 
formations and uses of which will for ever escape 
our observation. The disputes arc all upon these 
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ast; and I will venture to say, they have less sharp- 
med the wits than the hearts of men against each 
ther, and have diminished the practice more than ad- 
ranced the theory of morality. If 1 could flatter 
nyself that this Essay has any merit, it is in stecring 
betwixt the extremes of doctrines seemingly oppo- 
site, in passing over terms utterly unintelligible, and 
in forming a temperate yet not inconsistent, and a 
short, yet not imperfect, system of ethics. 

This | might have done in prose ; but I chose verse, 
and even rhyme, for two reasons. The one will ap- 
pear obvious ; that principles, maxims, or precepts, 
80 written, both strike the reader more strongly at 
first, and are more easily retained by him afterwards : 
the other may seem odd, but it is true: I found | 
could express them more shortly this way than in 
prose itself; and nothing is more certain, than that 
much of the force, as well as the grace of arguments 
or instructions, depends on their conciseness. I was 
urable to treat this part of my subject more in detail, 
without becoming dry and tedious; or more poeti- 
tally, without sacrificing perspicuity to ornament, 
without wandering from the precision, or breaking the 
chain of reasoning : if any man can unite all these 
without diminution of any of them, I freely confess 
he will compass a thing above my capacity. 

What is now published, is only to be considered as 
a general map of man, marking out no more than the 
greater parts, their extent, their limits, and their con- 
bexion, but leaving the particular to be more fully de- 
lineated in the charts which are to follow. Con- 
vequently, these Epistles in their progress (if I have 
health and leisure to make any progress) will be less 
dry, and more susceptible of poetical ornament. 1 
tm here only opening the fountains, and clearing the 
Passage. To deduce the rivers, to follow them iu 
their course, and to observe their effects, may be a 


luk more agreeable. 


--.--αὐἢ»......ϑ.Ψὕ. 


AN ESSAY ON MAN, 


ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE I. 
f Oe Nature and State of Man with respect to the 


Universe. 


Man in the abstract. I. That we can judge only with 
“Rard to our own eystem, being ignorant of the rela- 
LOns of systems and things, ver. 17, ἄς. 11. That 
Man ie not to be deemed imperfect, but a being suited 
& his place and rank in the creation, agreeable to the 
ΤΕ neral order of things, and conformable to ends and 
*lations to him unknown, ver. 35, &c. HI. That it 
§ partly upon his ignorance of future events, and 
Qrtly upon the hope of a future state, that all his 
ppiness in the present depends, ver. 77, ἄς. IV. 
“he pride of aiming at more knowledge, and pretend- 
gto more perfection, the cause of man’s error and 
Misery. The impiety of putting bimself in the place 
f God, and judging of the fitness or unfitness, per- 
2ctuion or imperfection, justice or injustice, of his 
ispensations, ver. 109, &c. V. The absurdity of 
ouceiting himself the tinal cause of the creation, 
ow” eapecting that perfection in the moral work, 
which is not in the natural, ver. 131, ἄς. VI. The 
unreasonableness of his complaints against Provi-. 


him miserable, ver. 173, &c. VII. That throughout 
the whole visible world, an universal order and gra- 
dation in the sensial and mental faculties is observed, 
which causes a subordination of creature to creature, 
and of all creatures to man. The gradations of sense, 
instinct, thought, reflection, reason; that reason alone 
countervails all the other faculties, ver. 907. VILL. 
How mach farther this order and subordination of 
living creatures may extend above and below us; 
were any part of which broken, not that part only 
but the whole connected creation must be destroyed 
ver, 233. IX. The extravagance, madness and pride 
of such a desire, ver. 200. X. ‘The consequence of all, 
the absolute subinission due to Providence, both as to 
our present and future state, ver. 99], to the end. 


EPISTLE 1. 


AWwaAkF, my St. John! leave all meaner things 

To low ambition, and the pride of kings : 

Let us (since life can little more supply 

Than just to look about us, and to die) 

Expatiate free o’er all this scene of man ; 

A mighty maze ! but not without a plan: 

A wild, where weeds and flowers promiscuous shoot ; 
Or garden, tempting with forbidden fruit, 
Together Ict us beat this ample field, 

Try what the open, what the covert yield ; 

The latent tracts, the giddy heights, explore, 

Of all who blindly creep, or sightless soar ; 

Eye nature’s walks, shoot folly as it flies, 

And catch the manners living as they rise : 
Laugh where we must, be candid where we can, 
But vindicate the ways of God to man. 

I. Say first, of God above, or man below, 
What can we reason, but from what we know ? 
Of man, what see we but his station here, 

From which to reason, or to which refer ? 20 

Through worlds unnumber’d though the God be 

known, 

*Tis ours to trace him only in our own. 

He, who throngh vast immensity can pierce, 

See worlds on worlds compose one universe, 

Observe how system into system runs, 

What other planets circle other suns, 

What varied being peoples every star, 

May tell why heaven has made us as we are. 

But of this frame, the bearings and the ties, 

The strong connexions, nice dependencies, 

Gradations just, has thy pervading soul 

Look’d through? or can a part contain the whole? 
Is the great chain that draws all to agree, 

And drawn supports, upheld by God, or thee 

II. Presumptuous man! the reason wouldst thou find, 
Why form’d so weak, so little, and so blind 7 
First, if thou canst, the harder reason guess, 
Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and no leas ? 
Ask of thy mother earth, why oaks are made 
Taller or stronger than the weeds they shado 7 
Or ask of yonder argent fields above, 

Why Jove’s satellites are less than Jove. 
Of systems possible, if ‘tis confess’d, 
That wisdom infinite must form the best, 
Where all must fall or not coherent be, 
And all that rises, rise in due degree ; 
Then, in the scale of reasoning life, ’tis plain, 
There must be somewhere, such a rank as man: 
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lence, while on the onz hand he demands the ροτίρο- And all the question (wrangle e’er so long) 


tion of the angels, and on the other the bodily qualifi. [18 only this, ifGod has placed him wrong 7 


“ations of the brutes; thonzh to possess any of the 


Respecting man, whatever wrong we call, 


wensitive faculties in a higher degree, would render| May, must be right, as relative to all. 
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In human works, though laboured on with pain, 
A thousand movements scarce one purpose gain: 
In God's one single can its end produce ; 

Yet serve to second too some other use. 

So man, who here seems principal alone, 
Perhaps acts second to some sphere unknown, 
Touches some wheel, or verges to some goal: 
*Tis but a part we see, and not a whole. 60 

When the proud steed shall know why man restrains 
His fiery course, or drives him o'er the plains; 
When the dull ox, why now he breaks the clod, 

Is now a victim, and now Egypt’s god, 

Then shall man’s pride and dulness comprehend 
His actions’, passions’, being’s use and end ; 

Why doing, suffering, check’d, impell’d ; and why 
This hour a slave, the next a deity. 

Then say not man’s imperfect, H[caven in fault: 
Say rather, man’s as perfect as he ought: 

His knowledge measured to his state and place 
His time a moment, and a point his space. 

If to be perfect in a certain sphere, 

What matter, soon or late, or here or there ? 
The bless‘d to-day is as completely so, 

As who began a thousand years ago. 

TIT. Heaven from all creatures hides the book of fate, 
All but the page prescribed, their present state ; 
From brutes what men, from men what spirits know : 
Or who could suffer being here below ? 80 
The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day, 

Had he thy reason, would he skip and play ? 
Pleased to the last, he crops the flowery food, 
And licks the hand just raised to shed his blood. 
Oh blindness to the future! kindly given, 

That each may fill the circle mark’d by Heaven, 
Who sees with equal eye, as God of all, 

A hero perish, or a sparrow fall, 

Atoms or systems into ruin hurl’d, 

And now a bubble burst, and now a world. 

Ilope humbly then; with trembling pinions soar; 
Wait the great teacher, Death; and God adore. 
What future bliss, he gives not thee to know, 
But gives that hope to be thy blessing now. 

Hope springs eternal in the human breast : 
Man never Is, but always To be bless’d : 
The soul, uneasy, and confined from home, 
Rests and expatiates on a life to come. 

Lo, the poor Indian ! whose untutor'd mind 
Secs God in clouds, or hears him in the wind; 
His soul proud science never taught to stray 
Far as the solar walk, or milky way ; 

Yet simple nature to his hope has given, 

Behind the cloud-topp’d hiil, an humbler heaven ; 
Some safer world in depth of woods embraced, 
Some happier island in the watery waste, 

Where slaves once more their native land behold, 
No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold. 
To be, contents his natural desire, 

He asks no angel’s wing, no seraph’s fire ; 

But thinks, admitted to that equal sky, 

His faithful dog shall bear him company. 

IV. Go wiser thou ! and in thy scale of sense, 
Weigh thy opinion against Providence ; 

Call imperfection what thou fanciest such ; 
Say, here he gives tno little, there too much: 
Destroy all creatures for thy sport or gust, 
Yet say, if man's unhappy, God's unjust: 

If man alone engross not [Heaven's high care, 
Alc ne made perfect here, immurtal there : 


Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod, 

Re-judge his justice, be the god of God. 

In pride, in reasoning pride, our error lies , 

All quit the sphere, and rush into the skies. 

Pride still is aiming at the bless’d abodes, 

Men would be angels, angels would be gods. 

Aspiring to be gods, ifangels fell, 

Aspiring to be angels, men rebel : 

And who but wishes to invert the laws 

Of order, sins against the Eternal Cause. 10 
V. Ask for whut end the heavenly boaies shine, 

Earth for whose use ? Pnde answers, ‘Tis for mine. 

For me kind nature wakes her genial power; 

Suckles each herb, and spreads out every flower; 

Annual for me, the grape, the rose, renew 

The juice nectareous, and the balmy dew ; 

For me, the mine a thousand treasures brings; 


70| For me, health gushes from a thousand springs; 


Seas roll to waft me, suns to light me nse ; 
My foot-stool earth, my canopy the skies.’ 

But errs not nature from this gracious end, 
From burning suns when livid deaths descend, 
When earthquakes swallow, or when tempests sweep 
Towns to one grave, whole nations to the deep? 
‘No,’ "tis replied, ‘the first Almighty Cause 
Acts not by partial, but by general laws ; 

The exceptions few ; some change since all began 
And what created perfect 7—Why then man ? 

If the great end be human happiness, 

Then nature deviates ; and can man do Jess 7? 

As much that end a constant course requires 

Of showers and sun-shine, as of man’s desires ? 
As much eternal springs and cloudless skies, 

As men for ever temperate, calm, and wise. 

If plagues or earthquakes break not Heaven’s desiga, 
Why then a Borgia, or a Catiline ? 

Who knows, but he whose hand the lightning forms, 
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90; Who heaves old Ocean, and who wings the storms, 


Pours fierce ambition in a Casar’s mind, . 
Or turns young Ammon loose to scourge mankind? 10 
From pride, from pride, our very reasoning springs; 
Account for moral as for natural things : 
Why charge we Heaven in those, in these acquit, 
In both, to reason right, is to submit. 

Better for us, perhaps, it might appear, 
Were there all harmony, all virtue here; 
That never air or ocean felt the wind, 


1001 That never passion discomposed the mind. 


But all subsists by elemental strife ; 
And passions are the elements of life. 
The gencral order since the whole began, 
Is kept in nature, and is kept in man. 

VI. What would this man? Now upward will he 803° 
And, little less than angel, would be more; 
Now looking downwards, just as grieved appears 
To want the strength of bulls, the fur of bears. 
Made for his use all creatures if he call, 


170 


110|Say what their use, had he the powers of all? 


Nature to these, without profusion, kind, 

The proper organs, proper powers assign’d; 
Each seeming want compensated ; of course, 
Here with degrecs of swiftness, the re of force; 
All in exact proportion to the state ; 

Nothing to add, and nothing to abate. 

Each beast, each insect, happy in its own: 

Iz Heaven unkind to man, and man alone! 
Shall he alone, whom rational we call, 


190 


120] Be pleased with nothing, if not bless'’d with all? 
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n (could pride that blessing find) 
ink beyond mankind; 

y or of soul to share, 
re and his state can bear. 
, ἃ microscopic eye ? 
son, Man 18 not a fly. 

were finer optics given, 
, ποῖ comprehend the heaven ? 
lingly alive all o’er, 

nize at every pore ? 
darting through the brain, 
romatic pain? 
'd in his opening cars, 
with the music of the spheres, 
ish that Heaven had left him still 
»phyr, and the purling rill! 
ovidence all good and wise, 
ives, and what denies ? 
ation's ample range extends, 
ial, mental, powers ascends : 
ts to man's imperial race, 
iynads in the peopled grass: 
ght betwixt each wide extreme, 
artain, and the lynx’s bean ; 
Jong lioness between, 
ious on the tainted green ; 
the life that fills the flood, 

rbles through the vernal wood! 
1 how exquisitely fine ! 
ad, and lives along the line: 
hat sense so subtly true, 
erbs extracts the healing dew ! 220 
28 in the grovelling swine, 
asoning elephant, with thine! 
ason what a nice barrier; 
_ yet for ever near! 
1 refiection how allied; 
ns sense from thought divide! 
ea, how they long to join, 
2 insuperable line! 
vradation, could they be 
o those, or all to thee 2 
subdued by thee alone, 
all these powers in one ? 

gh this air, this ocean, and this earth, 
and bursting into birth. 
progressive life may go! 
e! how deep extend below! 
ig! which from God began, 
human, angel, man, 
nsect, which no eye can see, 
h; from infinite to thee; 
ung.—QOn superior powers 
, Interior in-ght on ours; 
tion leave a void, 
oroken, the great scale’s destroy'd : 
tin whatever link you strike, 
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stem in gradation roll 

the amazing whole, 

on butin one, not all 
» but the whole must fall. 
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| All this dread order break—for whom 7 for thee ? 
190 Vile worm !—oh madness ! pride! impiety ! 


IX. What if the foot, ordain'd the dust to tread, 
Or hand, to toil, aspired to be the head ? 260 
What if the head, the eye, or ear, repined 
To serve mcre engines to the ruling mind ? 

Just as absurd for any part to claim 
To be another in this general frame: 
Just as absurd, to mourn the task or pains 
The great directing Mind of all ordains. 
All are but parts of one stupendous whole, 


200. Whose body Nature is, and God the soul ; 


That, changed through all, and yet in all the same, 
Great in the earth, as in the ethereal frame ; 270 
Warms in the sun, refreshes in the breeze, 

Glows in the stars, and blossoms in the trees; 

Lives through all life, extends through all extent, 
Spreads undivided, operates unspent ; 

Breathes in our soul, inforina our mortal part, 

As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart ; 

As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns, 


210; As the rapt seraph that adores and burns: 


To him no high, no low, no great, no small ; 
He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all. 

X. Cease then, nor order imperfection name: 
Our proper bliss depends on what we blame. 
Know thy own point: this kind, this due degree 
Of blindness, weakness, Heaven bestows on thee, 
Submit.—In this, or any other sphere, 

Secure to be as bless'd as thou canst bear: 

Safe in the hand of one disposing Power, 

Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. 

All nature is but art, unknown to thee ; 

All chance, direction which thou canst not see : 290 
All discord, harmony not understood ; 

All partial evil, universal good. 

And, spite of pride, in erring reason’s spite, 

One truth is clear, WHATEVER Is, 18 RIGHT. 
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ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE II. 


On the Nature and State of Man with respect to him- 
self, as an Individual. 


I. The business of man not to pry into God, but to study 
himself. His middle nature; his powers an:l frailties, 
ver. 1to 19. The limits of his capacity, ver. 10), ἂς. 
11. The two principles of man, self-love and reason, 
both necessary, ver. 53, &c. self-love the stronger, and 
why, ver. 67,&c. Their end the same, ver. 31, ἄτα. 
Ill. The passions, and their use, ver. 93 to 130. The 
predominant passion, and its force, ver. 38 to 160. 
Its necessity, in directing men to different purposes, 
ver. 165, &c. Its providential wee, in fixing our prin- 
ciple, and ascertaining our virtue, ver. 177. TV. Vir- 
tue and vice joined in our mixed natare; the limits 
near, yct the things separate and evident: what is the 
office of reason, ver. W. to 216. V. How odious vice 
in itself. and how we deceive ourselves into it, ver. 
217. WI. That, however, the ends of Providence and 
general good are answered in our passions and imper- 
fections, ver. 231, ἄς. How usefully these are dis- 
tributed to all ordera of men, ver. 241. How useful 
they are to society, ver. 251. And to individuals, ver 
203. In every statc, and every age of life, ver. 273, ἄτα. 


EPISTLE II. 


I. Know then thyself, presume not God to scan; 
The proper study of mankind is man. 


Οἱ 


POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 


Placed on this isthmus of a middle state, 

A being darkly wise, and rudely great : 

With too much knowledge for the sceptic side, 
With too much weakness for the Stoic’s pride, 
He hangs between ; in doubt to act, or rest ; 
In doubt to deem himself a god, or beast ; 

In doubt his mind or body to prefer ; 

Born but to die, and reasoning but to err; 
Alike in ignorance, his reason such, 

Whether he thinks too little or too much; 
Chaos of thought and passion, all confused; 
Still by himself abused or disabused ; 

Created half to rise, or half to fall ; 

Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all; 

Sole judge of truth, in endless error hurl'd ; 
The glory, jest, and riddle of the world ! 


Self-love still stronger, aa its object 's nigh ; 
Reason ’s at distance, and in prospect lie: 

That sees immediate gond by present sense ; 
Reason, the future and the consequence. 
Thicker than arguments temptations throng, 

At best more watchful this, but that more strorg. 
The action of the stronger to suspend, 


10} Reason still use, to reason stil] attend. 


Attention habit and experience gains ; 

Each strengthens reason, and self-love restrains. 80 
Let subtle schoolmen teach these friends to fight, 
More studious to divide than to unite ; 

And grace and virtue, sense and reason split, 

With all the rash dexterity of wit. 

Wits, just like fools, at war about a name, 

Have full as oft no meaning or the same. 


Go, wondrous creature! mount where science guides, | Self-love and reason to one end aspire, 
Go, measure earth, weigh air, and state the tides; 20] Pain their aversion, pleasure their desire ; 


Fostruct the planets in what orbs to run, 

Correct old time, and regulate the sun ; 

Go, soar with Plato to the empyreal sphere, 

To the first good, first perfect, and first fair ; 

Or tread the mazy round his followers trod, 

And quitting sense call imitating God; 

As Eastern priests in giddy circles run, 

And turn their heads to imitate the sun. 

Go, teach Eternal Wisdom how to rule— 

Then drop into thyself, and be a fool ! 
Superior beings, when of late they saw 

A mortal man unfold all nature’s law, 

Admired such wisdom in an earthly shape, 

And show’d a Newton as we show an ape. 
Could he, whose rules the rapid comet bind, 

Describe or fix one movement of his mind ? 

Who saw its fires here rise, and there descend, 

Explain his own beginning or his end? 

Alas, what wonder! Man’s superior part 

Uncheck'd may rise, and climb from art to art; 

But when his own great work is but begun, 

What reason weaves, by passion is undone. 

Trace science then, with modesty thy guide; 

First strip off all her equipage of pride : 

Deduct what is but vanity or dress, 

Or learning’s luxury, or idleness: 

Or tricks to show the stretch of human brain, 

Mere curious pleasure, or ingenious pain? 

Expunge the whole, or lop the excrescent parts 

Of all our vices have created arts ; 

Then sec how little the remaining sum, 
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But greedy that, its object would devour, 
This taste the honey, and not wound the flower. 90 
Pleasure, or wrong or rightly understood, 
Our greatest evil, or our greatest good. 
11. Modes of self-love the passions we may 
call : 
"Tis real] good, or seeming, moves them all : 
But since not every good we can divide, 
And reason bids us for our own provide : 
Pagsions, though sclfish, if their means be fair, 
List under reason, and deserve her care; 
Those, that imparted, court a nobler aim, 
Exalt their kind, and take some virtue’s name. 
In lazy apathy let Stoies boast 
Their virtue’s fix’d: ‘tis fix'd as in a frost ; 
Contracted all, retiring ta the breast ; 
But strength of mind is exercise, not rest : 
The rising tempest puts in act the soul ; 
Parts it may ravage, but preserve the whole. 
On life’s vast ocean diversely we sail, 
Reason the card, but passion is the gale ; 
Nor God alone in the still calm we tind, 
He mounts the storm, and walks upon the wind. 110 
Passions, like elements, though born to fight, 
Yet mix'd and soften’d, in his work unite: 
These ‘tis enough to temper and employ ; 
But what composes man, can man destroy 7 
Suffice that reason keep to nature’s road, 
Subject, compound them, follow her and God. 
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50} Love, hope, and joy, fair pleasure’s smiling train ; 


Hate, fear, and grief, the family of pain ; 


Which served the past, and must the times to come !| These mix’d with art, and to due bounds confined, 


II. Two principles in human nature reign ; 

Self-love to urge, and reason to restrain: 
Nor this a good, vor that a bad we call, 
Each works its end, to move or govern all: 
And to their proper operation still, 

Ascribe all good, to their improper, ill. 

Self-love, the spring of motion, acts the soul ; 
Reason's comparing balance rules the whole. 
Man, but for that, no action could attend, 

And, but for this, were active to no end: 

Fix'd like a plant on his peculiar spot, 

To draw nutrition, propagate, and rot ; 

Or, meteor-like, flame lawless through the void, 
Destroying others, by himself destroy’d. 

Most strength the moving principle requires; 
Active ita task, it prompts, impels, inspires. 
Sedate and quiet the comparing lies, 

Form’d but to check, del:berate, and advise 


Make and maintain the balance of the mind: 10 

The lights and shades, whose well-accorded strife 

Gives all the strength and colour of our life. 
Pleasures are ever in our hands and eyes; 

And when in act they cease, in prospect nse: 

Present to grasp, and future still to find, 

The whole employ of body and of mind, 


60] All spread their charms, but charm not all alike ; 


70 


On different senses, different objects strike : 

Hence different passions more or less inflame, 

As strong or weak, the organs of the trame ; 

And hence one master passion in the breast, 

Like Aaron’s cerpent, swallows up the rest. 

As man, perhaps, the moment of his breath, 

Receives the lurking principle of death; 

The young disease, which must subdne at lencth, 

Grows with his growth, and strengthens with bis 
strength : 
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mingled with his very frame, 
lisease, its ruling passion came ; 
tnfour, which should feed the whole, 
o this, in body and in soul : 
arms the heart, or fills the head, 
opens, and its functions spread, 
dlies her dangerous art, 

all upon the peccant part. 
other, habit is its nurse ; 
culties, but make it worse ; 
‘but gives it edge and power; 

blest beam turns vinegar more sour. 
hed subjects, though no lawful sway, 
queen some favourite still obey ; 


Extremes in nature cqual ends produce, 
In man they join to some mysterious use ; 
Though each by turns the other's bounds invade, 
140] Ag, in some well-wrought picture, ight and shade, 
And oft so mix, the difference is too nice 
Where ends the virtue, or begins the vice. 210 
Fools! who from hence into the notion fall, 
That vice and virtue there is none at all. 
If white and black blend, soften, and unite 
A thousand ways, is there no black or white ? 
Ask your own heart, and nothing is so plain ; 
Tis to mistake them, costs the time and pain. 
V. Vice is a monster of so frightful mien, 


nd not arms, as well as rules, 

5 more than tell us we are fools 7 
moum our nature, not to mend ; 
ser, but a help.cas friend ! 

ige turn pleader, to persuade 

ve make, or justify it made ; 

easy conquest all along, 

»ves weak passions for the strong: 
ali humours gather toa gout, 
ancies he has driven them out. 

e's road must ever be preferr’d ; 
re no guide, but still a guard ; 
ectify, not overthrow, 

3 passion more as friend than foe: 
ower the strong direction sends, 
men impels to several ends: 
winds by other passions toss’d, 
hem constant to a certain coast. 


‘knowledge, gold or glory, please, * 
170} But Heaven's great view, is one, and that the whole 


strong than all) the love of ease ; 
"tis follow'd e’en at life’s expense ; 
it’s toil, the sage’s indolence, 
humility, the hero’s pride, 
, find reason on their side. 

al Art, educing good trom ill, 
8 passion our best principle : 
mercury of man is fix'd, 

s the virtue with his nature mix’d: 
ments what else were too refined, 
ntercst body acts with mind. 
ingrateful to the planter’s care, 
ocks inserted learn to bear; 

rtues thus from passions shoot, 
ἃ vigour working at the root. 

of wit and honesty appear 

, from obstinacy, hate, or fear! 

ral and fortitude supply ; 

, prudence ; sloth, philosophy ; 

1 some certain strainers well refined, 
», and charms all womankind ; 

ch the ignoble mind ’s a slave, 

in the learn’d or brave; 

tale or female, can we name, 

| grow on pride, or grow on shame. 
re gives us (let it check our pride) 
varest to our vice allied: 

tas turns to good from ill, 

igns a Titus, if he will. 
W abhorr’d in Catiline, 

arms, in Curtius is divine: 

ibition can destroy or save, 
patriot as it makes a knave. 


ight and darkness in our chaos join’d, 


ivide ? The God within the mind. 
O 


150| As, to be hated, needs but to be seen ; 


Yet seen too oft, familiar with her face, 

We first endure, then pity, then embrace. 220 
But where the extreme of vice, was ne’er agreed : 
Ask where's the north? at York, ’tis on the Tweed; 
In Scotland, at the Orcades ; and there, 

At Greenland, Zembla, or the Lord knows where. 
No creature owns it in the first degree, 

But thinks his neighbour further gone than he: 

E’en those who dwell beneath its very zone, 


160} Or never feel the rage, or never own ; 


What happier natures shrink at with affright, 

The hard inhabitaut contends is right. 290 
Virtuous and vicious every man must be, 

Few inthe extreme, but all in the degree ; 

The rogue and fool by fits is fair and wise ; 

And e’en the best, by fits, what they despise. 

’Tis but by parts we follow good or ill; 

For, vice or virtue, self directs it atill ; 

Each individual seeks a ecveral goal ; 


That counterworks each folly and caprice ; 

That disappoints the effect of every vice ; 240 
That, happy frailties to all ranks applied, 

Shame to the virgin, to the matron pride ; 

Fear to the statesman, rashness to the chief; 

To kings presumption, and to crowds belief : 

That, virtue’s ends from vanity can raise, 

Which seeks no interest, no reward but praise ; 

And build on wants, and on defects of mind, 


180) The joy, the peace, the glory of mankind. 


Heaven forming each on other to depend, 
A master, or a servant, or a friend, 
Bids each on other for assistance call, 
Till one man’s weakness grows the strength of all. 
Wants, frailties, passions, closer still ally 
The common interest, or cndear the tie. 
To these we owe true friendship, love sincere, 
Each home-felt joy that life inherits here ; 
Yet from the same we learn, in its decline, 


190| Those joys, those loves, those interests, to res/gn. 


Taught half by reason, half by mere decay, 

To welcome death, and calmly pass away. 260 
Whate’er the passion, knowledge, fame, or pelf, 

Not one will change his neighbour with hunself. 

The learn’d ia happy nature to explore, 

The fool is happy that he knows no more; 

The rich is happy in the plenty given; 

The poor contents him with the care of Heaven. 

See the blind beggar dance, the cripgie sing, 


200} The sot a hero, lunatic ἃ king ; 


The starving chemist in his golden views 

Supremely bless’d ; the poet in his muse. 270 
See some strange comfort every state attend, 

And pride bestow’d on all, a common friend : 
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See some fit passion every age supply ; Like bubbles on the sea of matter borne, 

Hope travels through, nor quits us when we die. They rise, they break, and to that sea retum. = 
Behold the chid, by nature's kindly law, Nothing is foreign; parts relate to whole ; 

Pleased with a rattle, tichled with a straw : One all-extend:ng, all-preserving σοὶ} 

Some livelier play-thing gives his youth delight, 'Connects cach being, createst with the least; 

A fittle Jouder, but as empty quite : : Made beast in aid of man, and man of beast; 

Scarfs, gurters, gold, amuee his riper stage, i All served, all serving: nothing stands alone; 

And beads and prayer-books are the toys of age: 280 The chain hulds on, and where it ends, unknowa. 

Pleased with this bauble still, as that before ; Hias (iod, thou fool ! work'd solely for thy good, 

"Till tired, he sleeps, and life's poor play is o'er. Thy joy, thy pastime, thy attire, thy food? 
Meanwhile opinion gids with varying rays, Wie for thy table feeds the wanton fawn, 

Those painted clouds that beautify our days: I For him has kindly spread the flowery lawn: @ 

Each want of happiness by hope supplied, Is it for thee the lark ascends and sings ? 

And each vacuity of’ sense by pride: ! Joy tuncs his voice, joy clevates his wings. 

These build ag fast ax knowledge can destroy ; Js it for thee the Hinnet pours his throat 7 

In folly’s cup still langhs the bubble joy ; Loves of hig own, and raptures, ewell the note. 

One prospect lost, another still we gain ; |The bounding steed you pompously bestride, 

And ποῖ ἃ vanity is given in vain; 290 Shares with his lord the pleasure and the pride. 

Fen inean self-love becomes, by fore divine, Is thine alone the seed that strews the plain? 

The scale to measure others’ wants by thine. The birds of heaven shall vindicate their grein. 

See ! and confess, one comfort still must rise ; Thine the full harvest of the golden year? 

"Tis tus, ‘Though man's a [00], yet Gop 18 Wisk. | Part pays, and justly, the deserving steer: # 


The hog, that ploughs not, nor obeys thy call, 
Lives on the labours of this lord of all. 


ΠΝ . Know, Nature's children all divide her care; 
ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE ΠΙ. The fur that warms a monarch, warm'd a bear. 


Of the Nature and State of Man with respect ἰο | While man exclaims, ‘See all things for my use! 

Society. ‘See man for imine!’ replies a pamper'd goose: 

I. The whole universe one system of society, ver 7, &e. And just as short of reason he must fall, 
Nothing made wholly tor itselr, nur yet wholly for, Who thinks all made for one, not one for all. 
another, ver. 97. The happiness of animals mutual,| (rant that the powerful still the weak control; 
ver. 40. IP. Reason or instinet op-rate alike to the: Be man the wit and tyrant of the whole: x 
good of each individual, ver. τῶν. Reason or instinct) Nature that tyrant checks: he only knows, 
Operate also wo society in all animitls, ver. 109, IIE] And helps another creature's wants and woes. 
How far society carried by instinet, ver, 115. How, Say, will the falcon, etooping from above 
much faither by reason, ver. 2s. TV. Of that Which: Smit with her varying plumage, spare the dove? 
ix calied the state of nature, ver. J4f. Reason in.; . . . + . 
structed by instiuet in the invention of arts, ver. 106, Admires the jay the insects cided wings? 
Or hears the hawk when Philomela sings ? 


and in the forms of society, ver. 1b. V. Origin of ; ᾿ ; 
political societies, ver. 10. Origin of monareby, ver. Man cares for all: to birds he gives his woods, 


207, Patriarchal government, ver. 212. Vi. Origin of ΤῸ beasts his pastures, and to fish his floods: 

true religion and government, froin the same principle| For some his interest prompts him to provide, 

of Jove, ver. 201, &e. Origin of superstition and For more his pleasure, yet fur more his pride: 8 
tyranny, from th: same principle of fear, ver. 237, &e. And fied on one vain patron, and enjoy 

The jutluence of sciflove operating to the social and rie extensive blessing of his luxury. 


public good, ver 205. Restoration of true religion and ΤΊ life his } ih 
govermnent, on their first principle, ver, 265. Mixed fat very lle his carne unger Craves, 
government, ver, 2-4, Various forms of each, and the| He saves from famine, from the savage saves ; 


true end of all, ver. 200, &c. Nay, feasts the animal he dooms his feast, 
And, till he ends the being, makes it bless‘d: 


_— Which secs no more the stroke, or feels the pa, 
EPISTLE HI. Than fevour'd nan by touch ethereal slain. 
Henk then we rect: ὁ The universal cause The creature had his feast of lite before ; 
Acts to one end, but acts by various laws.’ Thou too must perish, when thy feast is o'er! 3 
In all the madness of superthious health, To each unthinking being, Heaven, a friend, ᾿ 
The train of pride, the impudence of wealth, Gives not the uacless knowledge of its end : 
Jet this great truth be present night and day ; To man imparts it; but with such a view, 


But most be present, if we preach or pray. As, while he dreads it, makes him hope it too: 
I. Look round our world ; behold the chain of Jove |The hour conceal’d, and so remote the fear, 


Combining all below and all above. Death still draws nearer, bever seeming near. 
Seo plastic Nature working to this end, 10 Great standing miracle! that Heaven assiga’d 
The single atoms each to other tend, Its only thinking thing this turn of mind. 

Attract, attracted to, the next in place II. Whether with reason or with instinct bles’ 
Forw'd and impell'd ite neighbour to embrace Know, all enjoy that power which suits them best; 
See matice next, with various life endued, To bisa alike by that direction tend, 

Presi to one centre still, the gencral good. And find the means proportion’d to their end. 


Sec dying vegetables life sustain, Say, where full instinct is the unerring guide, 
See lite dissolving vegetate again : What pope or council can they need beside? 
All tecme that perish other forms supply, Reason, however able, cool at best, 

By μι we catch tue vital breath and die,) Cares not fur service, or but serves when prees‘d, 
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Ὁ call, and then not often near; In the same temple, the resounding wood, 
instinct comes a volunteer, All vocal beings hymn’d their equal God: 
to o’ershoot, but just to hit ; The shrine with gore unstain'd, with gold undress'd, 
too wide or short is human wit ; 90! Unbribed, unbloody, stood the blameless pricst : 
ick nature happiness to gain, Heaven's attribute was universal care, 
vier reason labours at in vain. And man’s prerogative, to mie, but spare. 16 
‘rves always, reason never long: Ah! how unlike the man of times to come! 
ro right, the other may go wrong. Of half that live the butcher and the tomb; 
re acting and comparing powers, Who, foe to nature, hears the general groan, 
ir nature, which are two in ours! Murders their species, and betrays bis own. 
1 raise o'er instinct ag you can, But just disease to luxury succeeds, 
(sod directs, in that ’tis man. And every death its own avenger breeds: 


ght the nations of the field and wood The fury-passions from that blood began, 
eir poison, and to choose their fuod? 100, And turn’d on man a fiercer savage, man. 


he tides or tempest to withstand, See him from nature rising slow to art: 

ie wave, or arch beneath the sand ? To copy instinct then was reason’s part. 170 
: the spider parallels design, Thus then to man the voice of nature spake— 

: Moivre, without rule or line ? ‘Go, from the creatures thy instructions take : 

1e stork, Columbus-like, explore Learn from the birds what food the thickets yield ; 

ot his own, and worlds unknown before; | Learn from the beasts the physic of the field; 

the council, states the certain day ; Thy arts of building from the bee receive ; 

s the phalanx, and who points the way? | Learn of the mole to plough, the worm to weave ; 

, in the nature of cach being, founds Leam of the little Nautilus to sail, 

sliss, and sets its proper bounds: 110] Spread the thin oar, and catch the driving gale. 
ram'd a whole the whole to bless, Here too all forms of social union find, 

wants built mutual happineas ; And hence let reason, late, instruct mankind: [80 
ἃ first eternal order ran, Here subterranean works and cities see ; 

re link‘d to creature, nan to man There towns atrial on the waving tree. 

if life all-quickening ether keeps, Learn each small people's gertus, policies, 

3 through air, or shoots beneath the decps,| The ant’s republic, and the realm of bees ; 

rofuse on earth, one nature feeds How those in common all their wealth bestow, 
lame, and swells the genial seeds. And anarchy without confusion know ; 

lone, but all that roam the wood, And these for ever, though a monarch reign, 

e sky, or roll along the flood, 120] Their separate cells and properties maintain. 

| itself, but not itself alone, Mark what unvaried Jaws preserve each state, 

lesires alike, till two are one. Laws wise as nature, and as fix’d as fate. 190 
he pleasure with the fierce embrace ; In vain thy reason finer webs shall draw, 
themselves, a third time, in their race. Entangle justice in her net of law, 

_and bird their common charge attend, And right, too rigid, harden into wrong ; 

‘fs nurse it, and the sires defend: Still for the strong too weak, the weak too strong. 

t dismiss'd to wander earth or air, Yet go! and thus o’er all the creatures sway, 

9 the instinct, and there ends the care; Thus let the wiser make the rest obey: 

issolves, each seeks a fresh embrace, And for those arts mere instinct could afford, 

»ve succeeds, another race. 130) Be crown’d as monarchs, or as gods adored.’ 

‘are man’s helpless kind demands ; V. Great nature spoke; observant man obey'd ; 

2F care contracts more lasting bands ; Cities were built, societies were made: 200 
, reason, still the ties improve, Here rose one little state ; another near 

ttend the interest, and the love: Grew by like means, and join’d through love or fear. 
ce we fix, with sympathy we burn; Did here the trees with ruddier burdens bend, 

ie in each passion takes its turn; And there the streams in purer rills descend? 
1ew deeds, new helps, new habits rise, What war could ravish, commerce could bestow ; 
benevolence on charities. And he return’d a friend, who came a foe. 

e brood, and as another rose, Converse and love mankind might justly draw, 

ural love maintain’d, habitual those: 140] When love was liberty, and nature law. 
icarce ripen’d into perfect man, Thus etates were form'd ; the name of king unknown, 
ess him from whom their life began : Till common interest placed the sway inone. 210 
nd forecast just returns engage; "Twas virtue only (or in arts or arms, 
ted back to youth, this on to age ; Diffusing blessings, or averting harms,) 
asure, gratitude, and hope combined, . |The same which in 8 sire the sons obey’d, 

d the interest, and preserve the kind. A prince the father of a people made. 
r think, in nature's state they blindly trod; | VI. Tillthen, by nature crown’deach patriarch aate, 
of nature was the reign of God; King, priest, and parent, of his growing state: 
and social at her birth began, On him, their second Providence, they hung, 

bond of all things, and of man. 150; Their law his eye, their oracle his tongue. 
ι was not; nor arts, that pride to aid ; He from the wondering furrow call’d the food, 

“ἃ with beast, joint tenant of the shade; Taught to command the fire, control the flood, 220 
_ his table, and the saine his bed; Draw forth the monsters of the abyss profound, 


τ clothed him, and no murder fed. Or fetch the arial eagle to the ground. 


Till drooping, sickening, dying, they began 
Whom they revered ag god to mourn as man: 
Then Jooking up from sire to sire, explored 
One great First Father, and that fint adored. 
Or plain tradition, that this all begun, 
Convey'd unbroken faith from sire to son. 
The worker frem the work distinct was known, 
And 3: imple reason never sought but one: 

Ere wit oblique had broke that steady light, 
Man, like his Maker, saw that all was right : 
To virtue, in the paths of pleasure trod, 

And ον π᾿ ἃ a father when he own'd a God. 
Love all the faith, and all the alleziance then, 
For nature knew no right divine in men: 

No ill could fear in God, and understood 

A sovereign being, but a sovereizn good. 
True faith, true policy, united ran; 

That was but love of God, and this of man. 


The enormous faith of many made for one; 

That proud exception to all nature’s laws, 

To invert the world, and counterwork its cause. 
Force first made conquest, and that conquest, law ; 
Till superstition taught the tyrant awe. 

Then shared the tyranny, then lent it aid, 

And gods of conquerors, slaves of subjects made : 


She midst the lightning’s blaze, and thunder’s sound, |So two consistent motions act the soul; 

When roch'd the mountains, and when groan'd the! And one regards itself, and one the whole. 

250| Thus God and Nature link’d the general freme, 
And bade self-love and social be the same. 


ground, 
She taught the weak to bend, the proud to pray, 
To power unscen, and mightier far than they : 
She, from the rending earth, and bursting skies, 
Saw gods descend, and fiends infernal rise : 
Here fix'd the dreadful, there the blest abodes, 
Fear made her devils, and weak hope her gods ; 
Gods partial, changeful, passionate, unjust, 
Whose attributes were rage, revence, or lust ; 
Such as the souls of cowards might conceive, 


And, forin'd like tyrants, tyrants would believe. 260|!. False notions of happiness, philosophical and pope 


Zcal then, not charity, became the guide; 

And hell was built on spite, and heaven on pride. 

Then sacred ecemed the ethereal vault no more; 

Altars grew marble then, and reek'd with gore: 

Then first the flamen tasted living food, 

Next his grim idol smear’d with human blood ; 

With Heaven's own thunders shook the world be- 
low, 

And play‘d the god an engine on his foe. 

So drives self-love, through just, and through unjust, 
To one man’s power, ambition, lucre, lust ; 270 
The same self-love in all becomes the cause 
Of what restrains him, government and laws. 
For what one likes, if others like as well, 
What serves one will, when many wills rebel ? 
How shall he keep what, sleeping or awake, 
A weaxcr may surprise, a stronger take ? 

His safety must his liberty restrain : 

All join to guard what each desires to gain. 
Forced into virtue thus, by self-defence, 
E’en kings learn’d justice and benevolence : 
Self-!ove forsook the path it first pursued, 
And found the private in the public good. 

"Twas then the studious head or generous mind, 

Follower of God, or friend of human-kind, 
Poet or pitriot, rose but to restore 

The faith and moral nature gave before ; 
Resumed her ancient light, not kindled new ; 
If not God's τῶν πο, yet ais rhadew drew: 
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230. From order, union, full consent of things : 


240 | His can't be wrong whose life is in the right; 
Who first taught souls enslaved, and realms undone, | In faith and hope the world will disagree, 


4 


Taught power’s due use to people and to kings, 
Taught nor to slack, nor strain its tender strings, 2% 
The less or greater set so justly true, 

That touching one must strike the other too ; 
Till jarring interests of themselves create 

The according music of a well-mix'd state. 
{Such is the world’s great harmony, that springs 


Where small and great, where weak and mighty, made 
To serve, not suffer, strengthen, not invade ; 
More powerful each as needful to the rest, 
And, in proportion as it blesses, bless'd : 
Draw to one point, and to one centre bring 
Beast, man, or angel, servant, lord, or king. 
For forms of government let fools contest ; 
Whate’er iz best administer'd is best : 
For modes of faith let graceless zealots fight; 


But all mankind's concern is charity ; 

All must be false, that thwarts this one great end; 

And all of God, that bless mankind, or mend. 318 
Man, like the generous vine, supported lives; 

The strength he gains is from the embrace he gives. 

On their own axis as the planets nin, 

Yet make at once their circle round the sun; 


ARGUMENT OF EPISTLE IV. 


Of the Nature and State of Man with respect to 
Happiness. 


lar, answered from ver. 19 to 77. 11. It is the ead 
of all men, and attainable by all, ver. 30. Gud ix 
tends happiness to be equal; and, to be ao, it must be 
sccial, since all particular happiness depends on gese 
ral, and since he governs by general, not particu 
laws, ver. 37. As it is necessary for order, and te 
peace and welfare of socicty, that external goods 
should be unequal, happiness is not made to consi 
in these, ver. 51. But, notwithstanding that inequall 
ty, the balance of happiness among mankind is θὲ 
even by Providence, by the two passions of hope asl 
fear, ver. 70. 111. What the happiness of individuals 
is, as far as is consistent with Ube conztitution of this 
world; and that the good man has bere the advah . 
tage, ver. 77. The errer of imputing to virtue whet | 
are only the calamities of nature, or of furtune, vet. 
IV. The folly of expecting that God should alter his 
gencral laws in favour of particulars, wer. 19 
V. That we are not judges who are good; but that 
whoever they are, they must be happiest, ver. 133, && 
VI. That external gouds are not the proper rewans, 
but offen inconsistent with, or destructive of, virta, 
ver. 167. That even these can make no man bape 
Without virtue; instanced in riches, ver. 105. He 
nonrs, ver. 193 Nobility, ver. 905. Greatacss Wt.” 
911. Faine, ver. 237. Superior talents, ver. 257, & 
With pictures of human intelicity in men, 

of thein all, ver. 209, ἄς. VII. That virtue only er 
stitutes a happiness, whose object in universal. end 
whose prospect eternal, ver. 307. ‘That the perfects 
of Virtue and happiness consists in a conformity Ὁ 
the order of Providence here, and a resignation ἴο 
here and hereafter, ver. 23), &e 
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Fortune her gifts may variously dispose, 
EPISTLE IV And these be happy call'd, unhappy those ; 

s! our being’s end and aim But Heaven's just balance equal will appear, 

Ἐ, ease, content ! whate'er thy name: | While those are placed in hope, and these in fear: 

ng still which prompts the eternal sigh, | Not present good or ill, the joy or curse, 


2 bear to live, or dare to die : But future views of better or of worse. 

) near us, yet beyond us lies, ; O, sons of earth! attempt ye still to rise, 

sen double, by the fool and wise : By mountains piled on mountains, to the skies 7 
tial seed ! if dropp'd below, Heaven stil] with Jaughter the vain toil surveys, 
mortal soil thou deign’st to grow ? And buries madmen in the heaps they raise. 

to some court's propitious shine, HI. Know, all the good that individuals find, 
diamonds in the flaming mine ? 10| Or God and nature meant to mere mankind, 
the wreaths Parnassian laurels yield, | Reason’s whole pleasure, all the joys of sense, 
ron harvests of the field ? __ | Lie in three words, health, peace, and competence. 80 
1? where grows it not ? If vain our toil, | But health consists with temperance alone; 
blame the culture, not the soil ; And peace, O virtue! peace is all thy own. 

ot is happiness sincere, The good or bad the gifts of fortune gain ; 

2 to be found, or every where ; But these less taste them, as they worse obtain. 
be bought, but always free, Say, in pursuit of profit or delight, 


i monarchs, St. John ! dwells with thee. Who risk the most, that take wrong means, or right? 
e learn’dthe way? The learn’d are blind:| Of vice or virtue, whether bless‘d or cursed, 
verve, and that to shun mankind; = 20/ Which mects contempt, or which compassion first ? 


he bliss in action, some in ease, Count all the advantage prosperous vice attains, 
pleasure, and contentment these. ‘Tis but what virtue flies from and disdains : 90 
o beasts, find pleasure end in pain: And grant the bad what happiness they would, 

1 to gods, confess e’en virtue vain : One they must want, which is, to pass for good. 

to each extreme they fall, Oh, blind to truth, and God's whole scheme below, 
very thing, or doubt of all. Who fancy bliss to vice, to virtue woe! 

define it, say they more or less Who sces and follows that great scheme the best, 

at happiness is happiness ? Best knows the blessing, and will most be bless’d, 


nature’s path, and mad opinions leave; | But fools the good alone unhappy call, 
1 reach it, and all heads conceive: 30) For ills or accidents that chance to all. 


goods, in no extreme they dwell ; See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the just! 

but thinking right, and meaning well; |See godlike Turenne prostrate on the dust! 100 
our various portions as we please, See Sidney bleeds amid the martial strife ! 

mon sense, and common ease. Was this their virtue, or contempt of life ? 

, man, ‘the Universal Cause Say, was it virtue, more though Heaven ne’er gave, 
partial, but by general laws ;’ Lamented Digby ! sunk thee to the grave ? 

what happiness we justly call, Tell me, if virtue made the son expire, 

1 the good of one, but all. Why, full of days and honour, liyes the sire. 

2 blessing individuals find, Why drew Marseilles’ good bishop purer breath, 

y leans and hearkens to thekind: | 40]When nature sicken’d, and each gale was death? 
'tce, no tyrant mad with pride, Or why so long (in life if long can be) 

hermit, rests self-satisfied : Lent Heaven a parent to the poor and me? 110 
) shun or hate mankind pretend, What makes all physical or moral ill? 

uirer, or would fix a friend : There deviates nature, and here wanders will. 

at others feel, what others think, God sends not ill, if rightly understood, 

s sicken, and all glories sink : Or partial ill is universal good, 

: share; and who would more obtain, [Or change admits, dr nature lets it fall, 

e pleasure pays not half the pain. Short, and but rare, till man improved it all. 


feaven’s first law ; and this confess’d, |We just as wisely might of Heaven complain, 
id must be, greater than the rest, 50|That righteous Abel was destroy'd by Cain, 
iore wise ; but who infers from hence | As that the virtuous son is ill at ease 


e happier, shocks all common sense. | When his lewd father gave the dire disease. 120 
aankind impartial we confess, Think we, like some weak prince, the Eternal Cause 
18] in their happiness : Prone for his favourites to reverse his laws ! 

wants this happiness increase ; IV. Shall burning tna, if a sage requires, 
difference keeps all nature’s peace Forget to thunder, and recall her fires! 

ircumstance, is not the thing ; On air or sea new motions be impress’d, 

tame in subject or in king, Oh blameless Bethel! to relieve thy breast ? 

in defence, or who defend, When the loose mountain trembles from on high 

is, or him who finds a friend : 60] Shall gravitation cease if you go by? 

whes through every member of the whole} Or some o!d temple, nodding to its fall, 

Ὁ blessing, as one common soul. For Chartres’ head reserve the hanging wall? 130 
s gifts, if each alike possess'd, V. But still this world (so fitted for the knave) 
‘ere equal, must not all contest 2 Contents us not. A better shall we have? 

J men happiness was meant, A kingdom of the just then let it be: 


mals could not place content. But first consider how those just agree. 
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The good must merit God’s peculiar care! 

But who, but God, can tell us who they are 7 

One thinks on Calvin Heaven's own spirit fell; 

Another deems him instrument of hell: 

If Calvin feel Heaven’s blessing, or its rod, 

This cries, there is, and that, there is no God. 

What shocks one part will edify the rest, 

Nor with one system can they all be bless’d. 

The very best will variously incline, 

And what rewards your virtue, punish mine. 

WHATEVER I8, I8 RIGHT.—This world, ‘tis true, 

Was made for Crsar—but for Titus too; 

And which more bless'd ? who chain'd his country, 
ΒΑΥ͂, 

Or he whose virtue εἰσ] "ἃ to Jose a day? 

VI. ‘But sometimes virtue starves while vice is 

fed.’ 

What then? Is the reward of virtue bread 7 

Tat, vice may merit, ‘tis the price of toil; 

The knave deserves it, when he tills the soil ; 

The knave deserves it when he tempts the main, 

Where folly fights for kings, or dives for gain. 

The good man may be weak, be indolent; 

Nor is his claim to plenty, but content. 

But grant him riches, your demand is o'er: 

*No—shall the good want health, the good want 
power 7’ 

And health and power and every earthly thing— 

‘Why bounded power? why private? why no king? 160 

Nay, why external for internal given ? 

Why is not man a god, and earth a heaven?’ 

Who ask and reason thus, will scarce conceive 

God gives enough, while he has more to give; 

Immense the power, immense were the demand; 

Say, at what part of nature will they stand 7 

What nothing earthly gives or can destroy, 

The soul’s calm sun-shine, and the heart-felt joy, 

Is virtue’s prize: a better would you fix? 

Then give humility a coach and six, 

Justice a conqueror’s sword, or truth a gown, 

Or public spirit its great cure—a crown. 

Weak, foolish man! will Heaven reward us there, 

With the eame trash mad mortals wish for here? 

The boy and man an individual] makes, 

Yet sigh’st thou now for apples and for cakes ? 

Go, like the Indian, in another life 

Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife, 

As well as dream such trifies are assign’d, 

As toys and empires, for a god-like mind. 

Rewards, that either would to virtue bring 

No joy, or be destructive of the thing ; 

How oft by these at sixty are undone 

The virtues of a saint at twenty-one! 

To whom can riches give repute or trust, 

Content or pleasure, but the good and just ? 

Judges and senates have been bought for gold ; 

Esteem and love were never to be sold. 

Oh fool! to think God hates the worthy mind, 

The lover and the love of human-kind, 190 

Whose life is healthful, and whose conscience 
clear, 

Because he wants a thousand pounds a year. 

Ifonour and shame from no condition rise ; 

Act well your part, there all the honour lies. 

Fortune in men has some small difference made, 

One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade ; 

The cobbler apron'd, and the parson gown'd, 


The friar hooded, and the monarch crown'd 


140 


150 


170 


180 


‘What ditfer more,’ you cry, ‘than crown and cow!! 
I'll tell you, friend! a wise man and a fool. δ 
You'll find, if once the monarch acts the monk, 
Or, cobbler-like, the parson will be drunk, 

Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow: 
The rest is all but leather or prunella. 

Stuck o’er with titles and hung round with striagy, 
That thou may’st be by kings, or whores of kings. 
Boast the pure blood of an illustrious race, 

In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece : 

But by your fathers’ worth if yours you rate, 
Count me those only who were good and great. 3, 
Go! if vour ancient, but ignoble blood 

Has crept through scoundrels ever since the flood, 
Go! and pretend your family is young; 

Nor own your fathers have been fools so long. 
What can ennoble sots, or slaves, or cowards? 
Alas! not all the bilcod of all the Howards. 

Look next on greatness: say where greatness lies 
‘Where, but among the heroes and the wise ” 
Heroes are much the same, the point’s agreed, 
Frora Macedonia’s madman tu the Swede; 


The whole strange purpose of their lives, to find, 


Or make, an enemy of all mankind! 
Not one looks backward, onward still he goes, 
Yet ne’er looks forward further than his nose. 
No less alike the politic and wise ; 
All sly slow things with circumspective eyes; 
Men in their loose unguarded hours they take, 
Not that themselves are wise, but others, weak. 
But grant that those can conquer, these can cheat; 
Tis phrase absurd to cal] a villain great: 8} 
Who wickedly is wise, or madly brave, 
Is but the more a fool, the more a knave. 
Who noble ends by noble means obtains, 
Or failing, smiles in exile or in chains, 
Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 
Like Socrates, that man is great indeed. 

What's fame? a fancied life in others’ breath, 
A thing beyond us, e’en before our death. 
Just what you hear you have; and what's unknows, 
The same (my lord) if Tully’s, or your own. 
All that we feel of it begins and ends 
In the small circle of our foes or friends; 
To all beside a3 much an empty shade 
As Eugene living, as a Caesar dead ; 
Alike or when or where they shone or shine, 
Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine. 
A wit’s a feather, and a chief a rod; 
An honest man’s the noblest work of God, 
Fame but from death a villain’s name can save, 
As justice tears his body from the grave; 
When what to oblivion better were resign’d, 
Is hung on high, to poison half mankind. 
All fame is foreign but of true desert, - 
Plays round the bead, but comes not to the heat: 
One self-approving hour whole years outweighs 
Of stupid starere, and of loud huzzas ; 
And more true joy Marcellus exiled feels, 
Than Cesar with a senate at his heels. 

In parts superior what advantage lies? 
Tell (for you can) what is it to be wise ? 
Tis but to know how little can be known, 
To sce all others’ faults, and feel our own; 
Condemn'd in business or in arts to drudge, 
Without a second, or without a judge : 
Truths would you teach, or save a sinking land' 
All fear, none aid you, and fw understand 
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re-eminence ! yourself to view Pursues that chaia which links th’ immense design, 
ἴδ᾽ 8 weakneas, and its comforts too. Joins Heav’n and earth, and mortal and divine; 

‘hen these blessings to a strict account : Sees that no being any bliss can know, 

τ deductions; see to what they ’mount: 970] But touches some above, and some below: 

ch of other each is sure to cost ; Learns from the union of the rising whole 

‘h for other oft is wholly lost ; The first, last purpose of the human soul ; 

onsistent greater goods with these : And knows where faith, law, morals, all began, 340 

retimes life is risk’d, and always ease: All end in love of God and love of man. 

ad if still the things thy envy cal), For him alone hope leads from goal to goal, 

dst thou be the man to whom they fall? {And opens still, and opens on his soul ; 

‘or ribands if thou art so silly, Till lengthen’d on to faith, and unconfined, 

w they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy. It pours the bliss that fills up all the mind, 

‘ dirt the passion of thy life 7 He sees why nature plants in man alone, 

;on Gripus, or on Gripus’ wife. 280! Hope of known bliss, and faith in bliss unknown: 

llure thee, think how Bacon shined, (Nature, whose dictates to no other kind 

st, brightest, meanest of mankind ; Are given in vain, but what they seek they find) 

'd with the whistling of a name, Wise is her present; she connects in this 

awell damn’d to everlasting fame! His greatest virtue with his greatest bliss; 350 

ted, thy ambition call, At once his own bright prospect to be bless’d ; 

cient story, learn to scorn them all. And strongest motive to assist the rest. 

. the rich, the honour’d, famed, and great, Self-love thus push’d to social, to divine, 

alse scale of happiness complete! Gives thee to make thy ncighbour’s blessing thine. 
of kings, or arms of queens who lay, Is this too little for the boundless heart ? 

ipy ! those to ruin, these betray. 290| Extend it, let thy enemies have part ; 

what wretched steps their glory grows, Grasp the whole world of reason, life, and sense, 

t and sea-weed as proud Venice rose ; In one close system of benevolence ; 

iow guilt and greatness equal ran, Happier as kinder, in whate’er degree, 

hat raised the hero sunk the man : And height of bliss but height of charity. 360 

‘ope’s Jaurels on their brows behold, God loves from whole to parts: but human soul 

’d with blood, or ill exchanged for gold: _| Must rise from individual to the whole. 

them broke with toils, or sunk in ease, Self-love but serves the virtuous mind to wake, 

ous for plunder'd provinces. As the small pebble stirs the peaceful lake ; 
ill-fated! which no act of fame The centre moved, a circle straight succeeds, 

ht to shine, or sanctified from shame! 300] Another still, and still another spreads ; 

‘ater bliss attends their close of life ? Friend, parent, neighbour, first it will embrace ; 

‘cdy minion, or imperious wife, His country next, and next all human race : 

hied arches, storied halls invade, Wide and more wide, the o’erflowings of the mind 
it their slumbers in the pompous shade. Take every creature in, of every kind ; 370 
t dazzled with their noon-tide ray, Earth smiles around, with boundless bounty bless'd, 
the morn and evening to the day ; And Heaven beholds its image in his breast. 

le amount of that enormous fame, Come then, my friend! my genius! come along; 
at blends their glory with their shame! O master of the poet, and the song! 

then this truth, (enough for man to know,) {And while the muse now stoops, or now ascends, 
lone is happiness below.’ 310] Τὸ man’s low passions, or their glorious ends, 

‘ point where human bliss stands still, Teach me, like thee, in various nature wise, 

3 the good without the fall to ill; To fall with dignity, with temper rise ; 

nly merit constant pay receives, Form’d by thy converse, happily to steer, 

| ip what it takes, and what it gives ; From grave to gay, from lively to severe ; 380 
imequall’d, if its end it gain, Correct with spirit, eloquent with ease, 

lose, attended with no pain: Intent to reason, or polite to please. 

satiety, thouzh e’cr so bless’d, O! while along the stream of time thy name 

more relish'd as the more distress’d : Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame, 

dest mirth unfeeling folly wears, Say, shall my little bark attendant sail, 

sing far than virtue’s very tears: 320} Pursue the triumph, and partake the gale? 

mm cach object, from each place acquired, | When statesmen, heroes, kings, in dust repose, 
exercised, yet never tired ; Whose sons shall blush their fathers were thy 
ited, while one man’s oppress’d; foes, . 

tected, while another ᾽8 bless'd: Shall then this verse to future age pretend 

re no wants, no wishes can remain, Thou wert my guide, philosopher, and friend? 390 
to wish more virtue, is to gain. That, urged by thee, I turn’d the tuneful art 


: zole bliss Heaven could on all bestow! [From sounds tothings, from fancy to the heart; 

rho but feels can taste, but thinks can |For wit's false mirror held up nature’s light, 
ow; Show’d erring pride, WHATEVER 15,18 RIGHT 3 
with fortune and with learning blind, That reason, passion, answer one great aim ; 

must miss, the good untaught will find; That true self-love and social are the same; 

10 sect, who takes no private road, 330|That virtue only makes our bliss below ; 
through nature up to nature’s God; And all our knowledge, is ourselves to know. 
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Mean though I am, not wholly so, 
Since quicken’d by thy breath ; 

O lead me, wheresoe’er I go, 
Through this day's life or death. 


This day, be bread and peace my lot : 
All else beneath the sun, 

Thou know’st if best bestow’d or not, 
And let thy will be done. 


To thee, whose temple is all space, | 
Whose altar, earth, sea, skies ! 

One chorus let all beings raise! 
All Nature's incense rise! 


THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 
DEO OPT. MAX. 


It may be proper to observe, that some passages in 
the preceding Essay having been unjustly suspect- 
ed of a tendency towards fate and naturalism, the 
author composed this prayer as the sum of all, to 
show that his system was founded in free-will, and 
terminated in piety: that the First Cause was as 
well the Lord and Governor of the universe as the 
Creator of it; and that, by submission to his will 
(the great principle enforced throughout the Es- 
say) was not meant the suffering ourselves to be 
carried along by a blind determination, but a resting 
in a religious acquiescence, and confidence full of 
hope and immortality. To give all this the greater 
weight, the poet chose for his model the Lord’s 
Prayer, which, of 41} others, best deserves the title 
prefixed to this paraphrase. 


MORAL ESSAYS, 


IN FOUR EPISTLES TO SEVERAL PERSONS. 


Est brevitate opus. ut currat sententia, neu se 
Impediat verbis lassas oncrantibus aures: 
Et sermone opus est modo tristi, srpe jocoen, 


Fatuer of all! in every age, 
In every clime adored, 

By saint, by savage, and by sage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 


Thou Great First Cause, least understood ; 


Who all my sense confined 
To know but this, That thou art good, 
And that myself am blind; 


Yet gave me, in this dark estate, 
To see the good from ill ; 

And, binding Nature fast in Fate, 
Left free the human will: 

What conscience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, 

This, teach me more than hel] to shun, 
That, more than hegven pursue. 


What blessings thy free bounty gives, 
Let me not cast away ; 

For God is paid when man receives : 
To enjoy is to obey. 

Yet not to earth's contracted span 
Thy goodness let me bound, 

Or think thee Lord alone of man, 
When thousands worlds are round. 


Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Presume thy bolts to throw, 

And deal damnation round the land, 
On each I judge thy foe. 


If I am right, thy grace impart, 
Sull in the right to, stay : 

If I am wrong, O teach my heart 
To find that better way. 


Save me alike from foolish pride, 
Or impious discontent, 

At aught thy wisdom has denied, 
Or aught thy goodness lent. 

Teach me to feel another’s wo, 
To hide the fault I see: 

That mercy I to others show, 
That mercy show to me. 


Defendente vicem modo rhetoria atque pocte 
interdum urbani, parcentis viribus, atque 
Extenuantis eas consultd. Hor. 


Eee 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


ΤῊΣ Essay on Man was intended to hare bees 
comprised in four books : 

The first of which the author has given us undet 
that title, in four cpistles. 

The second was to have consisted of the same 
number: J. Of the extent and limits of human ree 
son. 2. Of those arts and sciences, and of the parts 
of them, which are useful, and therefore attainable, 
together with those which are unuseful, and there- 
fore unattainable. 3. Of the nature, ends, use, aad 
application of the different capacities of men. 4. Of 
the use of learning, of the science of the world, aad 
of wit; concluding with a satire against a misapplr 
cation of them, illustrated by pictures, characte, 
and examples. 

The third book regarded civil regimen, or tbe 
science of politics, in which the several forms of ὃ 
republic were to be examined and explained; t 
gether with the several modes of religious worship, 
as far forth as they affect socicty: between which 
the author always supposed there was the most it 
teresting relation and closest connexion ; 90 that tis 
part would have treated of civil and religious society 
in their full extent. 

The fourth and last book concerned private ethics, 
or practical morality, considered in all the circus 
stances, ordors, professions, and stations of humas 
life. 

The scheme of all this had been maturely digested, 
and communicated to Lord Bolingbroke, Dr. Swift, 
and one or two more, and was intended for the caly 
work of his riper years; but was, partly through i+ 
health, partly through discouragements from the de 
pravity of the times, and partly on prudential asd 
other considerations, interrupted, postponed, and, 
lastly, in a manner laid aside. 

But as this was the author's favourite work, whick 
more exactly reflected the image of his strong cape ; 
cious mind, and as we can have but a very imperfec 
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idea of it from the disjecta membra poeta that now re-| to ver. 108. III. It only remains to find (if we can) 
main, it may not be amiss to be a little more particu- his ruling passion: That will certainly influence al} 
lar conceming each of these projected books. the rest, and can reconcile the seeming or real incon- 


. sistency of all his actions, ver. 175. Instanced in the 
The first, as it treats of man in the abstract, and extraordinary character of Clodio, ver. 179. A cau- 


considers him in general under every of his relations| ign ayainet mistaking second qualities for first, 
becomes the foundation, and furnishes out the sub-| which will destroy all possibility of the knowledge of 
jects, of the three following ; so that mankind, ver. 910 Examples of the strength of the 

The second book was to take up again the first] ruling passion, and its continuation to the last breath, 
and second epistles of the first book, and treat of | ver 2-2, &c. 
man in his intellectual capacity at large, as has been —_—— 
explained above. Of this, only a small part of the 
conclusion (which, as we said, was to have contain- EPISTLE I. 
ed a satire against the misapplication of wit and| I. Yrs, you despise the man to books confined, 
learning) may be found in the fourth book of the] Who from his study rails at human kind, 

Dunciad, and up and down, occasionally, in the other; Though what he learns he speaks, and may advance 
three. Some general maxims, or be right by chance. 

The third book, in like manner, was to re-assume| The coxcomb bird, so talkative and grave, 
the subject of the third epistle of the first, which} That from his cage cries cuckold, whore, and knare, 
treats of man in his social, political, and religious ca-| Though many a passenger he rightly call, 
pacity. But this part the poet afterwards conceived| You hold him no philosopher at all. 
might be best executed in an epic poem; as the ac-| And yet the fate of all extremes is such, 
tion would make it more animated, and the fable less} Men may be read, as well as books,too much. 10 
invidious: in which all the great principles of true| To observations which ourselves we make, 
and false governments and religions should be chiefly! We grow more partial for the observer's sake: 
delivered in feigned examples. To written wisdom, as another's, less; 

The fourth and last book was to pursue the sub-| Maxims are drawn from notions, these from guess. 
ject of the fourth epistle of the first, and to treat of| There ’s some peculiar in each leaf and grain, 
ethics, or practical morality ; and would have con-| Some unmark’d fibre, or some varying vein: 
sisted of many members ; of which the four follow-| Shall only man be taken in the gross 1 
ing epistles were detached portions; the first two,|Grant but as many sorts of minds as moss. 
on the characters of men and women, being the in-| That each from others differs, first confess ; 
troductory part of this concluding book. Next, that he varies from himself no less ; 20 
Add nature's, custom’s, reason’s, passion’s strife, 
And all opinion's colours cast on life. 


MORAL ESSAYS. Our depths who fathoms, or our shallows finds, 
Quick whirls, and shifting eddies of our minds? 
EPISTLE I. On human actions reason though you can, 


It may be reason, but it is not man: 

His principle of action once explore, 

That instant ‘tis his principle no more. 
ARGUMENT. Like following life through creatures you dissect, 

Of the Knowledge and Characters of Men. You lose it in the moment you detect. 


That it is not sufficient for this knowledge to con-| Yet more; the difference is as great between 
sider man in the abstract: books will not serve the| The optics seeing, as the objects seen. 

purpose, nor yet our own experience singly, ver. 1 | AJl manners take a tincture from our own; 
General maxims, unless they be formed upon both.! Or some discolour’d through our passions shown; 
will be but notional, ver. 10. Some peculiarity in| ΟἹ fancy’s beam enlarges, multiplies, 


every man, characteristic to himself, yet varying from ΜΝ . 
himeelf, ver. 15. Difficulties arising from our own Contracts, mv erts, and gives ten thousand dyes. 
Nor will life’s stream for observation stay ; 


passions, fancies, faculties, &c. ver. 31. The short- : 
ness of life to observe in, and the uncertainty of the It hurries all too fast to mark their way: 

principics of action in men to observe by, ver. 37, &c.| In vain sedate reflections we would make, 

Our own principle of action often hid from ourselves,] When half our knowledge we must snatch, not take, 
ver. 41. Some few characters plain, but in general/ Off, in the passions’ wild rotation toss'd, 41 
ean founded, ciesembied. or inconsistent, ver.5]. The Our spring of action to ourselves is lost: 

same man utterly different in different places andj m. . ὌΝ 

seasons. ver. 62. Unimaginable Weaknesses in the Tired, not determined, to the net he -a 

greatest, ver. 70, &c. Nothing constant and certain| “24 What comes then is master of the held, 

but God and nature, ver. 95. No judging of the mo. As the last image of that troubled heap, 

tives from the actions: the same actions proceeding] When sense subsides and fancy sports in sleep, 

from contrary motives, and the same motives in-| (Though past the recollection of the thought,) 
fluencing contrary actions, ver. 100. II. Yet, to form| Becomes the stuff of which our dream is wrought: 
characters, we can only take the strongest actions of | Something as dim to our internal view, 

a man’s life, and try lo make them agree. The utter|y, thus, perhaps, the cause of most we do. 50 
uncertainty of this, from nature itself, and from True, some are open, and to all men known ; 


policy, ver. 120. Character given according to the : . 
rank of men of the world, ver. 135. And some reason Others, so very close, they 're hid from none: 
for it, ver. 140. Education alters the nature. ur at|(So darkness strikes the sense no less than light ») 


least character, of many, ver. 149. Actidns, passions,| Thus gracious Chandos is beloved at sight ; 
opinions, manners, humours, or principles, all sub-| And every child hates Shylock, though his soul, 
ject to change. No judging by nature, from ver. 155.| Still sits at squat, and peeps not from its bole. 

P 
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At half mankind when generous Manly raves, 
All know ‘tis virtue, for he thinks them knaves: 
When universal homage Umbra pays, 

All see ’tis vice, an itch of vulgar praise. 

When flattery glares, all hate it in a queen, 


Must then at once (the character to save? 
The plain rough hero turn a crafty knave ? 
Alas! in truth the man but changed his mind, 


60! Perhaps wis sick, in love, or had not dined. 


While one there is who charms us with his spleen. 


Bat these plain characters we rarely find ; 


Though strong the bent, yet quick the turns of mind : 


Or puzzling contraries confound the whole ; 
Or affectations quite reverse the soul. 
The dull flat falsehood serves for policy ; 
And in the cunning, truth itself’s a lie: 
Unthought-of frailties cheat us in the wise; 
The fool lies hid in inconsistencies. 
See the same man, in vigour, in the gout ; 
Alone, in company ; in place, or out; 
Early at business, and at hazard late ; 
Mad at a fox-chase, wise at a debate; 
Drunk at a borough, civil at a ball ; 
Friendly at Hackney, faithless at Whitehall. 
Catius is ever mora), ever grave, 
Thinks who endures a knave, is next a knave, 
Save just at dinner—then prefers, no doubt, 
A rogue with venison to a saint without. 
Who would not praise Patricio's high desert, 
His hand unstain’d, his uncorrupted heart, 
His comprehensive head, all interests weigh'd, 
All Europe saved, vet Britain not betray'’d ? 
He thanks you not, his pride is in piquet, 
Newmarket-fame, and judgment at a bet. 


80 


What made (say, Montagne, or more sage Charron .) 


Otho a warrior, Cromwe!l! a buffoon ? 

A perjured prifce a Jeaden saint revere, 

A godless regent tremble at a star ? 

The throne a bigot keep, a genius quit, 

Faithless through piety, and duped through wit? 

Europe a woman, child, or dotard rule, 

And just her wisest monarch made a fool ? 
Krow, God and nature only are the same ; 

In man, the judgment shoots at flying game : 

A bird of passage ! gone as soon as found, 

Now in the moon, perhaps now under ground. 
II. In vain the sage, with retrospective eye, 


Would from the apparent what, conclude the why; 100 


Infer the motive from the deed, and show, 


90 


That what we chanced, was what we meant to do. 


Behold, if fortune or a mistress frowns, 


Some plunge in business, others shave their crowns: 


To ease the soul of one oppressive weight, 
This quits an empire, that embroils a state: 
The same adust complexion has impell’d 
Charles to the convent, Philip to the field. 
Not always actions show the man; we find 
Who does a kindness, is not therefore kind : 
Perhaps prosperity becalm'd his breast, 
Perhaps the wind just shifted from the east: 
Not therefore humble he who seeks retreat, 


Pride guides his steps, and bids him shun the great : 


Who combats bracely is not therefore brave, 
He dreads a death-bed like the meanest slave : 
Who reasons wisely is not therefore wise, 
His pride in reasoning, not in acting, lies. 

But grant that actions best discover man: 


Ask why trom Britain Casar would retreat ? 
Cesar Limseif micht whisper, he was beat. 
Why risk the world’s great empire for a punk? 
Casar perhaps might answer, Le was drunk 
But, sage historians! ‘tis your task to prove 
One action, cond:ict; one, heroic love. 

'Tis from high life high characters are drawn, 

A saint in crape is twice a saint in lawn; 

A judge is jist, a chancellor juster still; 

A gownman Jearn‘d, a bishop what you will; 

Wise, if a minister ; but, if a king, 

More wise, more !earn’d, more just, more ev 
thing. 

Court virtues bear, like gems, the highest rate, 

Born where Hezven's inflnence scarce 63} penetra 

In life's low vale, the soil the virtues like: 

There please as beanties, here as wonders strike. 

Though the same sun with al!-diffusive rays 

Blush in the roce, and in the ciamond blaze, 

We prize the stronger efo-t of his power, 

And justly set the rem above the flower. 

‘Tis education forms the common mind : 

Just as the twig is bert, the tree’s inclined. ] 
Boastful and rotuich, ycur first son is a ‘aquire ; 
The nest a tradesman, meek, and much a liar: 
Tom struts a soldier, open, bold, and brave: 
Will sneaks a scrivener, an exceeding knave. 

Is he a churchman ? then he’s fond of power: 

A quaker? sly: a presbytenan ? sour: 

A smart free-thinker ? all things in an hour. 

Ask men's opinions: Scoto now shall tell 
How trade increases, and the world goes well: 
Stnke off his pension, by the setting sun, ] 
And Britain, if not Europe, is undone. 

That gay free-thinker, a fine talker once, 
What turns him now a stupid silent dunce ? 
Some rood, or spirit, he has lately found; 

Or chanced to mect a minister that frown d. 

Judge we by nature ? babit can efface, 

Interest o’ercome, or policy tuke place: 

By actions ? those uncertainty divides: 

By passions ? these dissimulation hides : 
Opinions ? they still take a wider range: 
Find, if you can, in what you cannot change. 

Manners with fortunes, humours turn with clim 
Tenets with books, and principles with times. 

IIJ. Search then the ruling passion : There, alo 
The wild are constant, and the cunning known ; 
The fool consistent, and the false sincere ; 


110] Priests, princes, women, no dissemblers here. 


This clew once ‘found unravels all the rest, 

The prospect clears, and Wharton stands confess 
Wharton ! the scorn and wonder of our days, 
Whose ruling passion was the lust of praise; 
Born with whate’er could win it from the wise, 
Women and fools must like him, or he dies: 
Though wondering senates hung on all he spoke, 
The club must hail him’ master of the joke. 
Shall parts so various aim at nothing new ? 


Take the most strong, and sort them as you can: 120|He’ll shine a Tully and a Wilmot too; 


The few that glare, each character must mark, 
You balance not the many in the dark. 

What will you do with such as disagree ? 
Suppress them, or miscall them policy ? 


Then turns repentant, and his God adores 

With the same spirit that he drinks and whores; 
Enough if all around him but admire, 
And now the punk applaud, and now the friar 
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Thus with each gift of nature and οἵ art, ‘The manor, sir ?’—' The manor! hold,’ he cried, 260 
And wanting nothing but an honest heart: * Not that,—I cannot part with that,’—and died. 
Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt, And you! brave Cobham, to the latest breath, 

And most contemptible, to shun contempt ; Shall fecl your ruling passion strong in death: 

His passion still, to covet general praise ; Such in these moments as in all the past, 

His life, to forfeit it a thousand ways ; ‘Oh, save my country, Heaven δ᾿ shall be your last. 


A constant bounty, which no friend has made ; 

An angel tongue, which no man can persuade ; 

A fool, with more of wit than half mankind, 200 μὴ 

Too rash for thought, for action too refined : EPISTLE Il. 

A tyrant to the wife his heart approves ; TO A LADY. 
A rebel to the very king he loves ; 

He dies, sad outcast of each church and state, 


And harder still ! flagitious, yet not great. ARGUMENT. 

Ask you why Wharton broke through every rule? Of the Characters of Women. 

"Twas all for fear the knaves should call him fool. |That the particular characters of women are not 80 
Nature well known, no prodigies remain, strongly marked as those of men, seldom so fixed, and 

Comets are regular, and Wharton plain. still inore inconsistent with themselves, ver. 1, &c. 


Yet, in this search, the wisest may mistake, 210 Instances of contraricties given, even from such che- 
If second qualities for first they take racters as are more strongly marked, and seemingly, 
“ye . ΝΝ therefore, most consistent: as, 1. In the affected.—2 

When Catiline by rapine swell’d his store : ᾿ ᾿ 


When C h In the soft natured.—3. In the cunning and artfulL— 
en Cesar made a noble dame a whore ; 4. Inthe whimsical.—35. In the lewd and vicious.—6, 


In this the lust, in that the avarice, In the witty and retined.—7. In the stupid and sim- 
Were means, not ends; ambition was the vice. ple, ver. 21 τὸ 907. The former part having shown that 
That very Cesar, born in Scipio's days, the particular characters of women are more various 
Had aim'd, like him, by chastity, at praise. than those of men, it is nevertheless obeerved that tha 
Lacullus, when frugality could charm, general characteristic of the sex, as to the ruling pas- 


sion, is more uniferin, ver. 207. This ia oecasioned 


Had roaste ips i i . 
ἃ turnips in the Sabine farm partly by their nature, partly by their education, and 


ων the observer eyes the builder's toil, 220 in some degree by necessity, ver. 211. What are the 
t quite mistakes the scaffold for the pile. aims and the fate of this sex:—l. As to power.—2. 

In this one passion man can strength enjoy, As to pleasure, ver. 219.— Advice for their true inter- 
As fits give vigour just when they destroy. est.—The picture of an estimable woman, with the 
Time, that on all things lays his lenient hand, best kind of contraricties, ver. 249 to the end. 


Yet tames not this; it sticks to our last sand. 
Consistent in our follies and our sins, 
Here honest Nature ends as she begins. 

Old politicians chew on wisdom past, 
And totter on in business to the last ; 
As weak, as earnest ; and as gravely out, 230 
As sober Lanesborow dancing in the gout. 

Behold a reverend sire, whom want of grace 
Has made the father of a nameless race, 
Shoved from the wall perhaps, or rudely press'd 
By his own son, that passes by unblese’d : 
Stil to his wench he crawls on knocking knees, 
And envies every sparrow that he secs. 


There is nothing in Mr. Pope’s works more highly 
finished than this epistle : yet its success was in no 
proportion to the pains he took in composing it. 
Something he chanced to drop in a short advertise- 
ment prefixed to it on its first publication, may, per- 
haps account for the small attention given to it. He 
said that no one character in it was drawn from the 
life. The public believed him on his word, and ex- 
pressed little curiosity about a satire, in which there 
was nothing personal. 


A salmon’s belly, Helluo, was thy fate ; NoTHING 80 true as what you once let fall, 
doctor call’d, declares all help too late. ‘Most women have no characters at all.’ 
Mercy” cries Helluo, ‘mercy on my soul ! 240] Matter too soft a lasting mark to bear, 
Is there no hope ?—Alas!—then bring the jowl.’ And best distinguish’d by black, brown, or fair 
The frugal crone, whom praying priests attend, How many pictures of one nymph we vicw, 
Still strives to save the hallow'd taper’s end, All how unlike each other, all how true! 
Collects her breath, as ebbing life retires, Arcadia’s countess, here, in ermined pride, 
or one puff more, and in that puff expires. Is there, Pastora by a fountain side. 
Odious ! in woollen ! ’twould a saint provoke,’ | Here Faunia, leering on her own good man, 
Were the Jast words that poor Narcissa spoke ; And there, a naked Leda with a swan. 10 
No, let a charming chintz and Brussels lace Let then the fair-one beautifully cry, 


Wrap my cold limbs, and shade my lifeless face ; In Magdalen’s loose hair and lifted eye ; 
€ would not, sure, be frightful when one’s dead—| Or dress'd in smiles of sweet Cecilia shine, 


Betty—give this cheek a little red.’ 9251 With simpering angels, palms, and harps divine: 
8 courtier smooth, who forty years had shined | Whether the charmer sinner it, or saint it, 
humble servant to all human kind, If folly grow romantic, I must paint it. 
~ ast brought out this, when scarce his tongue could stir,| Come then, the colours and the ground prepare ! 
‘where I’m going—I could serve you sir!’ Dip in the rainbow, trick her off in air; 
I give and I devise,’ old Euclio said, Choose a firm cloud, before it fail, and in it 
tigh’d, ‘my lands and tenements to Ned.’ Catch, ere she change, the Cynthia of this minute. 20 


weet money, sir ?’—‘ My money, sir, what all? Rufa, whose eye, quick glancing o’er the park, 
Y-~if I must’—then wept, ‘I give it Paul.’ Attracts each light gay meteor of a spark, 


16 


Agrees as i}] with Rufa studying Locke, 

As Sappho’s diamonds with her dirty smock ; 

Or Sappho at her toilet’s greasy task, 

With Sappho fragrant at an evening mask : 

So morning insects, that in muck begun, 

Shine, buzz, and fly-blow in the setting sun. 
How soft is Silia! fearful to offend ; 
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Then all for death, that opiate of the soul ! ° 
Lucretia’s dagger, Rosamonda’s bowl. 

Say, what can cause such impotence of mind? 

A spark too fickle, or a spouse too kind. 

Wise wretch ! with pleasure too refin'd to please ; 
With too much spirit to be e’er at ease ; 

With too much quickness ever to be taught ; 


The frail-one’s advocate, the weak-one’s friend, 30} With too much thinking to have common thought : 


To her, Calista proved her conduct nice ; 
And good Simplicius asks of her advice. 
Sudden, she storms! she raves ! You tip the wink, 
But spare your censure ; Silia does not drink. 
All eyes may see from what the change arose, 
All eyes may see—a pimple on her nose. 
Papilia, wedded to her amorous spark, 
Sighs for the shades— How charming is a park!’ 
A park is purchased, but the fair he sees 
All bathed in tcars—‘ Oh odious, odious trees!’ 
Ladies, like variegated tulips, show, 
Tis to their changes half their charms they owe ; 
Fine by defect, and delicately weak, 
Their happy spots the nice admirer take. 
’T was thus Calypso once each heart alarm’d, 
Awed without virtue, without beauty charm'd; 
Her tongue bewitch'd as oddly as her eyes; 
Less wit than mimic, more a wit than wise : 
Strange graces still, and stranger flights she had, 
Was just not ugly, and was just not mad ; 
Yet ne’er so sure our passion to create, 
As when she του ἢ ἃ the brink of all we hate. 
Narcissa’s nature, tolerably mild, 
To make a wash would hardly stew a child ; 
Has e’en been proved to grant a lover's prayer, 
And paid a tradesman once to make him stare ; 
Gave alms at Easter in a Christian trim, 
And made a widow happy for a whim. 
Why then declare good-nuture is her scorn, 
When 'tis by that alone she can be borne? 
Why pique all mortals, yct affect a name ? 
A fool to pleasure, yet a slave to fame : 
Now deep in Taylor and the book of Martyrs, 
Now drinking citron with his grace and Chartres: 
Now conscience chills her, and now passion burns ; 
And atheism and religion take their turns ; 
A very heathen in the carnal part, 
Yet still a sad good christian at her heart. 
See sin in state, majestically drunk, 
Proud as a peeress, prouder as a punk ; 
Chaste to her husband, frank to all beside, 
A teeming mistress, but a barren bride. 
What then? let blood and body bear the fault, 
Her head’s untouch’'d, that noble seat of thought; 
Such this day’s doctrinc—in another fit 
She sins with poets through pure love of wit. 
What has not fired her bosom or her brain ? 
Cesar and Tall-boy, Charles and Charlemagne. 
As Jielluo, late dictator of the feast, 
The nose of haut-gout, and the tip of taste, 
Critiqued your wine, and analysed your meat, 
Yet on plain pudding deign'd at home to eat: 
So Philomede, lecturing all mankind 
On the soft passion, and the taste refined, 
The address, the delicacy—stoops at once, 
And makes her hearty meal upon a dunce. 
Flavia’s a wit, has too much sense to pray; 
To toast our wants and wishes, is her way; 
Nor asks of God, but of her stars, to give 
The mighty olessing, ‘ while we live, to live.’ 


You purchase pain with all that joy can give, 
And die of nothing but a rage to live. 

Tum then from wits, and look on Simo’s mate; 
No ass so meek, no ass so obstinate : 

Or her that owns her faults but never mends, 
Because she 's honest, and the best of friends : 
Or her whose Jife the church and scandal share, 
For ever in a passion or a prayer: 

Or her who laughs at hell, but (like her grace) 


10 


40; Cries, ‘Ah! how charming if there ’s no such place!’ 


Or who in sweet vicissitude appears, 

Of mirth and opium, ratafie and tears, 

The daily anodyne, and nightly draught, 
To kill those foes to fair ones, time and thought. 
Woman and fool are two hard things to hit: 
For true no-meaning puzzles more than wit. 

But what are those to great Atossa's mind? 
Searce once herself, by turns all womankind! 
Who, with herself, or others, from her birth, 


110 


50} Finds all her life one warfare upon earth. 


Shines in exposing knaves and painting fools, 
Yet is whate’er she hates and ridicules. 

No thought advances, but her eddy brain 
Whisks it about, and down it goes again. 

Full sixty years the world has been her trade, 
The wisest fool much time haa ever made. 
From loveless youth to unrespected age, 

No passion gratified, except her rage: 

So much the fury still outran the wit, 


120 


60/That pleasure miss'd her, and the scandal hit. 


Who breaks with her, provokes revenge from hell, 
But he’s a bolder man who dares be well. 1x 
Her every turn with violence pursued, 

Nor more a storm her hate than gratitude: 

To that each passion turns, or soon or late; 

Love, if it makes her yield, must make her hate. 
Superiors? death! and equals? what a curse! 

But an inferior not dependent! worse. 

Offend her, and she knows not to forgive ; 


70] Oblige her, and she'll hate you while you live : 


But die, and she'll adore you—Then the bust 

And temple rise—then fall again to dust. 140 
Last night, her lord was all that's good and great ; 
A knave this morning, and his will a cheat. 

Strange ! by the means defeated of the ends, 

By spirit robb'd of power, by warmth of friends, 

By wealth of followers ! without one distress, 

Sick of herself, through very selfishness ! 

Atossa, cursed with every granted prayer, 


80} Childless with all her children, wants an heir. 


To heirs unknown descends the unguarded store, 
Or wanders, Heaven-directed, to the poor! 
Pictures, like these, dear madam, to design, 
Asks no firm hand, and no unerring line; 
Some wandering touches, some reflected tight, 
Some flying stroke alone can hit them right: 
For how should equal colours do the knack ? 
Cameleons who can paint in white and black ? 
‘Yet Chloe sure was form'd without a spot.’— 


10 


90] Nature in her then err’d not, but forgot. 
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‘With every pleasing, every prudent part, 
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Beauties, like tyrants, old and friendless grown, 


Say, what can Chloe want ?’—She wants a heart. 160] Yet hate repose, and dread to be alone; 


She speaks, behaves, and acts just as she ought ; 

Bat never, never reach’d one generous thought. 

Virtue she finds too painful an endeavour, 

Content to dwell in decencies for ever. 

So very reasonable, so unmoved, 

As never yet to love, or to be loved. 

She, while her lover pants upon her breast, 

Can mark the figures on an Indian chest ; 

And when she sees her friend in deep despair, 

Observes how much a chintz exceeds mohair. 

Forbid it, Heaven, a favour or a debt 

She e’er should cancel—but she may forget. 

Safe is your secret still in Chloe’s ear; 

But none of Chloe's shall you ever hear. 

Of all her dears she never slander'd one, 

But cares not if a thousand are undone. 

Would Chloe know if you 're alive or dead? 

She bids her footman put it in her head. 

Chloe is prudent—Would you too be wise? 

Then never break your heart when Chloe dies 
One certain portrait may (I grant) be seen, 


Worn out in public, weary every cye, 

Nor leave one sigh behind them when they die. 230 
Pleasures the sex, as children birds pursue, 

Still out of reach, yet never out of view ; 

Sure, if they catch, to spoil the toy at most, 

To covet flying, and regret when lost ; 

At last, to follies youth could scarce defend, 

It grows their age’s prudence to pretend ; 

Ashamed to own they gave delight before, 


170; Reduced to feign it, when they give no more: 


As hags hold sabbaths less for joy than spite, 

So these their merry, miserable night ; 

Still round and round the ghosts of beauty glide, 
nd haunt the places where their honour died. 
See how the world its veterans rewards ! 

A youth of frolics, an old age of cards; 

Fair to no purpose, artful to no end, 

Young without lovers, old without a friend ; 

A fop their passion, but their prize a sot, 


240 


180' Alive ridiculous, and dead forgot! 


Ah, friend! to dazzle let the vain design ; 


Which Heaven has varnish'd out, and made a queen:|T'o raise the thought, and touch the heart, be 


The same for ever! and described by ail 
With truth and goodness, as with crown and ball. 
Poets heap virtues, painters gems at will, 
And show their zeal, and hide their want of skill. 
‘Tis well—but artists! who can paint or write, 
To draw the naked is your true delight 
That robe of quality so struts and swells, 
None see what parts of nature it conceals: 
The exactest traits of body or of mind, 
We owe to models of a humble kind. 
if Queensberry to strip there ’s no compelling, 
Tis from a handmaid we must take a Helen. 
From peer or bishop ‘tis no easy thing 
To draw the man who loves hia God or king: 
Alas! 1 copy (or my draught would fail) 
From honest Mahomet or plain parson Hale. 
But grant, in public men sometimes are shown, 
Woman's scen in private life alone: 
Our bolder talents in full light display'd, 
Our virtues open fairest in the shade. 
red to disguise, in public ’tis you hide; 
here, none distinguish "twixt your shade or pride, 
Cakness or delicacy; all so nice, 
hat each imay seem a virtue or a vice. 
Ὦ men we various ruling passione find ; 
In women, two almost divide the kind: 
hase, only fix'd, they first or last obey, 
Ε love of pleasure, and the love of sway. 
Ϊ at nature gives; and where the lesson taught 
® but to please, can pleasure seem a fault? 
~‘ perience, this; by man’s oppression cursed, 
ey seek the second not to lose the first. 
Mea, some to business, some to pleasure take ; 
Bur every woman is at Heart a rake: 
+ ~Gn, some to quiet, some to public strife, 
Bur every lady would be queen for life. 
Yet mark the fate of a whole sex of queens! 
Ρ Ower all their end, but beauty all the means: 
In youth they conquer with so wild a rage, 
As leaves them scarca a subject in their age : 
or foreign glory, foreign joy, they roam ; 
ὁ thought of’ peace or happiness at home. 
Gut wisdom’s triumph is well-timed retreat, 
Ag hard a science to the fair as great ! 


thine! 250 
That charm shall grow, while what fatigues the 
ring, 


Flaunts and goes down, an unregarded thing : 
So when the sun’s broad bearn has tired the sight, 
All mild ascends the moon's more sober light, 
Serene in virgin modesty she shines, 
100] And unobserved the glaring orb declines. 

QO! bless'd with temper, whose unclouded ray 
Can make to-morrow cheerful as to-day ; 
She who can love a sister’s charms, or hear 
Sighs for a daughter, with unwounded ear ; 
She who ne'er answers til] a husband cools; 
Or, if she rules hiin, never shows she rules; 
Charms by accepting, by submitting sways, 
Yet has her humour most when she obeys; 
Let fops or fortune fly which way they will, 
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200| Disdains all loss of tickets or cudille ; 


Spleen, vapours, or small-pox, above them all, 
And mistress of herself though china fall. 

And yet, believe me, good as well as ill, 

Woman's at best a contradiction still. 

Heaven when it strives to polish all it can, 

Its last best work, but forms a softer man; 
Picks from each sex, to make the favourite bless'd 
Your love of pleasure, our desire of rest ; 
Blends in exception to all general rules, 

210} Your taste of follies, with our scorn of fools ; 
Reserve with frankness, art with truth allied, 
Courage with softness, modesty wth pride ; 
Fix’d principles with fancy ever new; 

Shakes all together, and produces—vou. 

Be this a woman's fume; with this unbless‘d, 
Toasts live a scorn, and queens may die a jest. 
This Phoebus promised, (1 forget the year,) 
When those blue cyes first open’d on the sphere; 
Ascendant Phebus watch’d that hour with care, 

990] Averted half your parents’ simple prayer 
And gave you beauty, but denied the pelf 
That buys your sex a tyrant o'er itself. 

The generous god, who wit and gold refines, 

And ripens spirits as he ripens mines, 

Kept dross for duchesses, the world shall know it, 
To you gave sense, good-humour, and a poet. 
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ne 
What nature wants (a phrase I much distrust) 
Extends to luxury, extends to lust: 
Useful, I grant, it serves what life requires, 
But, dreadful too, the dark assassin hires. 
B. Trade it may help, society extend : 
ARGUMENT. Bat lures the pirate, and corrupts the friend 
. . It raises armies in a nation’s aid: 
Of the Use of Riches. . P. But bribes a senate, and the land 's betray'd 
That it is known to few, most falling into one of the|In vain may heroes fight and patriots rave, 
extremes, avarice or profusion, ver. 1, &c. The point) ]f secret gold sap on from knave to knave. 
discussed, whether the invention of money has been Once, we confess, beneath the patriot’s cloak, 
more commodious or pernicious to mankind, ver. 21 to From the crack’d bag the dropping guinea spoke, 


ΤΊ. That riches, cither to the avaricious or the pro- ere . 
digal, cannot afford happiness, scarcely necessarics, And jingling down the back stairs, told the crew, 


ver. ὃ to 160. That avarice is an absolute frenzy, ‘Old Cato is as great a rogue as you.’ 

without an end or purpose, ver. 113, &c. 152. Conjec-| Bless’d paper credit! last and best supply! 

tures about the motives of avaricious men, ver. 121 to, That lends corruption lighter wings to tly! 4 
133. That the conduct of men with respect to riches, | Gold, imp’d by thee, can compass hardest things, 
can only be accounted for by the order of Providence, Can pocket states, can fetch or carry kings: 
which works the general good out of extremes, and; 4 single leaf shall waft an army o’er, 

brings all to its great end by perpetual revolutions, Or ship off senates to some distant shore; 


ver. 161 to 178. How a miser acts upon principles ᾿ ap 
which appear to him reasonable, ver. 179. How a pro- A leaf like Sybil’s, scatter to and fro, 
digal does the same, ver. 199. The true medium, and| Our fates and fortunes, as the wind shall blow ; 


true use of riches, ver. 219. The man of Ross, ver.| Pregnant with thousands flits the scrap unseen, 

250. The fate of the profuse and the covetous, in two} And silent sells a king or buys a queen. 

examples; both micerable in life and in death, ver. 300,, Oh! that such bulky bribes as all might see, 

ἄς. The story of Sir Bulaam, ver. 339 to the end. Still, as of old, encumber’d villany ! g 

Could France or Rome divert our brave designs, 
This epistle was written after a very violent outcry| With all their brandies or with all their wines? 

against our author, on a supposition that he had ridi-| What could they more than knights and ‘squires co: 

culed a worthy nobleman, merely for his wrong taste. found, 

He justified himself upon that article in a letter to the| Or water all the quorum ten miles round? 

Earl of Burlington; at the end of which are these] A statcsman’s slumbers how this speech would spoi 

words : ‘I have learnt that there are some who would| ‘Sir, Spain has sent a thousand jars of oil; 

rather be wicked than ridiculous: and therefore it; Huge bales of British cloth blockade the door; 

may be safer to attack vices than follies. I will there-| A hundred oxen at your levee roar.’ 

fore leave my betters in the quiet possession of their| Poor avarice one torment more would find ; 

idols, their groves, and their high-places, and change} Nor could profusion squander all in kind. 

my subject from their pride to their meanness, from] Astride his cheese Sir Morgan might we meet, 

their vanities to their miseries; and as the only cer-| And Worldly crying coals from street to street, 

tain way to avoid misconstructions, to lessen offence,, Whom with a wig so wild and mien so mazed, 

and not to multiply ill-natured applications, 1 may| Pity mistakes for some poor tradesman crazed. 

probably in my next make use of real names instead | Had Colepepper’s whole wealth been hops and hog 

of fictitious ones.’ Could he himself have sent it to the dogs? 

Ilis grace will game: to White’s a bull be led, 

With spurning heels and with a butting head: 

To White's be carried, as to ancient games, 

Fair coursers, vases, and alluring dames. 

Shall then Uxorio, if the stakes he sweep, 

Bear home six whores, and make his lady weep ? 

Or soft Adonis, so perfumed and fine, 

Drive to St. James’s a whole herd of swine? 


EPISTLE III. 
TO ALLEN, LORD BATHURST. 


P. Wuo shall decide when doctors disagree, 
And soundest casuists doubt, like you and me? 
You hold the word, from Jove to Momus given, 
That man was made the standing jest of Heaven: 
And gold but sent to keep the fools in play, 

For some to heap, and some to throw away. 

But I, who think more highly of our kind, 

(And, surely, Heaven and I are of a mind,) O filthy check on all industrious skill, 
Opine, that nature, as in duty bound, To spoil the nation’s last great trade, quadrille! 
Deep hid the shining mischief under ground: 10] Since then, my lord, on such a world we fall, 
But when, by man’s audacious labour won, What say you? B. Say? Why, take it, gold and all. 
Flamed forth this rival to its sire the sun, P. What riches gives us, let us then inquire: 
Then careful Heaven supplied two sorts of men, Meat, fire, and clothes. B. What more? P. Mea 
To squander these, and those to hide again. clothes, and fire. ὃ 
Like doctors thus, when much dispute has pass'd, |Is this too little? would you more than live? 
We find our tenets just the same at last: Alas! "tis more than Turner finds they give. 
Both fairly owning riches, in effect, Alas! ‘tis more than (all his visions pass’d) 
No grace of Heaven, or token of the clect: Unhappy Wharton, waking, found at last! 
Given to the fool, the mad, the vain, the evil, What can they give? ‘To dying Hopkins heirs? 
To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the devil. 20|T’o Chartres vigour? Japhet nose and cars? 
B. What nature wants, commodious gold bestows: |Can they in gems bid pallid Hippia glow? 


‘Tis thus we cat the bread another sows. 
P. But how unequal it bestows, observe ; 
‘Tis thus we riot, while, who sow it, starve: 


In Fulvia’s buckle ease the throbs below ? 
Or heal, old Narses, thy obscener ail, 
With all the embroidery plaster'd at thy tail? a 
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They might (were Harpax not too wise to spend) 
Give Harpax’ self the blessing of a friend ; 

Or find some doctor that would save the life 

Of wretched Shylock, spite of Shylock’s wife. 
But thousands die, without or this or that, 

Die, and endow a college or a cat. 

To some, indeed, Heaven grants the happier fate, 
To enrich a bastard, or a son they hate. 

Perhaps you think the poor might have their part; 
Bond damns the poor, and hages them from his heart : 
The grave Sir Gilbert holds it for a rule, 10] 
That every man in want is knave or fool: 

God cannot love,’ says Blun., with tearless eyes, 
‘The wretch he starves’—and piously denies : 
But the good Bishop, with a meeker air, 

Admits, and leaves them, Providence’s care. 

Yet, to be just to these poor men of pelf, 

Each does but hate his neighbour as himself: 
Damn’d to the mines, an equal fate betides 
The slave that digs it, and the slave that hides. 

B. Who suffer thus, mere charity should own, 
Must act on motives powerful, though unknown. 

P. Some war, some plague, or famine, they foresee, 
Some revelation hid from you and me. 

Why Shylock wants a meal, the cause is found; 
He thinks a loaf will rise to fifty pound. 

What made directors cheat in South-sea year ? 
To live on venison when it sold so dear. 

Ask you why Phryne the whole auction buys? 
Phryne foresees a general excise. 

Why she and Sappho raise that monstrous sum ? 
Alas! they think a man will cost a plum. 

Wise Peter sees the world’s respect for gold, 
And therefore hopes this nation may be sold: 
Glorious Ambition! Peter, swell thy store, 

And be what Rome's great Didins was before. 

The crown of Poland, venal twice an age, 

To just three millions stinted modest Gage. 

But nobler scenes Maria's dreams unfold, 
Hereditary realms, and worlds of gold. 

Congenial souls ; whose life one avarice joins, 
And one fate buries in the Asturian mines. . 

Much-injured Blunt! why bears he Britain’s hate 7 
A wizard told him in these words our fate : 

“At length corruption, like a general flood 
(So long by watchful ministers withstood,) 

Shall deluge all; and avarice creeping on, 
Spread like a low-born mist, and blot the sun ; 
Statesman and patriot ply alike the stocks, 
Peeress and butler share alike the box, 

And judges job, and bishops bite the town, 

And mighty dukes pack cards for half-a-crown. 
See Britain sunk in lucre’s sordid charms, 
And France revenged of Anne's and Edward's arms "" 

Twas no court-badge, great scrivener: fired thy brain, 
‘Yor lordly luxury, nor city gain: 

No, "twas thy righteous end, ashamed to see 
"hates degenerate, patriots disagree, 
And nobly wishing party-rage to cease, 
To by both sides, and give thy country peace. 150 
. ‘All this is madness,’ cries a sober sage: 
ut who, my friend, has reason in his rage ? 
5 tuling passion, be it what it will, 

l@ ruling passion, conquers reason still.’ 

#33 mad the wildest whimsey we can frame, 

2N ¢v'n that passion, if it has no aun: 
Of though such motives folly you may call, 
8 fully’s greater to have none at all. 
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Hear then the trath: 'Tis 1Teaven each passion sends, 
And different men directs to diferent ends. 160 
Extremes in nature equal good produce, 

Fixtremes in man concur to general use. 

Ask we what makes one keep, and one bestow? 
That Power who bids the ocean ebb and flow ; 
Bids seed-time, harvest, equal course maintain, 
Through reconciled extremes of drought and rain: 
Builds lite on death, on change duration founds, 
And gives the eternal wheels to know their rounds. 

Riches, like insects, when conceal'd they lie, 
Wait but for wings, and in their season fly. 

Who sees pale Mammon pine amidst his store, 
Sees but a backward steward for the poor; 

This year a reservoir to keep and spare, 

The next a fountain, spouting through his heir, 

In Javish streams to quench a country’s thirst, 
And men and dogs shall drink him ull they burst, 

Old Cotta shamed his fortune and hig birth, 
Yet was not Cotta void ef wit or worth: 

What thouch, ‘the use of barbarous spits forgot,) 
His kitchen vied in coolness with his grot? 
His court with nettles, moats with cresses stored, 
With soups unbought and salads bless'd his board ? 
If Cotta lived on pulse, it was no more 
Than Braming, saints, and sages did before : 
To cram the rich was prodigal etpense, 
And who would take the poor froin Providence ? 
Like some Jone Chartrenx stands the good old hall, 
Silence without, and fasts within the wall; 
No rafter’d roofs with dance and tabeur sound, 
No noontidé bell invites the country round : 
Tenants with sighs the smokeless towers survey, 
And turn their unwilling steeds another way : 
Benighted wanderers, the forest o'er, 
Curse the saved candle and unonening door ; 
While the gaunt mastiff, growling at the gate, 
Affrights the beggar whom he longs to eat. 

Not so his son: he mark’d this oversight, 
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130] And then mistook reverse of wrong for right: 


(For what to shun, will no great knowledge need ; 

But what to follow, is a task indeed.) 200 

Yet sure, of qualities deserving praise, 

More go to ruin fortunes, than to raise. 

What slaughter’d heeatombs, what floods of wine 

Fill the capacious ’squire, and deep divine! 

Yet no mean motive this profusion draws, 

Ilia oxen perish in his country’s cause ; 

’Tis George and liberty that crowns the cup, 

And. zeal for that great house which eats him up. 

The woods recede around the naked seat, 

The Sylvans groan—no matter—for the fleet. 210 

Next goes his wool—to clothe our valiant bands : 

Last, for his country’s love, he sells his lands. 

To town he comes, completes the nation’s hope, 

And heads the bold train-bandg, and burns a pope ; 

And shall not Britain now reward his toils, 

Britain, that pays her patriots with her spoils ? 

In vain at court the bankrupt pleads his cause ; 

Vis thankless country leaves him to her laws. 
The sense to value riches, with the art 

To enjoy them, and the virtue to impart, 

Not meanly, nor ambitiously pursued, 

Not sunk by sloth, nor raised by servitude ; 

To balance fortune by a just expense, 

Join with wconomy, magnificence ; 

With splendour charity, with plenty health ; 

O teach us, Bathurst! yet unspoil’d by wealth! 
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That secret rare, between the extremes to move 
Of mad good-nature, and of mean self-love. 


Shouldering God's altar a vile image stands, 
Belies his features, nay, extends his hands; 


B. To worth or want well-weigh’d, be bounty given, | ‘That live-long wig, which Gorgon’s self might own, 


And ease or emulate the care of Heaven ; 
<Whose measure full o’erflows on human race ;) 
Mend fortune's fault, and justify her grace. 
Wealth in the gross is death, but life, diffused ; 
As poison heals in just proportion used, 

In heaps, like ambergris, a stink it lies, 

But well dispersed, is incense to the skies 

P. Who starves by nobles, or with nobles eats ? 

The wretch that trusts them, and the rogue that 
cheats. 

Js there a lord, who knows a cheerful noon 

Without a fiddler, flatterer, or buffoon 7 

Whose table, wit or modest merit share, 

Unelbow'd by a gamester, pimp, or player ? 

Who copies yours or Oxford's better part, 

To ease the oppress ἃ and raise the sinking heart ? 

Where’er he shines, O Fortune, gild the scene, 

And angels guard him in the golden mean! 

There, English bounty yet awhile may stand, 

And honour linger ere it leaves the land. 

But all our praises why should lords engrose? 
Rise, honest muse ! and sing the Max or Ross : 250 
Pleased Vaga echoes through her winding bounds, 
And rapid Severn hoarse applause resonnds. 

Who hung with woods yon mountain's sultry brow ? 
From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ? 

Not to the skies in useless columns tosa‘d, 

Or in proud falls magnificently lost, 

But clear and artless pouring through the plain, 
Health to the sick, and solace to the swain, 

Whose causeway parts the vale with shady rows ? 
Whose seats the weary traveller repose ? 260 
Who taught that heaven-directed spire to rise? 
*The Man of Ross,’ each lisping babe replies. 
Behold the market-place with poor o’erspread ! 

The Man of Ross divides the weekly bread : 

He feeds yon alms-house, neat, but void of state, 
Where age and want sit smiling at the gate: 

Him portion'd maids, apprenticed orphans bless’d, 
The young who labour, and the old who rest. 

Is any sick? the Man of Ross relieves, 

Prescribes, attends, the medicine makes and gives. 
Is there a variance 7 enter but his door, 271 
Balk’d are the courts, and contest is no more. 
Despairing quacks with curses ficd the place, 

And vile attorneys, now a uscless race. 

B. Thrice happy man! enabled to pursue 
What all so wish, but want the power to do! 

Say, O what sums that generous hand supply ; 
What mines to swell that boundless charity ? 

P. Of debts and taxes, wife and children clear, 
This inan possess'd—five hundred pounds a year. 
Blush, grandeur, blush! proud courts, withdraw your 

blaze ! ° 281 
Ye little stars! hide your diminish’d rays. 

B And what! no monument, inscription, stone ? 

His race, his form, his name almost unknown 7? 


P. Who builds a church to God, and not to fame, | 


Will never mark the marble with his name : 
Go, search it there, where to be born and die, 
Of rich and poor makes all the history ; 
Enough that virtue fill’d the space between, 
Proved by the ends of being to have been. 
When Hopkins dies, a thousand lights attend 
The wretch who, living, saved a cundle’s end; 
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230 , Fternal buckle takes in Parian stone. 


Behold what blessings wealth to life can lend! 

And see what comfort it affords our end. 

In the worst inn’s worst room, with mat half bung, 
The floors of plaster, and the walls of dung, 30 
On once a flock-bed, but repair'd with straw, 
With tape-tied curtains, never meant to draw, 
The George and Garter dangling from that bed, 
Where tawdry yellow strove with dirty red, 
Great Villiers lies—alas! how chang’d from him, 
That life of Pleasure, and that soul of whim! 
Gallant and gay, in Cliveden’s proud alcove, 
The bower of wanton Shrewsbury and love; 

Or just as gay at council, in a ring 

Of mimie statesmen, and their merry king; 

No wit to flatter, left of all his store; 

No fool to laugh at, which he valu'd more; 
There, victor of his health, of fortune, friends, 
And fame, this lord of useless thousands ends! 

His Grace's fate sage Cutler could foresee, 
And well ‘he thought) advis'd him, ‘ Live like me, 
As well his Grace replied, ‘ Like you, sir Jobn? 
That I can do, when all | have is gone.’ 
Resolve me, reason, which of these is worse, 
Want with a full or with an empty purse? 

Thy life more wretched, Cutler! was confess’d 
Arise, and tell me, was thy death more blew'd? 
Cutler saw tenants break and houses fall ; 

For very want he could not build a wall. 

His only daughter in a stranger's power, 

For very want, he could not pay a dower ; 

A few gray hairs his reverend temples crown'd; 
’T was very want that sold them for two pound. 
What! e'en denied a cordial at his end, 
Banish’d the doctor, and expell'd the friend ? 
What but a want, which you perhaps think mad, 
Yet numbers feel the want of what he had! 
Cutler and Brutus dying, both exclaim, 
‘Virtue! and wealth! what are ye but a name! 

Say, for such worth are other worlds prepared? 
Or are they both, in this, their own reward ? 

A knotty point to which we now proceed, 
But you are tired—I’ll tell a tale—B. Agreed. 

P. Where London's column, pointing at the skies 
Like a tall bully, lifts the head and 1168, 

There dwelt a citizen of sober fame, 

A plain good man, and Balaam was his name ; 
Religious, punctual, frugal, and so forth: 

His word would pags for more than he was worth 
One solid dish his week-day meal affords, 

‘An added pudding solemnized the Lord's: 
Constant at church and ‘change; his gains were sure: 
His givings rare, save farthings to the poor. 

The Devil was piqued such saintship to behold, 
And long’'d to tempt him, like good Job of old; 30 
But Satan now is wiser than of yore, . 
And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 

Roused by the prince of air, the whirlwinds sweep 
The surge, and plunge his father in the deep; 
Then full against his Cornish Jands they roar, 
Andtworich shipwrecks bless the lucky shore. 

Sir Balaam now,-he lives like other folks, 

Ie takes his chirping pint, and cracks his jokes: 
* Live ike yourself,’ was soon my lady's word; 


And, lo! two pudd:ngs smoked upon the board. 360 
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gether parts incoherent, or too minutely resembling, 
or in the repetition of the eame too frequently, ver. 
105, &e. A word or two of false taste in books, 
music, in painting, even in preaching and prayer, and 
lastly in entertainments, ver 133, &c. Yet Providence 
ia justified in giving wealth to be equandecred in this 
manner, since it is dixpersed to the poor and laborious 
part of mankind, ver. 169 [recurring to what is laid 
down in the first book, Ep. ii and in the Epistle pre- 
ceding this, ver. 159, &c.] What are the proper objects 
of magnificence, and a proper field for the exp'nac of 
great men, ver. 177, &c. And finally the great and 
public works which become a prince, ver. 191, to the 
end. 


! as an Indian lay, 

ole a gem away: 

e knight; the knight had wit, 
d, and the rogue was bit. 

but thus he eased his thought, 
nce where | gave a groat ; 

: to church, I'l] now go twice— 
o of all other vice.’ 

his time: the work he plied ; 
‘tions pour on every side, 370 
nakes his full descent 

»wer of cent per cent, 

lim, and possesses whole, 

, and secures his soul. 

m, now a man of spirit, 

3 to his parts and merit; 

a blessing, now was wit, 


The extremes of avarice and profusion being treat- 
ed of in the foregoing Epistle, this takes up one par- 
ticular branch of the latter, the vanity of expense in 
ovidence, a lucky hit. people of wealth and quality; and is, therefore, a 
r tides, as our manners turn: corollary to the preceding, just as the Epistle on the 
5 employed the Sunday morn: 330] Characters of Women is to that of the Knowledge 
“twas such a busy life,) and Characters of Men. It is equally remarkable for 
mily and wife. exactness of method with the rest. But the nature 
ordain’d) ome Christmas tide, of the subject, which is less philosophical, makes it 
ratch’d a cold, and died. capable of being analysed in a much narrower com 
lity admires our knight; pass. 
tcourt, and grows polite; 

1, and joins (to please the fair) 
colds in St. James's air: 

gay commission buys, 

«, fights, andinadueldies: 390 
5 ἃ Viscount's tawdry wife; 

t and p—x for life. 

he a seut obtains, 

sioner St. Stephen gains. 

1y: so bad her chance, 

takes a bribe from France; 


’T18 strange, the miser should his cares employ 
To gain those riches he can ne’er enjoy: 
Is it Ices strange, the prodigal should waste 
His wealth, to purchase what he ne’er can taste ? 
Not for himself he sces, or hears, or eats ; 
Artists must choose his pictures, music, meats : 
He buys for Topham drawings and designs ; 
For Pembroké statues, dirty gods, and coins ; 
Rare monkish manuscripts for Hearne alone ; 
And books for Mead, and butterflies for Sloane: 10 
him, Coningsby harangues ; Think we all these are for himself? no more 
him, and sir I Salaam hangs: Than his fine wife, alas! or finer whore. 
ghter, Suta n! are thy own; For what has Virro painted, built, and planted 7 
rely forfeit to the crown: 400 Only to show how many tastes he wanted. 
king divide the p eu What brought sir Visto’s ill-got wealth to waste ? 
1 curses God, and dies. Some demon whisper'd ‘ Visto! have a taste.’ 
Heaven visits with a taste the wealthy fool, 
And necds no rod but Ripley with a rule 
See! sportive fate, to punish awkward pride, 
Bids Bubo build, and sends him such a guide: 20 
A standing sermon at each year’s expense, 


EPISTLE IV. 
2D BOYLE, EARL OF 


URLINGTON. That never coxcomb reach'd magnificence. 
You show us Rome was glorious, not profuse, 
ARGUMENT. And pompous buildings once were things of use ; 


" Yet shall, my lord, your just, your noble rules 

the Use of Riches. Fill half the land with imitating fools ; 

ise in people of wealth and quality.| Whose random drawings from your sheets shall take, 
word Taste, ver. 13, That the firat And of one beauty, many blunders make ; 

mlation in this, as in every thing/] oad some vain church with old theatric state, 

ver. 40. The chief proof of it is to Turn arcs of Triumph to a garden gate; 30 
ven in works of mere luxury and dh them all 

ced in architecture and gardening, Reverse your ornaments, an ang em 

- adapted to the genius and use of ΟΠ some patch’d dog-hole eked with ends of wall; 
heauties not forced into it, but re-|Then clap four slices of pilaster on 't, 

cr. 0. How men are disappointed | That laced with bits of rustic makes a front; 

wensive undertakings, for want of |Shall call the winds through long arcades to roar, 
om, without which nothing can please | Proud to catch cold at a Venetian door: 

d the best examples and rules will be Conscious they act a true Palladian part, 

Bee ine burthemwome and ridi- And if they starve, they starve by rules of art. 

). description of the false taste . 

the first grand error of which is, to Oft have you hinted to your brother peer, 

ποκα consists in the ize anddimen.| A certain truth which many buy too dear; 40 
the proportion and harmony of the|Something there is more needful than expense, 
nd the second cither in joining to-| And something previous e’en to ta_te—'tis sense; 


Q 
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Good sense, which only is the gift of Heaven, Io, what huge heaps of littleness around ! 

A:d, though no science, fairly worth the seven; The whole a labour’d quarry above ground. I” 

A lokt which in yourself you must perceive ; | Two Cupids squirt before ; a lake behind 

Jones and Le Notre have it not to give. ‘Improves the keenness of the northern wind. 
Tu build, to plant, whatever you intend, Is gardens next your admiration call, 

To rear the column, or the arch to bend, ‘On every side you look. behold the wall! 

To swell the terrice, or to sink the grot, ‘No pleasing intricacies in:ervene, | 

In all, let Nature never Le forgot: 50 No artful wildness to perpins the scene: 

But treat the goddess hike a modest fair, ‘Grove nods at grave, cach ailey has a brother, 

Nor over-dresa, nor leave her wholly bare ; iAnd half the platform just retlects the other. 

Let not each beanty every where be spied, |The suffering eve inverted nature sees, 

Where half the skill is decently to hide. Trees cut to statues, statues thick as trees; 19 

He gains all points, who pleisinziy confounds, : With here a fountain never to be play'd, 

Surprises, varies, and conceals the bounds, | And there a simmer-house that knows no shade, 
Consult the genius of the place in all: Here Amphitrite sails through myrile bowers; 

That tells the waters or to rive or fall; There gladiators fight, or die in flowers ; 

Or helps the ambitions hill the heavens to scale, Unwater'd ser the drooping sea-horse moum, 

Or scoops in circling theatres the vale ; 60 And swallows roost in Nilus’ dusty urn. 

Calls in the country, catches opening glades, | My lord advances with majestic mien, 

Joins willing woods, and varies shades from shades; Smit with the mighty pieasure to be seen: 

Now breaks, or now directs, the intending lines, . But soft—by regular approach—not yet— 

Prints as you paint, and as you work designs. ‘First through tle length of yon hot terrace sweat! 13) 
Sull follow sense, of every art the soul : And when up ten steep slopes you ’ve dragged you 

Parts answering parts shall slide into a whole, thighs, 

Spontansous beauties all around advance, Just at his study door he'll bless your eyes. 

Start een from difficulty, strike from chance : His study! with what authors is it stored? 

Nature shall join you; time shall make it grow 'In books, not authors, curious is my lord; 

A work to wonder at—perhaps a Stow. 70 To all their dated backs he turns yon round; 
Without it, proud Versailles! thy glory falls ; | These Aldus printed, those Da Sue] has bound! 

And Nero's terraces desert their walls ; Lo, some are vellum, and the rest as good, 


The vast parterres a thousand hands shall make, - |For all his lordship knows, but they are wood! 
Lo! Cobham comes, and floats them with a lake: ‘For Locke or Mitton, ‘tis in vain to look: 


Or cuts wide views through mountains to the plain, (These shelves adm‘t not any modern book. 120 
You ‘ll wish your hill or shelter’d seat again. And now the chapel’s silver bell you hear, 
E’en in an ornament its place remark, That summons you to all the pride of prayer: 
Nor in a hermitage set Dr. Clarke. 'Light quirks of music, broken and uneven, 
Behold Villario’s ten years’ toil complete, ‘Make the soul dance upon a jig to heaven. 
His quincunx darkens, his espaliers meet ; 80 On painted ceilings you devoutly stare, 
The wood supports the plain, the parts unite, [Where sprawl the saints of Verrio or Laguerte, 
Andstrength of shade contends with strength of Or gilded clouds in fair expansion lie, 
light; And bring all Paradise before your eye. 

A waving gloom the bloomy beds display, To rest, the cushion and soft dean invite, 
Blushing in bright diversities of day, Who never mentions heJl to eare polite. 15 
With silver-quivering rills meander’d o’er— But, hark! the chiming clocks to dinner call; 
Enjoy them, you! Villario can no more : A hundred footsteps scrape the marble hall: 
Tired of the scene parterres and fountains yield, The rich buffet well-colour'd serpents grace, 
He tinds at last he better Jikes a field. And gaping Tritons spew to wash your face. 

Through his young woods how pleased Sabinus|Is this a dinner? this a genial room? 

stray d, No, ’tis a temple, and a hecatomb. 

Or sat deligtted in the thickening shade, 90/.A solemn sacrifice perform'd in state: 
With annual joy the reddening shoots to greet, You drink by mesure, and to minutes eat. 
Or see the stretching branches long to mect ! So quick requires cach flying course, you ‘d 
I's son's fine taste an opener vista loves, ewear 
Foe to the Dryads of his father’s groves ! Sancho’s dead doctor and his wand were there. 18) 
One boundless green, or flourish’d carpet views, Between each act the trembling salvers ring, 
With all the mournful family of yews : From soup to sweet wine, and God bless the king. 
The thriving plants ignoble broomsticks made, In plenty starving, tantalized in state, 
Now sweep those al'cys they were born to shade. {| And complaisantly help'd to all I hate, 

At Timon's villa let us pass a day, 99 Treated, caress’d, and tired, ] tuhe my leave, 
Where all cries out, ‘ What sums are thrown away !|Sick of his civil pride from morn to eve; 
So prond, eo grand ; of that stupendous air, I curse such lavish cost and little skill, 
Soft and egrerable come never there. And swear no day was ever pass'd 80 ill. 
Greatness, with Timon, dwells in such a drought Yet hence the poor are clothed, the hungry fed: 
As brines all Brobdignag hefore your thought Hea'th to himself, and to his infants bread, 
To compass this, ns budding is a town, The labourer beara: what his hard heart denies 

ete pond anocesn, his purterre a down: His charitable vanity supplies. - 

Who bat must langh, the master when he sees, _ Another age shall see the golden ear 


A pupy insect, slivering ata breeze ! Imbrown the slope, and nod on the parterre 
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ests bury all his pride has plann’d, Fanes, which admiring gods with pride survey ; 

ing Ceres re-assume the land. ‘| Statues of men, scarce less alive than they ! 10 
ἘΠ shall grace, or who improve the soil? j|Some felt the silent stroke of mouldering age, 

s like Bathurst, or who builds like Boyle. | Some hostile fury, some religious rage : 


one that sanctifies expense, Barbarian blindness, Christian zeal conspire, 

dour borrows all her rays from sense. 180] And papal piety, and Gothic fire. 

ΒΓΒ acres who enjoys in peace, Perhaps by its own ruins saved from flame, 

ns neighbours glad if he increase : Some buried marble half preserves a name; 

rerful tenants bless their yearly toil, That name the learn’d with fierce dispute pursue, 

r lord owe more than to the soil ; And give to ‘Titus old Vespasian’s due. 

ple lawns are not ashamed to feed Ambition sigh’d ; she found in vain to trust 

heiter and deserving steed ; The faithless column and the crumbling bust ; 20 
ng forests, not for pride or show, Huge moles, whose shadow stretch’d from shore to 
buiidings, future navies, grow : shore, 

ntations stretch from down to down, Their ruins perish'd, and their place no more! 

>a country, and then raise a town. 190} Convinced, she now contracts her vast design, 

, proceed! make falling arts your care, {And all her triumphs shrink into a coin. 

wonders, and the old repair; . A narrow orb each crowded conquest keeps, 
Palladio to themselves restore, Beneath her palm here sad Judea weeps, 

1ate’er Vitruvius was before : Now scantier limits the proud arch confine, 

all forth the idea of your mind, And scarce are seen the prostrate Nile or Rhine, 
iccomplish what such hands design’d;) [4 smal] Euphrates through the piece is roll'd, 

rs open, public ways extend, And little eagles waye their wings in gold. 30 
5 worthier of the God ascend ; The medal faithful to its charge of fame, 

iad arch the dangerous flood contain, Through climes and ages bears each form and name. 
projected break the roaring main ; 200] In one short view subjected to our eye, 

s bounds their subject sea command, Gods, emperors, heroes, sages, beauties, lie. 

vedient rivers through the land: With sharpen’d sight pale antiquaries pore, 

ours peace to happy Britain brings ; The inscription value, but the rust adore. 

imperial works, and worthy kings. This the blue varnish, that the green endears. 


The sacred rust of twice ten hundred years ! 
To gain Pescennius one employs his schemes, 
One grasps a Cecrops in ecstatic dreams. 40 
Poor Vadius, long with learned spleen devour’d, 
EPISTLE V. Can taste no pleasure since his shicld was scour'd ; 
And Curio, restless by his fair one’s side. 
TO MR. ADDISON. Sighs for an Otho, and neglects his bride. 
Theirs is the vanity, the learning thine: 
isioned by his Dialogues on Medals. Touch’d by thy hand, again Rome’s glories shine ; 
Her gods and godlike heroes rise to view, 
And all her faded garlands bloom anew. 
3 originally written in the year 1715, when| Nor blush these studies thy regard engage: 
in intended to publish his book of medals;| These pleased the fathers of poetic rage : 50 
e time before he was secretary of state ;|The verse and sculpture bore an equal part, 
iblished till Mr. Tickell’s edition of his And art reflected images to art. 
which time his verses on Mr. Craggs,| Oh, when’shall Britain, conscious of her claim, 
‘Jude the poem, were added, viz. in 1720, {Stand emulous of Greek and Roman fame? 
hird Epistle treated of the extremes of ἴῃ living medals see her wars enroll’d, 
| profusion ; and the fourth took up one And vanquish’d realms supply recording gold 7 
ranch of the latter, namely, the vanity of | Here, rising bold, the patriot’s honest face ; 
people of wealth and quality, and was] There, warriors frowning in historic brass: 
corollary to the third; so this treats of | Then future ages with delight shall see 
stance of that vanity, as it appears in the| How Plato’s, Bacon’s, Newton's looks agree; 60 
ollectors of old coin; and is, therefore, a Or in fair series Jaurell’d bards be shown, 
» the fourth. A Virgil there, and here an Addison. 
Then shall thy Craggs (and let me cal him mine) 
On the cast ore, another Pollio, shine ; 


wild waste of all-devouring years! With aspect open shall erect his head, 

> her own sad sepulchre appears! And round the orb in lasting notes be read,— 

ng arches, broken temples spread ! * Statesman, yet friend totruth! of soul sincere, 
mnbs now vanish'd like their dead! In action faithful, and in honour clear; 

omnders raised on nations spoil'd, Who broke no promise, served no private end, 

d with slaves the groaning martyr toil’d> | Who gain’d no title, and who lost no friend : 70 
"es, that now unpeopled woods, Ennobled by himself, by all approved, 


da distant country of her floods: And praised, unenvied, by the muse he loved.’ 
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THE PROLOGUE Τὸ THE SATIRES. 
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Ts Ce fot Pahuctiss «f tus Epoetic. 


Tue pape ne a erie it 4571... ΣᾺ maser 
5176 0.1.9. ant ΣΈ on vr buatries δὲ τὸν τεσ, 
(ieee, οὶ, Jbatactterite fet ΤΣ ἢ 
tr .8 peers we rene of rane ans σὶιτ the 
ἃ. .""» re Verena ty Sem or stater ΤῊ race ἀρ: οἱ τὰ 
Eye ts a deter εἴ Dnvinrs frre: a Ninecuen at 
Hacsgtea Co. bs atlacg im a tery erivacccanary 
Gave e nt ἐν ΟΕ[ΕΡ ἘΠΤΙτε σε oe ὃν ΕἿΣ pies. 
the 1 1214 } γε Vitae wera torte ani fanny: 
Wier) te Upemw Wie EBA LS 10 τι trace int roa- 
ἴ, tay be fen, teate. Be uz cit, ἱστ ππεε τὸς 
κι περ δ, ρῶν ὦ en ΤΣ, τὸ fant πὶ one fan- 
tts wt ἐλ μ τι Κ͵Ἱ ἈΓ: ἃ taex. 1, agbtst the 
Ore t Waste ot ie bast hadi this ρας. [fee 
μαι’ χὴν thing τ ΠΣ st wil be: tat bs πὶ: ἢ fam 
Pee. Creek δε pease. te ie ΤΆ aos th we nitiment: 
andifany thing Serene. it Wil be ἐτοῖν τῷ these Dam 
Braet worry τ ΟἿΑ the wicseis or Ue ungenercus 
Sfany vill καίειν thu van picturs in at. tere being 
BO were μα: bit whataetrese: but E have. for 
tre mt pert. spaced their nares; and they may 
owing beste Ja ight at. if ther pleaw. 

Two abl Save eames of them to kaw. it wasowing to tbe 
request ¢7 the karped and canbe frien i to whem it is 
5“ Γι ἢ (hat Pisake not 8» free ue: ef theareas they 
have done of taine. However. ἢ shall have th:a advan- 
tace and μα on my side. that whereas, by th-ir 
[ttosssling, any abuse: may be directed! at any man. no 


᾽πὶ 
oa 


POPES POETICAL WORKS 


A πὰ, παι: ete: was ΓΕ sped: 
Wifes στ το; 5 reas. Set ren? me ἀκ. 
Sema τῷ τᾶς ὑπτ, ἶσα bow wreeoed 1! 
We 2.25 » set τὴν wi not Le: 
Τυΐν τος were wit of τ λέτε acd of grace; 
Asc oe rave. ere is al power of face. 
Ist πιΞ suc css | rent 
ὟΣ τῶι τισι 11:15 achirg head: 
Asei Grup af 2st. wt. τὶ Le ear, 
Tis sivizg coin .* Hert Sour poece nine year 
‘Nise years crt fe, aie, bigs i Drury-iane, 
Lt s tev eof retin ter. Le oeoken pice, 
Ri.vares ere ἢ wines acigcats Sefore term ends, 
ΟΕ σοὶ ty Linzer api τὸ presi of Irieids: 
* Tre pa tee ἕξ oo ncarmeg: why take 2; 
Vm τι. ¢.tess.ct: writ yo. d dave it mike’ 
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Ϊ war: a rites: ask om fora place.’ 
P.sholeos Lt me— ot here 5 a letter 
Informs ves. sir, “Iwas wien be knew po bevter. 
Dare yer: σεῖς bm Carii insies to ἀπ ἢ 
He's) wre t jocral, or μοί tum divine. 
B.ess me! a τάσκος--- T:s a stranger sucs 
A Virg a trazccy, as orpian mse.’ 
If 1 dslke .". “ Fires, death, and rage "ἢ 
If approve, *Commend it to the stage.’ 
:There thanx my stars ms whole commission ends, 
‘The players and [ ar, t-caly, no friends. 
Fired that the Louse reec: him, ‘’Sdeath! Fil prim & 
And shims the fuc!s—verr srterest, sir, with Lintet’ 
* Lantot, dul rozie! wal think your price too mech: 
‘Not, sir, if you revise it, and retouch.’ 


Mat cond 


injury can possibly te: done by mine; since a nameless! All my dem irs bet double hus attacks: 
character can never be found out but by its truth and, At last he wiispers, * Uo: and we go snacks. 
Lkeness. Glad of a quarrel, straight I clap the door, 

* Sir, let me see your works and vou no more 

P. ‘Sac, »hut the door, good Juhn,’ fatigned, Isaid,|_ “Tis sung, when Midas’ ears began to spring 
‘Tie up the knocker, say I'm sick, I'm dead.’ ‘Midas, a sacred person and a king,) 

The dog-star rages! nay, ‘tis past a doubt, His very minister, who spied them first, 

All Bedlam, or Parnassus, is let out : (Some say his qucen,, was forced to speak, οἵ 
Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, burst. 

They rave, recite, and madden round the Jand. And is not mine, my friend, a sorer case, 

What walls can guard me, or what shades can hide ?| When every coxcomb perks them in my face? 
They pierce my thickets, through my grot they glide;| A. Good friend, forbear! you deal in dangerous 
By land, Ly water, they renew the charge; things, 

They stop the chariot, and they board the barge. I'd never name queens, ministers, or kings ; 

No place is sacred, not the church is free, Keep close to ears, and those let asses prick, 
F’en Sunday shines no sabbath-day to me; ’Tis nothing—P. Nothing? if they bite and kick? 
Then from the Mint walks forth the man of rhyme, | Out with it, Dunciad ! Jet the secret pass, 

IJappy to catch me !—just at dinner time. That secret to each fool, that he’s an ass: 

Is there a parson, much bemused in beer, The truth once told ‘and wherefore should we lie?) 
A maudlin poetess, a rhyming peer, The queen of Midas slept, and so may I. 

A clerk foredoom’'d his father’s soul to cross, You think this cruel : take it for a rule, 

Who pens a stanza when he should engross ; No creature smarts so little as a fool. 

Is there who, lock’d from ink and paper, scrawls Let peals of laughter, Codrus! round thee break, 
With desperate charcoal round his darken’d walls; {Thou unconcern’d canst hear the mighty crack: 
All tly to Twit’nam, and in humble strain Pit, box, and gallery, in convulsions hurl'd, 

Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. Thou atand’st unshook amidet a bursting work. 
Arthur, whose giddy son neglects the laws, Who shaines accribbler ? Break one cobweb through. 
Imputes to me and my damn’d works the cause: He spins the slight, self-pleasing thread anew: 
Poor Cornus sees his frantic wife elope, Destroy his fib or sophistry, in vain, 

And curses wit, and poetry, and Pope. The creature's at his dirty work again, 

Friend to my life! (which did not you prolong Throned on the centure of his thin designs, 
The world had wanted many an idle song) Proud of a vast extent of flimsy lines: 

What drop or nostrum can this plague remove? Whom have 1 hurt 7 has poct yet, or peer, 
Or which must end me, a fool’s wrath or love ? Lost the arch'd eyebrow, or Varnassian sneer? 


PROLOGUE TO THE SATIRES. 


1% 


Colly still his lord and whore ? 
Henly 7 his free-masons Moore? 
table Bavius still admit ? 

ishop Phillips seem a wit ? 


Each wight, who reads not, and but scans and spells 
Each word-catcher, that lives on syllables, 

ἘΞ δὴ such small critics some regard may claim, 
Preserved in Milton's or in Shakspeare’s name 


—A. Hold; for God’s sake—you'll offend, | Pretty ! in amber to observe the forms 


xe calm—learn prudence of a friend : 
rrite, and I am twice as tall ; 


these—P. One flatterer’s worse than all. 


‘eatures, if the learn’d are right, 
'r kills, and not the bite. 

angry is quite innocent : 

times worse when they repent. 
ites in high heroic prose, 

beyond a hundred foes: 

Grub street will my fame defend, 
vusive, calls himself my friend. 

y letters, that expects a bribe, 

yar aloud ‘ Subscribe, subscribe!’ 
who to my person pay their court: 
Horace, and, though lean, am short. 
‘at son one shoulder had too high, 
rose, and, ‘Sir! you have an eye—.’ 
ag creatures, make me see 

aced my betters met in me. 

omfort, languishing in bed, 

ota] Maro held his head ;’ 

lie, be sure you let me know 

died three thousand years ago. 
write ? what sin to me unknown, 
ink—my parents’ or my own? 

i, nor yet a fool to fame, 

nbers, for the numbers came ; 

ag for this idle trade, 

2, no father disobey’d : 


; served to ease some friend, not wife, 


hrough this long disease, my life; 
.rbuthnot! thy art and care, 

» being you preserved to bear. 

en publish ? Granville the polite, 


Walsh, would tell me I could write; 


Garth inflamed with early praise, 

e loved, and Swifl endured, my lays; 
Talbot, Somers, Sheffield read, 
tochester would nod the head, 

’s self (great Dryden’s friend before) 
ms received one poet more. 

idies, when by these approved ! 
author, when by these beloved ! 


16 world will judge of men and books, 


Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks. 
ny numbers : who could take offence 
escription held the place of sense? 
anny’s was my flowery theme, 
stress, or a purling stream.’ 
aildon draw his venal quill; 
nan a dinner, and sat still: 

Dennis rave in furious fret; 

‘rd; I was not in debt; 

ked, or madness made them print, 
ar with Bedlam or the Mint. 

10re sober critic come abroad 2 

uled ; if right, I kise’d the rod: 

, Study, are their just pretence, 

vant is spirit, taste, and sense. 
points they set exactly right, 

sin to rob them of their mite. 

sprig of laurel graced these ribalds, 
; Bently down to piddling Tibbalds : 


Of hairs, or straws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms ! 
The things we know are neither rich nor rare, 
But wonder how the devil they got there. 
Were others angry? I excused them too; 
Well might they rage : I gave them but their due 
A man’s true merit ‘tis not hard to find ; 
But each man’s secret standard in his mind, 
That casting-weight pride adds to emptiness, 
This, who can gratify ? for who can guess ? 
The bard whom pilfer'd pastorals renown, 
Who tums a Persian tale for half a crown; 
Just writes to make his barrenness appear, 
And strains from hard-bound brains eight lines a year. 
He who, still wanting, though he lives on theft, 
Steal# much, spends little, yet has nothing left: 
And he, who, now to sense, now nonsense leaning, 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning ; 
And he, whose fustian’s so sublimely bad, 
It is not poetry, but prose run mad : 
All these my modest satire bade translate, 
And own’d that nine such poets made a Tate. 
How did they fume, and stamp, and roar, and chafe, 
And swear not Addison himself was safe. 
Peace to all such! but were there one whose fires 
True genius kindles, and fair fame inspires ; 
Bless’d with each talent and each art to please, 
And born to write, converse, and live with ease; 
Should such a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 
View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyes, 
And hate for arts that caused himeelf to rise; 
Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer, 
And, without snecring, teach the rest to sneer ; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to qrike, 
Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike ; 
Alike reserved to blame or to commend, 
A timorous foe, and a suspicious friend ; 
Dreading e’en fools, by flatterers besieged, 
And so obliging that he ne’er obliged ; 
Like Cato, give his little senate laws, 
And sit attentive to his own applause ; 
While wits and Templars every sentence raise, 
And wonder with a foolish face of praise— 
Who but must laugh, if such a man there be ? 
Who would not weep, if Atticus were he ? 
What though my name stood rubric on the walls, 
Or plaster'd posts, with claps, in capitals 7 
Or smoking forth, a hundred hawker's load, 
On wings of winds came flying all abroad ? 
I sought no homage from the race that write: 
I kept, like Asian monarchs, from their sight : 
Poems I heeded (now be-rhymed so long) 
No more than thou, great George ! a birth-day song 
T ne’er with wits or witlings pass'd my days, 
To spread about the itch of verse and praise ; 
Nor like a puppy, daggled through the town, 
To fetch and carry sing-song up and down; 
Nor at rehearsals sweat, and mouth’d, and cried, 
With handkerchief and orange at my side: 
But sick of fops, and poetry, and prate, 
To Bufo left the whole Castalian state, 
Proud as Apollo on his forked hill, 
Sat full-blown Bufo, puff’d by every quill ; 
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Fed with soft dedicz-tion ail dzy long, 

Horsec and he wert hand and hand in song. 
His Lorary ‘where bacts of poets dead, 

And a true Pindar stood without a head) 
Received of wits an und:stinevish’d race, 

Who ὅτεῖ Lis judgment asad, and then a place; 
Much they extoli'd his p'cturesz, mach his seat, 
And flate ἃ every day, and come days eat; 
Till, grown more frugal in his riper days, 


He μια some bards with port, and some with praise; 


To some 2 dry rehearsal was assign’d, 

Aud others (harder still; he paid in kind. 
Dryden aione ‘what wonder ἢ, crm? not nigh; 
Dryden alone escaped this ju’ ging eve: 

But stijl the great have kindness in reserve: 
He help'd to bury whom Le help'd to starve. 


Who τος ἧς bat with a lust to misapply, 
Makes eitire a Jampoon, and fiction le: 
1A lash Πρ mine no honest man shall cread, 
But ai! such baUbling biockheacs in c's stead. 


Le: Sporus tremd'e—A. What? that thing αἵ 


silk, 
| Sporus, that mere white curd of ass’s milk? 
: Satire or sense, alas! can Sporus feel? 


| Who τοῦ κα a betterty upon a wheel? 


P. Yet let me flap ths bag with gilded wings, 
This painted child of dirt, that stinks and stings: 
‘Whose hizz the witty and the fair annnys, 

, Yet wit πε ον tastes, and beauty ne“er enjoys. 


! So we!l-bred spaniels civilly delight 


In membling of the game they dare not bite. 
Eternal smiles his emptness betray, 


May some choice patron Lie-se each grey-goose quill! As shallow streams run dimpliag a! the way. 


May every Bavius have his Bufo tli! 

ἕο when a statesman warts a day’s defence, 

Or envy holds a whole weck’s war w:th eense, 

Or simple pride for flattery makes demands, 

May durce by dunce be whistled off my hands. 

Bleas’¢ be the great! for those they take away, 

And those they left me—for they Icft me Gay: 

Left me to see neglected genius bloom, 

Neglected die, and tell it en his tomb: 

Of all thy blameless life the go!e return 

My veres, and Queensberry weeping o’er thy urn! 
Oh, Ict me live my own, and die so too! 

(To live and die is all I have to do:) 

Maintain a poet's dignity and case, 


And sce what friends, and read what books I please : 


Above a patron, though I condescend 
Somctimes to call a minister my friend. 

1 was not born for courts or great affairs : 

I pay my debts, believe, and say my prayers ; 
Can sleep without a poem in my head, 

Nor know if Dennis be alive or dead. 

Why am I askéd what next shall see the light ? 
Heavens ! was I born for nothing but to write 7 
Has life no joys for me? or (to be grave) 

Have I no friend to serve, no soul to save 7 


Whether in forid impotence he sneaks, 
And as the prompter brezthes, the puppet equeaks: 
Or at the car of Eve, familiar toid, 
Half froth, half venom, spits himeelf abroad, 
In puns, or polities, or taies, or lies, 
Or «nite, or smut, or rhymes, or blasphemies: 
His wit all sessiw, between that and this, 
_Now hich, now low, now master up, Dow miss. 
And he himeelf ore vile antithesis. 
Amphibious thing! that, actinz either part, 
The trifing head, or the corrumed heart; 
Fop at the toil-:, flutterer at the board, 
_Now trips a Jady, and ow struts a lord. 
, Eve's tempter thus the rbbins have express’d, 
‘A chernb's fac, and reptile all the rest: 
i Beauty that sheeks τοῦ, parts that none wil] trost, 
Wit that can crecp, and pride that Ecks the dust. 
Not fortune'’s worshipper, nor fashion’s foul, 
Not lucre’s madman, nor ambition's tool, 
Not proud, nor servile: be one poet’s praire, 
j That, if he pleasec, he pleased by man!y ways; 
j That flattery, e’en to kings, he hela a shame, 
| And thoug!t a lie in verse or prose the same; 
That not in fanev’s maze he wander'd long, 
| But stoop'd to truth, and moratized his gong ; 


41 found him close with Swift'—‘ Indeed! no doubt," ; That not for fame, but virtue’s better end, 


Cries prating Balbus, ‘ something will come out.’ 

Τί all in vain, deny it as I will; 

* No, such a genius never can lie still ;’ 

And then for mine obligingly mistakes 

The first lampoon sir Will or Bubo makes. 

Poor, guiltless I! and can I chonse bat smile, 

When every coxcomb knows me by my style? 
Cursed be the verse, how well soe’cr it flow, 

That tends to make one worthy man my fve, 

Give virtue scandal, innocerce a fear, 

Or from the soft-eyed virgin steal a tear: 

But he who hurts a harmless neighbour’s peace, 

Insults fallen worth, or beauty in distress, 

Who loves a lie, lame slander helps about, 

Who writes a libel, or who copies out ; 

That fop, whose pride affects a patron’s name, 

Yet absent, wounds an author’s honest fame; 

Who can your merit selfishly approve, 

And show the sense of it without the love; 

Who has the vanity to call you friend, 

Yet wants the honour, injured, to defend ; 

Who tells whate’er you think, whate’er you say, 

And, if he lie not, must at least betray ; 

Who to the dean and silver bell can swear, 

And sees at Canons what was never there; 


He stood the furious fue, the timid friend, 

The damning critic, half-approving wit, 

The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit: 

Laugh’d at the loss of friends he never had, 

The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad; 

The distant threats of vengeance on his head, 

The blow unfelt, the tear he never shed ; 

The tale revived, the lie so oft o’erthrown, 

The imputed trash, and dulness not his own; 

The morals blacken’d when the writings scape, 

The libell’d person, and the pictured shape; 

Abuse, on all he loved, or loved him, spread, 
| A friend in exile, or a father dead ; 

The whisper, that, to greatness still ton near, 
Perhaps yet vibrates on his sovereign's ear— 
Welcome for thee, fair virtue ! all the past: 
For thee, fuir virtue! welcome e’en the last! 

A. But why insult the poor, affront the great? 
P. A knave’s a knave to me, in every state; 
Alike my scorn, if ne succeed or fail, 

Sporus at court, or Jiphet in a jail: 

A hireling seribbicr, or a hireling peer, 

I Knight of the post corrupt, or of the shire; 
If on a pillory, or near a throne, 
He gain his prince’s car, or lose his ows. 
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by nature, more a dupe than wit, 

1 tell you how this ran was bit; 
ad satirist Dennis will confess 
pride, but friend to his distress ! 
be has knock’d at Tibbald’s door, 


with Cibber, nay, has rhymed for Moore: 


ars slander'd, did he once reply ? 

sand suns went down on Welsted’s lie 

ι mistress one aspersed his life ; 

iim not, but Jet her be his wife : 

| charge low Grub street on his quill, 

whate’er he pleased, except his will; 

» Curlls of town and court abuse 

mother, body, soul, and muse. 

hat father held it for a rule, 

1 to call our neighbour fool : 

esa mother thought no wife a whore : 

nd spare his family, Jamcs Moore ! 

names, and memorable long, 

force in virtue or in song. 

‘blood (part shed in honour’s cause, 

n Britain honour had applause) 

τ sprung—A. What fortune, pray 7 
P. Their own, 

got than Bestia’s from the throne. 

pride, inheriting no strife, 

ng discord in a noble wife: 

civil and religious rage, 

aan walk’d innoxious through his age : 

ve 2a, no suits would ever try, 

an oath, nor hazarded a lie. 

1:6 knew no echoolman’s subtle art, 

re but the language of the heart. 

honest, by experience wise ; 

‘temperance and by exercise ; 

ough long, to sickness pass’d unknown, 

was instant, and without a groan. 

» thus to live, and thus to dic! 


ig from kings shall know less joy than I. 


! may each domestic bliss be thine! 
casing melancholy mine ; 

tender office long engage, 

6 cradle of reposing age, 

nt arts extend a mother’s breath, 

sor stnile, and smooth the bed of death ; 
ὁ thought, explain the asking cye, 
awhile one parent from the sky ! 
ike these if length of days attend, 


en, to bless those days, preserve my friend ! 


im social, cheerful, and screne, 

4 rich as when he served a queen ! 
‘ther that blessing be denied or given, 
rag right ; the rest belongs to Heaven. 


[RES AND EPISTLES 


ΟΡ 
HORACE, IMITATED. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


nation and contempt a Christian may treat vice or 
folly, in ever s0 low or ever so high a etation. Both 
these authors were acceptable to the princes and mi- 
nisters under whom they lived. The satires of Dr. 
Donne I versified at the desire of the earl of Oxford, 
while he was lord treasurer, and of the duke of 
Shrewsbury, who had been xecretary Of state; neither 
of whom looked upon a satire on vicious courts as 
any reflection on those they served in. And, indeed, 
there is not in the world a greater error, than that 
which fools are so apt to fall into, aod knaves with 
good reason to encourage, the mistaking a satirist for 
a libeller; whereas to a true satirist nothing is so 
odious as a labeller, for the same reason as to ἃ man 
truly virtuous nothing is so hateful as a hypocrite. 


Uni equus virtuti atque ejus amicis. 


Whoever expects a paraphrase of Horace, or a 
faithful copy of his genius, or manner of writing, in 
these imitations, will be much disappointed. Our 
author uses the Roman poet for little more than his 
canvass: and if the old design or colouring chance 
to suit his purpose, it is well; if not, he employs bis 
own, without scruple or ceremony. Hence it is, he 
is so frequently serious where Horace is in jest, and 
at ease where Horace is disturbed. In a word, he 
regulates his movements no further on his original, 
than was necessary for his concurrence in promoting 
their common plan of reformation of manners. 

Had it been his purpose merely to paraphrase an 
ancient satirist, he had hardly made choice of Horace : 
with whom, as ἃ poct, he held little in common, be- 
sides a comprehensive knowledge of life and manners, 
and a certain curious felicity of expression, which 
consists in using the simplest language with dignity 
and the most ornamented with ease. For the rest, 
his harmony and strength of numbers, his force and 
splendour of colouring, his gravity and sublimity of 
sentiment, would have rather Jed him to another mo- 
del. Nor was his temper less unlike that of Horace, 
than his talents. What Horace would only smile at, 
Mr. Pope would treat with the grave severity of Per- 
sius; and what Mr. Pope would strike with the caus- 
tic lightning of Juvenal, Horace would content him- 
self in turning into ridicule. 

If it be asked then, why he took any body at all to 
imitate, he has informed us in his advertisement. To 
which we may add, that this sort of imitations, which 
are of the nature of parodies, adds reflected grace and 
splendour on original wit. Besides, he deemed it 
more modest to give the name of imitations to his sa- 
tire, than, like Despreaux, to give the name of satires 
to imitations. 


BOOK II.—SATIRE I. 
TO MR. FORTESCUE. 


P. Ture are (I scarce can think it, but am told) 
There are to whom my satire seems too bold; 
Scarce to wise Peter complaisant enough, 

And something said of Chartres much too rough. 
The lines are weak, another’s pleased to say : 


on of publishing these Imitations was the Lord Fanny spins a thousand such a day. 


raised on some of my Epistles. 


race was both more full, and of more dignity, 
ἡ 1 conld have made in my own person: and 


An answer|,... 


Timorous by nature, of the rich in awe, 
I come to counsel learned in the law: 


iple of much greater freedom in so eminent aj You'll give me, like a friend, both sage and free, 
s Dr. Donne, seemed a proof with what indig.| Advice: and (as you use) without a fee. 
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F. I'd write no more. 
P. Not write? bit then J think, 
Ane for my sonl 1 cannot sleep a wink. 
I ned ὦ company, I wake at night, 
Fool» rush into my head, and so I write. 


F. You could not do a worse thing for your life. 


Why, :f the night seems tedious—take a wife: 
Or rather truly, if your point be rest, 

Lettuce and cowslip wine: proatum est. 

But talk with Celsns, Celsus will advise 


Hartshorn, or somcthing that shall close your eycs. 


Peace is my dear deligt.t—not Fleurs’s more: 
But tarch me, and no minister 80 sore. 
Whoe'er offends, at some anlucky ume 
Sides into verse, and hitches in a rhyme, 
Sacred to ridicule his whole 1.5 long, 
| And the sad burthen of some merry song. 
| Shinder or po.son dread from Delia's rage ; 
‘Hard worda or hanging, if your judze be Page. 
From furions Sappho scarce a milder fate, 
P-x'd by her love, or [: 561} by her hate. 
Its proper power to hurt, each creature feels; 


Or, if you needs must write, write Caesar's praise, | Bulls aim their horns, and asses Jif their heels ; 


You ‘il gain at least a knighthood, or the bays. 


"Tis a bear's talent not to kick, but hug; 


P. What, like sir Richard! rumbling, rough, and’ And no man wonders he's not stung by png. 


fierce 


With arms, and George and Brunswick crowd the 


verse ; 
Rend with tremendous sound your ears asunder, 


With gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbuay, and thunder ? 


Or nobly wild, with Buégell’s fire and force, 
Paint angels trembling round his fallen horse ? 

F. Then all your muse’s softer art display ; 
Let Carolina smooth the tuneful lay ; 

Lull with Amelia’s liquid name the Nine, 
And sweetly flow through all the royal line. 

P. Alas! few verses touch their nicer ear; 
They scarce can bear their laureat twice a year: 
And justly Cxsar scorns the poet's lays ; 

It is to history he trusts for praise. 

F. Better be Cibber, [1] maintain it still, 
Than ridicule all taste, blaspheme quadrille, 
Abuse the city’s best good men in metre, 

And laugh at peers that put thcir trust in Peter. 
E’en those you touch not, hate you. 
P. What should ail 'em 7? 

F. A hundred smart in Timon and in Balaam : 
The fewer stil] you name, you wound the more; 
Bond is but one, but Harpax is a score. 

P. Each mortal has his pleasure: none deny 
Scarsdale his bottle, Darty his ham-pie ; 

Ridotta sips and dances, till she see 

The doubling lustres dance as fast as she: 

F— loves the senate, Ifockleyhole his brother, 
Like in all else, as one egg to another. 

I love to pour out all myself, as plain 

As downright Shippen, or as old Montagne: 
In them, as certain to be loved as seen, 

The soul stood forth, nor kept a thought within; 
In me what spots (for spots I have) appear, 
Will prove at least the medium must be clear. 
In this impartial glass, my muse intends 

Fair to expose myself, my foes, my friends; 
Publish the present age ; but where my text 

Is vice too high, reserve it for the next: 

My foes shall wish my life a longer date, 

And every friend the less lament my fate. 


My head and heart thus flowing through my quill, 


Verseman or Proseman, term me which you will, 

Papist or Protestant, or both between, 

Like good Erasmus in an honest mean, 

In moderation placing 81} my glory, 

While Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 
Satire ’s my weapon, but J’m too discreet 

To run a-muck, and tilt at all 1 mect; 

I only wear it in a land of Hectors, 

Thieves, supercargoes, sharpers, and directors. 

Save but our army! and let Jove incrust 

Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlasting rust! 


So drink with Walters, or with Chartres eat, 
They ᾽11 never poison you, they ‘ll only cheat. 
Then, learned sir! (to cut the matter short) 
Whate’er my fate, or well or ill at court; 
Whether old age, with faint but cheerful ray 
Attends to gild the evening of my day, 
Or Death's black wing already be display‘d, 
To wrap me in the universal shade ; 
Whether the darken’d room to muse invite, 
Or whiten’d wall provoke the skewer to write ; 
In durance, exile, Bedlam, or the Mint, 
Like Lee or Budgell, I will rhyme and print. 
F. Alas, young man! your days can ne‘er be ΟἹ 
In flower of age you perish for a song! 
Plums and directors, Shylock and his wife, 
Will club their testers, now, to take your life! 
P. What! arm'd for Virtne when 1 point the p« 
Brand the bold front of shameless guilty men; 
Dash the proud gamester in his gilded car; 
Bare the mean heart that lurks beneath a star; 
Can there be wanting, to defend her cause, 
Lights of the church, or guardians of the laws? 
Could pension’d Boileau lash in honest strain 
Flatterers and bigots e’en in Louis’ reign? 
Could laureat Dryden pimp and fnar engage, 
Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage? 
And J not strip the gilding off a knave, 
Unplaced, unpension’d, no man’s heir or slave ? 
I will, or perish in the generous cause : 
Hear this, and tremble! you who ’scape the law: 
Yes, while J live, no rich or noble knave 
Shall walk the world in credit to his grave: 
To Virtue only and her friends a friend, 
The world beside may murmur or commend. 
Know, all the distant din that world can keep, 
Rolls o’er my grotto, and but soothes my sleep. 
There, my retreat the best companions grace, 
Chiefs out of war, and statesmen out of place. 
There St. John mingles with my friendly bowl 
The feast of reason and the flow of soul : 
And he, whose lightning pierced the Iberian lines, 
Now forms my quincunx, and now ranks my vine 
Or tames the genius of the stubborn plain, 
Almost as quickly as he conquer'd Spain. 
Envy must own, I live among the great 
No pimp of pleasure, and no spy of state: 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne’er repeats Ὁ 
Fond to spread friendships, but to cover heats; 
To help who want, to forward who excel; 
This, all who know me, know, who love me, 
And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scribblers or peers, alike are mob to me. 
This is my plea, on this 1 rest my cause— 
What saith my counsel, learned in the laws? 
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‘plea is good ; but still I say, beware ! 
‘xplain’d by men—so have a care. 
n record, that in Richard's times 
3 hang’d for very honest rhymes ; 
e statute, quart. 1 think, it is, 
eat. or prim. et guint, Eliz. 
satires—here you have it—read. 
s and satires! lawless things indeed ! 
epistles, bringing vice to light, 
king might read, a bishop write, 
τ᾿ Robert would approve— 
F. Indeed! 
8 alter'd—you may then proceed ; 
case the plaintiff will be hiss'd, 
he judges laugh, and you're dismiss'd. 


BOOK II.—SATIRE II. 
TO MR. BETHEL 


and how great, the virtue and the art 
little with a cheerful heart ! 

e sage, but truly none of mine ;) 

my friends, but talk before we dine. 

a gilt buffet’s reflected pride 

from sound philosophy aside : 

from plate to plate your eye-balls roll, 
rain dances to the mantling bowl. 


thel’s sermon, one not versed in schools, 


‘in sense, and wise without the rules. 
rk, hunt, exercise,’ he thus began, 
ma homely dinner, if you can. 
: lock’d up, your butler stroll’d abroad, 
nied (the river yet unthaw’d,) 
in bread and milk will do the feat, 
ure lies in you, and not the meat.’ 
28 I please, I doubt our curious men 
se a pheasant still before a hen: 
of Guinea full as good I hold, 
u eat the feathers green and gold. 
nd mullete why prefer the great 
‘ut in pieces ere my lord can eat,) 
all turbots such esteem profess 7 
rod made these large, the other less. 
vith more than harpy throat endued, 
nd me, gods! a whole hog barbecued "᾽ 
south-winds! till a stench exhale 
1e ripeness of a rabbit's tail. 
‘riterion do you eat, d’ye think, 
rized for sweetness, that for stink? 
tired glutton labours through a treat, 
10 relish in the sweetest meat ; 
ur something bitter, something sour, 
ch feast concludes extremely poor: 
rs, and herbs, and olives, still we see; 
ἢ is left of old simplicity ! 
-red-breast till of late had rest, 
ren sacred held a martin's nest, 
ficos sold so devilish dear, 
at was, or would have been, a peer. 
tol a cat on oysters fed, 
_ party at the Bedford head; 
‘crack live crawfish recommend, 
doubt at court to make a friend. 
οἶα vain, | own, to keep a pother 
3 vice, and fall into the other: 

R 


Between excess and famine lies a mean ; 
Plain, but not sordid ; though not splendid, clean. 

Avidien, or his wife, (no matter which, 

For him you'll call a dog, and her a bitch,) 
Sell their presented partridges and fruits, 

And humbly live on rabbits and on roots: 
One half-pint bottle serves them both to dine ; 
And is at once their vinegar and wine. 

But on some Incky day (as when they found 
A lost bank bill, or heard their son was drown’d,) 
At such a feast, old vinegar to spare, 

Is what two souls so generous cannot bear: 
Oil, though it stink, they drop by drop impart, 
But souse the cabbage with a bounteous heart. 

He knows to live, who keeps the tniddle state, 
And neither leans on this side nor on that; 

Nor stops, for one bad cork, his butler’s pay, 
Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away ; 

Nor lets, like Nevius, every error pass, 

The musty wine, foul cloth, or greasy glass. 
Now hear what blessings temperance can bring: 
(Thus said our friend, and what he said I sing :) 
First health: the stomach (cramm'd from every dish, 
A tomb of boil’d and roast, and flesh and fish, 
Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid jar, 
And all the man is one intestine war,) 
Remembers oft the schoolboy’s simple fare, 
The temperate sleeps, and spirits light as air. 

How pale each worshipful and reverend guest 
Rise from a clergy or a city feast! 

What life in all that ample body? say, 
What heavenly particle inspires the clay? 
The soul subsides, and wickedly inclines 
To seem but mortal e’en in sound divines. 

‘On morning wings how active springs the mind, 
That leaves the load of yesterday behind ! 

How easy every labour it pursues! 

How coming to the poet every Muse! 

Not but we may exceed, some holy time, 

Or tired in search of truth, or search of rhyme ; 
Ul health some just indulgence may engage ; 
And more the sickness of long life, old age : 
For fainting age what cordial drop remains, 

If our intemperate youth the vessel drains ? 

Our fathers praised rank venison. You suppose, 

Perhaps, young men! our fathers had no nose. 
Not so: a buck was then a weck’s repast, 
And ‘twas their point, I ween, to make it last: 
More pleased to keep it till their friends could come 
Than eat the sweetest by themselves at home. 
Why had not 1 in those good times my birth, 
Ere coxcomb-pies or coxcombs were on earth? 

Unworthy he the voice of fame to hear, 

That sweetest music to an honest ear, 

(For ’faith, lord Fanny ! you are in the wrong, 
The world’s good word is better than a song 1) 
Who has not learn'd, fresh sturgeon and ham-pie 
Are no rewards for want and infamy ! 

When luxury has lick’d up all thy pelf, 

Cursed by thy neighbours, thy trustees, thyself; 
To friends, to fortune, to mankind a shame, 
Think how posterity will treat thy name ; 

And buy a rope, that future times may tell 
Thou hast at least bestow'd one penny well. 

‘Right,’ cries his lordship, ‘for a rogue in need 
To have a taste, is insolence indeed : 

In me tis noble, suits my birth and state 


᾿ My wealth unwieldy, and my heap too great.” 


POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 


Then, kke the sua, kt bounty spread her ray, 
Ard shine that saper4hizy away. 

O immpadence of weakh! wih all thy store 

How darest thoa jet ore worthy man be poor? 
Shali half the new-bu:!: charches round thee fall ? 
Make keys, bu.id bndzes, or repar Whitehall : 
Or to thy country let that heap be lent, 

As M°*o's wis, "αὶ ect at ἔτε per cent. 

Who thnks u.a: furt.ne cannot change her mind, 
Prepares a dreadfz) jes: for all mankind. 

And who stands safest ? tril me, is Καὶ he 

That spreads and swells in put ἃ prosperity, 

Or bisees'd with Ltrle, whose prevennng care 

In peace provides £: arms agains: ἃ war? 


Thus Bethel spoke, who always speaks his thought, 


And always thinks the very thing he ough : 
His equal mind I copy what I can, 

And as I Jove, would inmate the man. 

In South-sea days not happier, when surmised 
The lord of thousands, than if now excised ; 
In forest planted by a father’s hand, 

Than in five acres now of rented land. 
Coatent with little I can piddle here, 

On brocoli and mutton, round the year ; 

Bat ancient friends ‘though poor, or out of play) 
That touch my bell, I cannot turn away. 

*Tis true, no turbets diguify my boards, 


But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords ! 


To Hounslow-beath I point, and Bansted-down, 


BOOK I.—EPISTLE I. 


TO LORD BULINGBROKE. 


St. Joas, whose love indalzed my tshoars pas 
Mascres tay present, and sha!! Loand my hast! 
jWis wil: τοῦ break the sabaith of my dase? 
Now aick alse ef envy and of praise. 
ἰρενες “ὁ long. ah, let me luce my age! 
See mods: C bber now has εἰ the stage: 
ΟΣ generals now, mcrec in their estates, 
' Tare thew oid trorh.es oer the girden gates, 
In Lfe's s-olevenizg satzte of applause, 
Nor fund sf bieed.sz, e’er is Brugswich’s cise. 
A voce there is, Cat whispers in my ear 
"Tig reag..c’s ve.ce, τε Ὁ sometimes ore can ‘Le: 
* Friesal Po pe! be prudent, let sour M ise take deeat 
And never ri.cp Pegasus to deat : 
| Lest «1 and stately, vole of fre or force, 
| You !.mp. ise Biackmcre, on a lord maiyor’s bors 
| Farewell ten verse, and love, ard every toy 
The rhymes and rattles of the man or boy: 
| What τες, what trce, whit Εἴ, we justly call, 
wLet this be all my care—for this is all: 
i To lay th.e harvest up, and hoard with haste, 
What every cay wil want, and most the lsst. 
{ Bat ask not to what doctors I apply ? 
{Swora to no master, of no sect am I: 
As Crives tie storm, at any door I knock, 


Thence comes your mutton, and these chicks my own:' And }ouse with Mcntagne now, or now with Lock 


From yon old walout tree a shower shall fall ; 

And grapes long lingering on my only wall; 

And figs from standards and espalier join ; 

The devil is in you if you cannot dine: 

Then cheerful healths (your mistress shall have 

place,) 

And, what's more rare, a poct shall say grace. 
Fortune not much of humbling me can boast ; 

Though double tax’d, how little have I lost! 

My life’s amusements have been just the same, 

Before and after standing armies came. 

My lands are sold, my father's house is gone : 

I'll hire another's: is not that my own, 


And yours, my friends? through whose free opening 


gate 
None comes too early, none departs too late ; 
‘For I, who hold sage Homer's rule the best, 
Welcome the coming, speed the going guest.) 


* Pray Heaven it last!’ cries Swift, ‘as you go on: 


I wish to God this house had been your own: 

Pity! to build, without a son or wife ; 

Why, you'll enjoy it only all your life.’ 

Well, if the use be mine, can it concern one, 

Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon 7 
What's property ? dear Swift! you see it alter, 

From you to me, from me to Peter Walter ; 

Or, in a mortgage, prove a lawyer's share ; 

Or, in a jointure, vanish from the heir ; 

Or in pure equity (the case not clear) 

The Chancery takes your rents for twenty year ; 

At best, it falls to some ungracious son, 


Who cries, ‘ My father’s damn'd, and all 's my own. 


Shades, that to Bacon could retreat afford, 
Become the portion of a booby lord ; 

And Hemsley, once proud Buckingham’s delight, 
Slidcs to a scrivener, or a city knight. 

Let lands and houses have what lords they will, 
Let us be ἔχ᾽ ἃ, and our own masters still. 


Sometimes a patriot, active in debate, 

Mix with the world, and battle for the state; 

Free as young Lyttleton, her cause pursue, 

Still true to virue, and as warm as tme: 

Sometimes with Aristippus, or St. Paul, 

Indulge my candour, and grow all to all, 

Back to my native moderation slide, 

And win my way by yielding to the tide. 
Long as to him who works for debt the day, 

Long as the night to her whose love ‘s away; 

Long as the year’s dull circle seems to run, 

When the brisk minor pants for twenty-one ; 

So βίον the unprofitable moments roll, 

That lock up all the functions of my soul ; 

That keep me from myself; and still delay 

Life’s instant business to a future day : 

That tayk which as we fallow or despise, 

The cldest is a fool, the youngest wise: 

Which done, the poorest can no wants endure; 

And which not done, the richest must be poor. 
Late as it is, 1 put myself to school, 

And feel some comfort, not to be a fool. 

Weak though I am of limb, and short of sight, 

Far from a lynx, and not a giant quite; 

I'll do what Mead and Cheselden advise, 

To keep these limbs, and to preserve these eves. 

Not to go back, is somewhat to advance, 

And men muet walk at least before they dance. 
Say, does thy blood rebel, thy bosom move 

With wretched avarice, or as wretched love ? 

Know there are words and spells which can contr 

Between the fits, the fever of the soul; 

Know there are rhymes, which fresh and fresh applic 

Will cure the arrant’st puppy of his pride. 

Be furious, envious, slothful, mad or drunk, 

Slave to a wife, or vassal to a punk, ; 

A Switz, a High-Dutch, or a Low-Dutch bear , 

All that we ask is but a patient ear. 
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"Tis the first virtue, vices to abhor; 
And the first wisdom, to be fool no more. 
But to the world no bugbear is so great, 
As want of figure, and a small estate. 
To either India sce the merchant fly, 
Scared at the spectre of pale poverty ; 
See him, with pains of body, pangs of soul, 
Barn through the tropic, freeze beneath the pole ! 
Wil thou do nothing for a noble end, 
Nothing to make philosophy thy friend ? 
To stop thy foolish views, thy long desires, 
And ease thy heart of all that it admires 7 
Here wisdom calls: ‘Seek virtue first, be bold! 
As gold to silver, virtue is to gold.’ 
There, London's voice, ‘Get money, money still! 
And then let Virtue follow, if she will.’ 
This, this the saving doctrine, preach'd to all, 
From low St. James’s up to high St. Paul! 
From him whoee quills stand quiver'd at his ear, 
To him who notches sticks at Westminster. 
Barnard in spirit, sense, and truth abounds ; 
‘Pray then what wants he?’ Fourscore thousand 
pounds ; 
A pension, or such harness for a slave 
As Bug now has, and Dorimant would have. 
Barnard, thou art a cit with all thy worth; 
But Bug and D*], their honours, and so forth. 
Yet every child another song-will sing, 
‘Virtue, brave boys! ’tis virtue makes a king.’ 
True, conscious honour, is to feel no sid, 
He's arn’d without that ’s innocent within ; 
Be this thy screen, and this thy wall of brass ; 
Compared to this, a minister’s an ass. . 
And say, to which shall our applause belong, 
This new court-jargon, or the good old song? 
modern language of corrupted peers, 
Or what was spoke at Cressy or Poitiers? 
Who counsels best ? who whispers, ‘ Be but great, 
ἣ ith praise or infamy, leave that to fate ; 
Get place and wealth, if possible, with grace ; 
If not, by any means get wealth and place :” 
For what? to have a box where eunuchs sing, 
And foremost in the circle eye a king: 
Or he, who bids thee face with steady view, 
Proud fortune, and look shallow greatness through : 
And, while he bids thee, sets the example too ? 
If such a doctrine, in St. James's air, 
Should chance to make the well-dress'd rabble stare ; 
In honest S*z take scandal at a spark, 
That less admires the palace than the park : 
Faith 1 shall give the answer Reynard gave: 
‘I cannot like, dread sire, your royal cave ; 
Because I see, by all the tracks about, 
Fall many a beast goes in, but none come out.’ 
Adieu to Virtue, if you ’re once a slave: 
Send her to court, you send her to her grave. 
Well, if a king ’s a lion, at the least, 
The people are a many-headed beast ; 
Can they direct what measures to pursue. 
Who know themselves so little what to do? 
Alike in nothing but one lust of gold, 
Just half the land would buy, and half be sold: 
Their country’s wealth our mightier misers drain, 
Or cross, to plunder provinces, the main; 
The rest, some farm the poor-box, some the pews; 
Some keep assemblies, and would keep the stews; 
Some with fat bucks on childless dotards fawn; 
Some win rich widows by their chine and brawn; 


While with the silent growth of ten per cent, 
In dirt and darkness, hundreds stink content. 
Of all these ways, if each pursues his own, 
Satire, be kind, and lect the wretch alone: 
But show me one who has it in his power 
To act consistent with himself an hour. 
Sir Job sail’d forth, the evening bright and still : 
‘No place on earth,’ he cried, ‘ like Greenwich-hill! 
Up starts a palace ; lo, the obedient base 
Slopes at its foot, the woods its sides embrace, 
The silver Thames reflects its marble face. 
Now let some whimsy, or that devil within, 
Which guides all those who know not what they mean, 
But give the knight (or give his lady) spleen; 
‘ Away, away! take all your scatfolds down, 
For Snug ’s the word: my dear, we'll live in town.’ 
At amorous Flavio is the stocking thrown ? 
That very night he longs to lie alone. 
The fool whose wife elopes some thrice a quarter, 
For matrimonial solace dies a martyr. 
Did ever Proteus, Merlin, any witch, 
Transform themselves so strangely as the rich? 
Well, but the poor—the poor have the same itch; 
They change their weekly barber, weekly news, 
Prefer a new japanner to their shoes ; 
Discharge their garrets, move their beds, and run 
(They know not whither) in a chaise and one; 
They hire their sculler, and when once aboard, 
Grow sick, and darn the climate—like a lord. 
You laugh, half-beau half-sloven if I stand, 
My wig all powder, and all snuff my band: 
You laugh, if coat and breeches strangely vary, 
White gloves, and linen worthy lady Mary ! 
But when no prelate’s lawn, with hair-shirt.lined, 
Is half so incoherent as my mind, 
When (each opinion with the next at strife ; 
One ebb and flow of follies 41] my life,) 
I plant, root up; I build and then confound ; 
Turn round to square, and square again to round ; 
You never change one muscle of your face, 
You think this madness but a common case, 
Nor once to Chancery, nor to Hale apply ; 
Yet hang your lip to see a seam awry ! 
Careless how ill I with myself agree, 
Kind to my dress, my figure, not to me. 
Is this my guide, philosopher, and friend ? 
This he, who loves me, and who ought to mend? 
Who ought to make me (what he can, or none) 
That man divine whom Wisdom calls her own ; 
Great without title, without fortune bless’d ; 
Rich e'en when plunder’d, honour'd while oppress'd . 
Loved without youth, and follow’d without power : 
At home, though exiled; free, though in the Tower, 
In short, that reasoning, high immortal thing, 
Just less than Jove, and much above a king ; 
Nay, half in heaven—except (what's mighty odd) 
A fit of vapours clouds this demi-god ! 


BOOK I.—EPISTLE VI. 
TO MR. MURRAY. 


This piece is the most finished of all his imitations, 
and executed in the high manner the Italian painters 
call con amore ; by which they mean, the exertion of 
that principle which puts the faculties on the stretch, 
and produces the supreme degree of excellence. For 
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τ» poet hed aD the warmrh of affection for the great Wozid τε ‘= bsess'd? despave Sow ic vn, low pains 
lawyer to whyvan £ is addressed : and, indeed, no mas Dada:e whatever Corubey Cacaim ; 
ever more deerzted to have a poet for his friead. [5 Be virtosce, and be happy for your pais. 


the obtan.og of which, as member vansty, pesty, nor! 


Βα: ax: του one, sie pew opmons sway! 


fear, bet any scare, so he evpported his tale te ἃ by ‘One who te’ eves 2s Tinca] leads the was, 


εὐ the offices of true fnendeh:p. 


* Nor to admire, is afl the art I know, 
To gake men μου, and to keep them eo.” 
Plas tran, dear Murray, needs no flowers of 
epeech, 
So take 2 1n the very words of Creech.) 

Tits vank of ar, thes congregated bell, 
felf-comtred sun, and stars that nee and fall, 
There are, my fnend! whose philosophic eyes 
Look through and wost the Ruler wth his skies; 
To lum commit the four, the day, the year, 
And view th:s dreadful all without a fear. 

Admire we then what earth's low entrails bold, 
Arabtan shores, or Indran seas infold : 

All the mad trade of fools and slaves for gold 7 
Or populanty ἢ or stars and strings ? 

The mob’s applanses, or the gifts of kings 7 
Say with what eyes we ought at courts to gaze, 
And pay the great our homage of ammze 7 

If weak the pleasure that from these can spring, 
The fear to want them is as weak a thing: 
Whether we dread, or whether we desire, 

In either case, believe me, we admire ; 

Whether we joy or grieve, the same the curse, 
Surprised at better, or surpr.sed at worse. 

Thus good or bad, to one extreme betray 

The untalanced mind, and snatch the man away : 
Por virtue’s self may too much zeal be had; 

The worst of madmen is a eaint run mad. 

Go then, and if you can, admire the state 
Of beaming diamonds, and reflected plate; 
Procure a taste to double the surprise, 

And gaze on Parian charms with learned eyes : 
Be struck with bright brocade, or Tyrian dye, 
Or birth-day nobles’ splendid livery. 

If not so pleased, at council-board rejoice 

To eee their judgments hang upon thy voice; 
From morn to night, at senate, rolls, and hall, 
Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at all. 
But wherefore all this labour, all this strife 7 
For fame, for riches, for a noble wife ? 

Shall one whom nature learning, birth conspired 
To form, not to admire, but be admired, 

Sigh while his Chloe, blind to wit and worth, 
Weds the rich dulness of some son of earth 7 
Yet time ennobles, or degrades each line: 

It brighten'd Craggs’s, and may darken thine. 
And what is fame ? the meanest have their day: 
The greatest can but blaze, and pass away. 
Graced ag thou art, with all the power of words, 
So known, so honour’'d, at the house of lords : 
Conspicuous scene ! another yet is nigh 

(More silent far,) where kings and poets lie: 
Where Murray (long enongh his country’s pride) 
Shall be no more than Tully or than Ifyde! 

Rack'd with seiatics, martyr’d with the stone, 
Will any mortal let himself alone 7 
Kee Ward hy batter’d beaux invited over, 

And desperate misery lays hold on Dover. 
The case is easier in the mind's disease ; 


There all men may be cured whene’er they please. 


j Whe v.rrae and a cparch ai.ce ἀπιοῦσα, 

Thinks that bo: words, and ts bot orick aad stone 
Fly then on all the w-ngs of wild desire, 

Admire whate'er the maddest can admnre. 

Ie weak: thy passion? Hecce ' from pole to pole. 
Where winds can carry. or where waves can roll; 
For Indsan sp:ces, for Peruvian gold, 

Prevent the zree’y, or outind the bold : 

Advance thy golden mocria:n to the skies ; 

'On the brozd base of <fty thozsaad rse, 

|Add cre round heardred, and --f that’s sot fair’ 

Add Eny more, and brieg & to a square: 

i For, mark the edvantage ; just so many score 
;W:ll gan a wife with half zs mans more; 
| Procaore her beauty, make that beauty chaste, 

And then such fnends—as canner, fail to ha. 
[Δ man of weakh is ἀπ᾽ ἃ a man of worth, 

: Venus sha!) give him form, and Anstis birth. 
Bel: eve me, inany a German prince is wone, 
‘Who proud of pedigree is poor of purse.’ 
| His wealth brave Timon gloriously confounds; 
| Ask'd for a groat, he gives a hendred pounds ; 

1 Or if three ladies Like a luckless play, 

Take the whole house upon the poet's day. 
} Now, in such exigences not to need, 

Upon my word, vou mast be nich indeed; 

A noble superfluity it craves, 

Not for yourself, but for your fouls and knaves; 

: Something, which for your honour they may cheat, 

And which it mach becomes you to forget. 

If wealth alone then make and keep us biess’d, 

Still, still be getting, never, never rest. 

But if to power and place your passion lie, 

If in the pomp of life consist the joy ; 

Then hire a slave, or (if you wili) a Jord, 

To do the honours, and to give the word ; 

Tell at vour Jevee, as the crowds approach, 

To whom to nod, whom take into your coach, 

Whom honoar with your hand: to make remarks 

Who rules in Cornwall, or who rules in Berks: 

* This may be troublesome, is near the chair; 
That makes three members, this car chocee a mayor. 

Instructed thus, you bow, embrace, protest, 

Adopt him son, or cousin at the least, 

Then turn about, and Jaugh at your own jest. 

Or if your life be one continued treat, 

If to live well means nothing but to eat; 

Up, up! cries gluttony, ‘tis break of day, 

Go drive the deer, and drag the finny prey ; 
With hounds and horns go hunt an appetite— 
So Russel did, but could not eat at night ; 

Call'd happy dog ! the beggar at his door, 

And envied thirst and hunger to the poor. 

Or shall we every decency confound ; 
Through taverns, stews, and bagnioe take our roun¢, 
Go dine with Chartres, in each vice outdo 
K—1’s lewd cargo, or Ty—y's crew; 

From Latian sirens, French Circean feasts, 
Return well travell’d, and transform’'d to beasts; 
Or for a titled punk, or foreign flame, 

Renounce our country, and degrade our name? 
If, after all, we must with Wilmot own, 

The cordial drop of life is love alone, 
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And Swift cry wisely, Vive la bagatelle ! 

The man that loves and laughs, must sure do well. 
| Adiew—if this advice appear the worst, 

E'en take the counsel which I gave you first: 

Or better precepts if you can impart, 

Why do; I'll follow them with all my heart. 


BOOK II.—EPISTLE I. 
TO AUGUSTUS. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


133 


Edward and Henry, now the boast of fame, 
And virtuous Alfred, a more sacred name, 
After a Jife of generous toils endured, 

The Gaul subdued, or property secured, 
Ambition humbled, mighty cities storm’d, 
Or Jaw establish'd, and the world reform'd, 
Closed their long glories with a sigh, to find 
The unwilling gratitude of base mankind! 
All human virtue to its latest breath 

Finds envy never conquer'd but by death. 
The great Alcides, every labour past, 

Had still this monster to subdue at last : 
Sure fate of all, beneath whose rising ray 
Each star of meaner meni fades away ! 
Oppress’d we feel the beam directly beat ; 


ions of Horace, and the judgments passed in /1.0<6 suns of glory please not till they set 


bis Epistle to Augustua, seemed so seasonable to the 
present times, that [ could ποῖ help applying them to 
the use of my own country. The author thought them 
considerable enough to address them to his prince, 
whom he paints with all the great and good qualities 
(fa monarch, upon whoin the Romans depended for 
the increase of an abs lute empire. But to make the 
Prem ennrely English, I was willing to add one or 
two of those which contribute to the happiness of a free 
P-uple. and are more consistent with the welfare of 
Gur neighbours. 


This Epistle will show the learned world to have 
fillen into two mistakes: one, that Augnstus was the 
Patron of poets in general ; whereas he not only pro- 
hibited all but the best writers to name him, but re- 
commended that care even to the civil magistrate : 

( pretores, ne paterentur nomen suum 

cectfieri, &c. The other, that this piece was only a 
general discourse of poetry; whereas it was an apo- 
logy for the poets, in order to render Augustus more 
their patron. Horace here pleads the cause of his 
Contemporaries, first against the taste of the town, 
Whose humour it was to magnify the authors of the 
Preceding age; eecondly, against the court and no- 
bility, who encourage only the writers for the theatre ; 
and lastly, against the emperor himself, who had con- 
Ceived them of little use to the government. He 
thows (by a view of the progress of learning, and the 
| Change of taste among the Romans) that the intro- 
duction of the polite arts of Greece had given the 
Writers of his time great advantages over their prede- 
Cezors; that their morals were much improved, and 
the licence of those ancient poets restrained ; that 
tatire and comedy were become more just and useful ; 
that whatever extravagances were left on the stage, 
Were owing to the ill taste of the nobility ; that poets, 
Under due regulations, were in many respects useful 
to the state ; and concludes, that it was upon them the 
ἀμρρεῖογ himself must depend for his fame with pos- 

ty. 
We may further learn from this Epistle, that Horace 
; Made his court to this great prince, by writing with 
ἡ ἃ devent freedom towards him, with a just contempt 
Of his low flatterers, and with a manly regard to his 
Own character. 
f 
ἫΝ NILE you, great patron of mankind ! sustain 
' Υ balanced world, and open all the main; 
Sur country, chief in arms, abroad defend ; 
{home, with morals, arts, and lawe amend ; 
Ow shall the Muse, from such a monarch steal 
hour, and not defraud the public weal ? 


To thee the world its present homage pays, 

The harvest early, but mature the praise : 

Great friend of liberty ! in kings a name 

Above all Greek, above all Roman fame; 

Whose word is truth, as sacred and revered, 

As Heaven's own oracles from altars heard : 

Wonder of kings! like whom, to mortal eyes 

None e’er has risen, and none e’er shall rise. 
Just in one iustance, be it yet confess'd, 

Your people, sir, are partial in the rest: 

Foes to all living worth except your own, 

And advocates for folly dead and gone. 

Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old ; 

It is the rust we value, not the gold. 

Chaucer's worst ribuldry is learn'd by rote, 

And beastly Skelton heads of houses quote: 

One likes no language but the Fairy Queen: 

A Scot will fight for Christ's Kirk οὐ the Green ; 

And each true Briton is to Ben so civil, 

He swears the Muses met him at the Devil. 

Though justly Greece her eldest sons admires, 

Why should not we be wiser than our sires ? 

In every public virtue we excel; 

We build, we paint, we sing, we dance as well ; 
And learned Athens to our art must stoop, 
Could she behold us tumbling through a hoop. 

If time improve our wits as well as wine, 
Say at what age a poet grows divine ? 
Shall we, or shall we not, account him 80, 
Who died perhaps, a hundred years ago? 
End all dispute ; and fix the year precise 
When British bards begin to immortalize ? 

‘Who lasts a century can have no flaw ; 
I hold that wit a classic, good in law." 

Suppose he wants a year, will you compound " 
And shall we deem him ancient, right, and sound 
Or damn to all eternity at once, 

At ninety-nine a modern and a dunce ? 

‘We shall not quarrel for a year or two ; 
By courtesy of England he may do.’ 

Then by the rule that made the horse-tail bare 
I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 

And melt down ancients like a heap of snow : 
While you, to measure merits, look in Stowe, 
And estimating authors by the year, 

Bestow a garland only ona bier. 

Shakspeare (whom you and every playhouse-bill 
Style the divine, the matchless, what you will) 
For gain, not glory, wing'd his roving flight, 
And grew immortal in his own despite. 

Ben, old and poor, as little secm'd to heed 
The life to come in every poet's creed. 
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Who sow reas Cowles * f ce pleases yet. 
Hie moral pleases, art wn ceastest τ: 
Vorgra bm ovr, aay Padare 1. 
Bet ot. [ lowe oe lasgiag οἴ sus hean 
‘Yer sure, w.reit, Gee were fives men’ 
Whar τσ bait ease che τ ἸσῪ τῇ cui Ben? 
Is all cetaten where ΤΙ wari. mr, 
Not one “2.2 seeds. 226 tana of Jonson's are, 
Of Phaaepeare’s narace, and εἴ γα τ wt: 
How Keacmoat’s -wigeent ececa'd wat Fletcher 
wr: 
How τ: ποῖ, hasty, Wyctericy was slow : 
Bat, for the passiona, Serzhern. mre. an Rowe. 
These, ΠΟΙ taeee, stpper: τὸν ernwded sage, 
Fro eldest Hey word down to Clber's age.’ 
All th.s may te: the pecole’s voice ἃ odd, 
Ie ia, and πὶ is ποῖ, the voce of God. 
To Gammer Garton .f 3 give che bays, 
And yet deny the Car-ines Hastarc prame, 
Or gay ons fathers never ὑσοῖ δ a role ; 
Why thea, I say. the pablie ws a fool. 
Ber let them own, that greater faults thas we 
They had, and greater virtoes, I'll agree. 
Epencer himeeclf affects the obs lete, 
And Syeney's verse halts il] on Roman feet: 
Mikton's strong pinion now noe Heaven can bound, 
Now serpent-like, in prose Le sweeps the ground ; 
Ja qiibbles, ange! and archangel jo:n, 
And God the Father tarns a school ὦ τη. 
Not that I'd lop the beauties from his book, 
Like slashing Bentley with his desperate hook ; 
Or damn ail Shakspeare, like the affected fool 
At court, who hates whate'er he read a: school. 
Put for the wits of either Charles's days, 
The mob of gentlemen who wrote with ease; 
Sprat, Carew, Sed!y, and a hundred more 
(Lake twinkling stars, the miscelanies o’er,) 
One simile, that solitary shines 
In the dry desert of a thousand Jines, 
Or lengthen'd thougit that gleams through many ἃ 


page, 
Has sanctified whole poems for an age. 
I joer my patience, and 1 own it too, 
When works are censured, not as bad, but new ; 
While, if our elders break all reason's lawe, 
These fools demand not pardon but applaose. 
On Avon's bank, where flowers eterna! blow, 
If I but ask if any weed can grow ; 
One tragic sentence if I dare deride, 
Which Betterton’s grave action dignified, 
Or well-mouth'’d Booth with emphasis proclaims 
(Thongh but, perhaps, a muster-roll of names,) 
How will our fathers rise up ina rage, 
And swear all shame is Jost in George's age! 
You'd think no fools disgraced the former reign, 
Did not some grave examples yet remain, 
Who scorn a Jad should teach his father skill, 
And having once been wrong, will be so still. 
He, who to seem more deep than you or I, 
Extols old barda, or Merlin'’s prophecy, 
Mistake him not; he envies, not admires, 
And to detrase the sons exalts the sires. 
Had ancient times conspired to disallow 
Whiat then was new, what had been ancient now ἢ 
Or what remaiin’d, so worthy to be read 
By learned critica, of the mighty dead ? 
In days of cane, when now the weary sword 


™ Vas sheath’d, and luxury with Charles restored ; 


ia seers sce of Sheeg?: cons mceoved, 
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To tetca the!r frezul virtzes to Εἰς heir; 
To prove that loxury cozh never ho-d; 
And piace on good secuniy. kis zord. 
Now umes 2- changed, aad one poetic itch 
Has seized the court and city. poner and nch; 
Sors, sires, and zrar-is:res, ail wil bear the beys: 
Our wives read Muj:oa, ard car daughters plays; 
To theatres and to rehearsals throng, 
_ And ail our grace at table is a sung. 
J, who το oft renounce the Mases, lie, 
Not ***"9 se’ eer tells more Eds than I; 
. When sick of Muse, our follies we depiore, 
And prom:se our best fnends to rhyme bo more; 
"We wake next morning in a raging fit, 
And call for pen and ink to show our wit. 
i He served a ‘prenticeship, who sets up shop; 
| Ward tried on puppies, and the poor, his drop; 
.E’en RadcLtfe’s doctors travel first to France, 
Nor dare to practise ull they've learn’d to dance. 
Sho builds a bridge that never drove a pile? 
‘Should Ripley ventare, all the world would smile: 
| But thoee that cannot write, and those who cab, 
All rhyme, and scrawl, and scribble to a man. 

Yet, sir, retlect, the mischief is not great ; 
These madmen never hurt the church or state 
Sometimes the folly benefits mankind ; 

And rarely avarice taints the tuneful mind. 
Allow him but his plaything of a pen, 

He ne’er rebels, or plots, like other men: 

Flights of cashiers, or mobs he'll never mind, 
And knows πὸ Joasses while the Muse is kind. 
To cheat a friend, or ward, he leaves to Peter; 
The good man heaps up nothing but mere metre; 
Enjoys his garden and his book in quiet ; 

And then—a perfect hermit in his diet. 

Of little use the man you may suppose, 

Who says in verse, what others say in prose : 
Yet let me show a poct’s of some weight, 

And (though no soldier) useful to the state. 

What will a child learn sooner than a song? 
What better teach a foreigner the tongue ? 
What's long or short, each accent where to place, 
And speak in public with sume sort of grace ! 
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ural ancestors, with little bless’d, 

of Jabour when the end was rest, 
ἃ the day that housed their annual grain, 
asts, and offerings, and a thankful strain; 
" their wives, their sons, and servants share, 
“their toil, and partners of their care : 
igh, the jest, attendants on the bow], 
ied every brow, and open’d every soul: 
‘owing years the pleasing licence grew, 
ints alternate innocently flew. 
es corrupt, and nature ill-inclined, 
ad the point that left a sting behind ; 
end with friend, and families at strife, 
hant malice raged through private life. 

It the wrong, or fear'd it, took the alarm, 
ἃ to law, and justice lent her arm. 
th by wholesome dread of statutes bound, 
ets learn'd to please, and not to wound ; 
arp'd to fluttery's side ; but some more nice, 
ed the freedom and forbore the vice. 
satire rose, that just the medium hit, 
als with morals what it hurts with wit. 
conquer’d France, but felt our captive's 
+harms ; 

3 Victorious triumph’d o'er our arms ; 

to soft refinements less a foe, 

w polite, and numbers learn’d to flow. 
was smooth ; but Dryden taught to join 
ying verse, the full resounding line, 

ig Majestic march, and energy divine : 

still some traces of our rustic vein 

aysoot verse remain'd, and will remain. 
ΤΥ late, correctuess grew our care, 

he tired nation breathed from civil war. 
tacine, and Cornefle’s noble fire, 

us that France had something to admire. 


Not but the ttagic spirit was our own, 

And full in Shakspeare, fair in Otway, shone: 
But Otway fail’d to polish or refine, 

And fluent Shakspeare scarce etfaced a line. 
E’en copious Dryden wanted, or forgot, 

The last and greatest art, the art to blot. 

Some doubt, if equal pains, or equal fire, 
The humbler muse of comedy require. 

But in known images of life, I guess 

The labour greater, as the indulgence 688. 
Observe how seldom e'en the best succeed : 
Tell me if Congreve's fools are fools indeed 7 
What pert low dialogue has Farquhar writ! 
How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit. 
The stage how loosely dues Astra:a tread, 
Who fairly puts all characters to bed! 

And idje Cibber, how he breaks the laws, 

To make poor Pinkey eat with vast applause ! 
But fill their purse, our poets’ work is done, 
Alike to them, by pathos or by pun. 

O you! whom vanity's light bark conveys 
On fame’s mad voyage, by the wind of praise, 
With what a shifting gale your course you ply, 
For ever sunk tou low, or borne too high ; 
Who pants for glory finds but short repose ; 
A breath revives him, or a breath o’erthrows. 
Farewell the stage! if, just as thrives the play, 
The silly bard grows fat, or falls away. 

There still remains, to mortify a wit, 
The many-headed monstcr of the pit :- 
A senseless, worthless, and unhonour’d crowd : 
Who, to disturb their betters mighty prond, 
Clattering their sticks before ten lines are rpoke, 
Call for the farce, the bear, or the black-joke. 
What dear delight to Britons farce affords ! 
Ever the taste of mobs, but now of lords! 
(Taste, that eternal wanderer, which flies 
From heads to cars, and now from ears to eyes .) 
The play stands still; damn action and discourse, 
Back fly the scenes, and enter foot and horse ; 
Pageants on pageants, in Jong order drawn, 
Peers, heralds, bishops, ermine, gold, and lawn; 
The champion too! and to complete the jest, 
Old Edward's armoar beams on C:bber’s breast. 
With laughter sure Democritus had died, 
Had he beheld an audience gape so wide. 
Let bear or elephant be e’er so white, 
The people sure, the people are the sight! 
Ah luckless poet! stretch thy lungs and roar, 
That bear or elephant shall heed thee more ; 
While all its throats the gallery extends, 
And all the thunder of the pit ascends! 
Loud as the wolves, on Orca’s stormy steep, 
Howl to the roarings of the northern deep. 
Such is the shout, the long-applauding note, 
At Quin’s high plume, or Oldfield’s petticoat, 
Or when from court a birthday suit bestow’d, 
Sinks the lost actor in the tawdry load. 
Booth enters—hark ! the universal peal! 
‘But has he spoken?’ Not a syllable. 
What shook the stage, and made the people stare; 
Cato's long wig, fower'’d gown, and lacquer'd chair 

Yet, lest you think I rally more than teach, 
Or praise malignly arts I cannot reach, 

Let me for once presume to instruct the times 
To know the poet from the man of rhymes: 
"Tis he who gives my breast a thousand pains, 
Can make me feel each passion that he feigns , 
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Bat meat, when, runing with too weak a wing, 
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And frean the moment we ob!.ze the town, 

Expect 2 piace or pension from the crown; 

Or, dubb'd hustorians by express command, 

To enrol your tnumples o'er the seas and land, 

Be call’d to court to plan some work divine, 

As once for Louis, BoJeau and Racine. 

Yet thnk, great sir! ‘so many virtues shown) 
Ab! think what poct test may make them known: 
Or choose at least some minister of grace, 

Fit to bestow the laureat’s weighty place. 

Charles, to late times to be transmitted fair, 
Assign'd his figure to Bernini's care: 

And great Nassau to Kneller’s hand decreed 
To fix him graceful on the bounding steed ; 

So well in paint and stone they judge of merit: 
But kings in wit may want discerning spirit. 
The hero William, and the martyr Charles, 


One knighted Blackmore, and one pension’d Quarles; 


Which made old Ben and surly Dennis swear, 
*No Lord ’s anointed, but a Russian bear.’ 

Not with such majesty, such bold relief, 
The forms august, of king, or conquering chief, 
E’er swell’d on marble, as in verse have shined 
(In polish’d verse} the manners and the mind. 
! could I mount on the Mzonian wing, 
Your arms, your actions, your repose to sing; 


What seas you traversed, and what fields you fought! 


Your country's peace, how oft, how dearly bought! 
How barbarous rage subsided at your word, 


And nations wonder’d while they dropp’d the sword ! 


How, when you nodded, o’er the land and deep, 


Peace stole her wing, and wrapp’d the world in sleep; 


Till earth's extremes your meditation own, 
Aud Ania’s tyrants tremble at your throne-- 
But verse, alas! your majesty disdains ; 

And I’m not used to panegyric strains: 

The zeal of fools offends at any time, 

But most of all, the zeal of fools in rhyme. 
Besides, ἃ fate attends on all 1 write, 

That when I aim at praise they say [ bite. 

A vile encominm doubly ridicules : 

Thore 's nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 
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Once and but on-e: ἴ ca:aht him in a he, 
"And then, unwh:pp'd, he hid the grace to ery: 
The fault be has 1 farrly shit reveal, 
Could you o’erlook bat that if is, to steal.’ 
| If, after this, vou tock te graceful lad, 
| Could you compiain, my fnend, he proved so bad? 
| Faith, in such case, if you st:ould prosecute, 
I think, sir God:rev should decide the suit ; 
‘Who sent the thief that stole the cash, away, 
And punish’d him that put it in his way. 
Consider then, and judge me in this light: 
Ι told you when I went, I could not write ; 
You said the sime; and are you discontent 
With laws to which you gave your own assent? 
Nay worre, to ask for verse at such a time! 
Do ye think me good for nothing but to rhyme? 

In Anna’s wars, a soldier poor and old 
Had dearly earn'd a little purse of gold; 

Tired with a tedions march, one luckless night, 
He slept, poor dog! and lost it to a doit. 

This put the man in such a desperate mind, 
Between revenge and grief, and hunger join’d, 
Against the foc, himself, and all mankind, 

He leap'd the trenches, scaled a castle wall, 
Tore down a standard, took the fort and all. 
*Prodigious well! his great commander cried, 
Gave him much praise, and some reward beside 
Next, pleased his excellence a town to batter, 
(Its name I know not, and "tis no great matter :) 
‘Go on my friend,” he cried, ‘see yonder walls! 
Advance and conquer! go where glory calls! 
More honours, more rewards, attend the brave.’ 
Don't you remember what reply he gave ! 

‘Do you think me, noble general, such a sot?- 
Let him take castles who has ne’er a groat' 

Bred up at home, full eqy | begun 
To read in Greek the wrath of Peleus son. 
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en thousand verses, now stand still ? 
what would you have me do, 
twenty I can please not two ? 

‘roics only deigns to praise, 

hat, and that Pindaric lays? 

: pheasant’s wing, and one the leg; 
vil, the fearned roast an egg : 

o hit the palates of such guests, 

ld loves what Dartineuf detests. 
may relapse, for want of grace, 

ne: can London be the place 7 

8 muse, or self, or soul attends, 

ad courts, law, business, feasts, and 
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ends to execute a deed: 

me I will hear him read: 

‘d at nine you'll find me there— 
rtain, sir, in Bloomsbury-square— 
rde at twelve iny cause comes on— 
searsal, sir, exact at one. 

it can study in the streets, 

mind above the mob he meets.’ 
well, however, as one ought; 

oach may chance to spoil a thought ; 
iodding beam, or pig of lead, 

may hurt the very ablest head. 

t seen, at Guildhall’s narrow pass, 
Ἢ dispute it with an ass ? 

ve way, exalted as they are, 

Own s-r-v—nce in a car? 

oet! and in such a crowd, 

drous verse—but not aloud. 

ttoes and to groves we run, 
silence, every Muse’s son: 

imeelf, for any grand effort, 

and doze at Tooting or Earl’s-Court. 
thyme in this eterna] roar ? 
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The boys flock round him, and the people stare : 
So stiff, so mute! some statue, you would swear, 
Stepp'd from its pedestal to take the air! 
And here, while town, and court, and city roars, 
With mobs, and duns, and soldiers at their doors ; 
Shall I, in London, act this idle part, 
Composing songs for fools to get by heart ? 
The Temple late two brother sergeants saw, 
Who deem’d each other oracles of law ; 
With equal talents, these congenial souls, 
One lull’d the Exchequer, and one stunn’d the Rolls, 
Each had a gravity would make yuu split, 
And shook his head at Murray as a wit. 
*T was, ‘Sir, your law’—and ‘Sir, your eloquence,’ 
‘Yours, Cowper’s manner’—‘and yours, Talbot's 
sense.” 
Thus we dispose of all poetic merit, 
Yours Milton’s genius, and mine Homer's spirit. 
Call Tibbald Shakspeare, and he’ll swear the Nine, 
Dear Cibber ! never match’d one ode of thine. 
Loff! how we strut through Merlin’s Cave, to see 
No poets there, but Stephen, you, and me. 
Walk with respect behind, while we at ease 
Weave laurel crowns, and take what names we 
please. 
‘My dear Tibullus !’ If that will not do, 
Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you; 
Or, I’m content, allow me Dryden's strains, 
And you shall raise up Otway for your pains. 
Much do I suffer, much to keep in peace 
This jealous, waspish, wrong-head, rhyming race ; 
And much must flatter, if the whim should bite 
To court applause by printing what I write: 
But let the fit pass o’er, I’m wise enough 
To stop my ears to their confounded stuff. 
In vain bad rhymers all mankind reject, 
They treat themselves with most profound respect ; 
’Tis to small purpose that you hold your tongue, 
Each, praised within, is happy all day long: 
But how severely with themselves proceed 
The men who write such verse as we can read ? 
Their own strict judges, not a word they spare 
That wants or force, or light, or weight, or care, 
Howe’ er unwillingly it quits its place, 
Nay, though at court, perhaps, it may find grace: 
Such they'll degrade ; and sometimes, in its stead, 
In downright charity revive the dead ; 
Mark where a bold, expressive phrase appears, 
Bright through the rubbish of some hundred years ; 
Command old words that long have slept, to wake, 
Words that wise Bacon or brave Raleigh spake ; 
Or bid the new be English ages hence 
(For use will father what’s begot by sense,) 
Pour the full tide of eloquence along, 
Serenely pure, and yet divinely strong, 
Rich with the treasures of each foreign tongue ; 
Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine, 
But show no mercy to an empty line : 
Then polish all, with so much life and ease, 
You think ‘tis nature, and a knack to please: 
‘But ease in writing flows from art, not chance ; 
As those move easiest who have learn’d to dance 
If such the plague and pains to write by rule, 
Better, say I, be pleased, and play the fool; 
Call, if you will, bad rhyming a disease, 
It gives men happiness, or leaves them ease. 
There lived in pruno Georgii (they record) 
A worthy member, no small fool, a lord ; 
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Sonn aa lester at my conrtry door, 
My mind rew:mes the thread it dropo’d before ; 
Thooghts whiea at Hyde-park earner I forgot, 
Meet awd το λα me, in the oens.ve grt: 
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if, when the more you dnok, the more you crave, 


You tell the doctor; when the more you have, 
Tre more you want, why ot with equal ease 
Cofea an well your foily 1s disease ἢ 
The beat resolves this matter in 2 trice, 
* Men only feel the smart, but not the vice.’ 
When golden angels cease to cure the evil, 
You give all royal witcheraft to the devil : 
When servile chaplains cry, that birth and place 
Endne a peer with honour, truth and grace, 
Look in that bresat, most dirty dean ! be fair, 
Say, can you find out one such Jodger there ? 
Yer still, ποῖ heeding what your heart can teach, 
You go to church to hear these flauterers preach. 
ludeed, could wealth bestow or wit or merit, 
A grain of courage, or a spark of spirit, 
The wisest nan might blush, 1 must agree, 
If D*** loved sixpence more than he. 
If there be truth in Jaw, and use can give 
A property, that’s yours on which you live. 
Delightful Abs-court, if its fields afford 
Their fruits to you, confesses you its lord: 
All Worldly’s hens, nay, partridge, sold to town, 
His venison too a guinea mikes your own: 
He bought at thousands, what with better wit 
You purchase as you want, and bit by bit: 


Now, or long since, what difference will be found ? 


You pay a penny, and he pid ἃ pound. 
Heatheote himself, and such large-acred men, 

Lords of fat E’sham, or of Lincoln fen, 

Buy every stick of wood that lends them heat ; 

Buy every pullet they afford to eat. 

Yet these are wights, who fondly call their own 

Hlalf that the devil o’erlooks from Lincola-town, 

The laws of God, as well as of the land, 

Abhor a perpetuity should stand : 

Estates have wings, and hang in fortune’s power, 

Loose on the point of every wavering hour, 

Ready, by foree, o¢ of your own accord, 

By wale, ut least by death, to change their lord. 
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tls known alone to thar Direct.ng Power, 
Woo f.rms the cenias in the aatal hour; 
That Ged of a ture, who w.thin us salt, 
‘Inches our act.cn, not constrains our will; 
Various of temper, as of face or frame, 
Each individual : {1 great cod the same. 
Yes, sir, how email soever be my heap, 
A part I will enjoy, as well as keep. 
My heir may sigh, and think it want of grace, 
A man so poor would lve without a placc : 
But sure no statute ip his favour saya, 
How free or frugal I shall pass my days: 
I who at some times spend, at others spare, 
Divided between carclessness and care. 
Τί" one thing madly to disperse my store ; 
Another, not to heed to treasure more : 
Glad, like a boy, to enatch the first good day, 
And pleased, if sordid want be fur away. 
What is *t to me ‘a passenger God wot) 
Whether my vessel be first-rate or not? 
The ship itself may make a better figure ; 
But I that sail am neither less nor bigger : 
I neither strut with every fuvouring breath, 
Nor strive with all the tempest in my teeth. 
In power, wit, figure, virtue, fortune, placed 
Behind the foremost, and before the last. 
‘But why all this of avarice ? I have none.’ 
Ι wish you joy, sir, of a tyrant gone ! 
But does no other lord it at this hour, 
As wild and mad ? the avarice of power ? 
Does neither rage inflame, nor fear appal? 
Not the black fear of death that saddens all ? 
With terrors round, can reason hold her thrones 
Despise the known, nor tremble at the unknow® 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 
In spite of witches, devils, dreams and fire ? 
Pleased to look forward, p'eased to look behind, 
And count each birth-day with a grateful mod 7 
Has life no sourness, drawn so near its end ! 
Canat thou endure a foe, forgive a friend ? 
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Has age but melted the rough parts away, In Jove’s, in nature’s spite, the siege they hold, . 
As winter-fruits grow mild ere they decay ? And scorn the flesh, the devil, and all but gold. 
Or will you think, my friend, your business done, These write to lords, some mean reward to get, 
When, of a hundred thors, you pull out one? As needy beggars sing at doors for meat. 

Learn to live well, or fairly make your will; Those write because all write, and so have still 
You've play'd, and loved, and ate, and drank your fill: | Excuse for writing, and for writing ill. 
Walk sober off, before a sprightlier age Wretched indeed ! but far more wretched yet 
Comes tittering on, and shoves you from the stage: | Is he who makes his meal on others’ wit : 
Leave such to trifle with more grace and ease, *Tis changed, no doubt, from what it was before ; 
Whom folly pleases, and whose follies please. His rank digestion makes it wit no more: 


Sense, pass'd through him, no longer is the same ; 
For food digested takes another name. 
THE I pass o'er all those confessors and martyrs, 


r Who live like S—tt—n, or who die like Chartres, 
SATIRES OF Dr. JOHN DONNE, Out-cant old Esdras, or out-drink his heir ; 


DEAN OF ST. PAUL'S, Out-usure Jews, or Irishmen out-swear; 
Wicked as pages, who in early years 
VERSIFIED. Act sins which Prieca’s confessor scarce hears. 
E’en those I pardon, for whove sinful sake 
Quid vetat et nosmet Lucili scripta ‘egentes Schoolmen new tenements in hell must make; 


Quetere num illius, num rerum dura negarit 


τς ᾿ Of whose strange crimes no canonist can tell 
Versiculos natura magis factos, et cuntes 


In what commandment’s large contents they dwell 


Mottius ? — Hor. One, one man only breeds my just offence ; 
SATIRE IL Whom crimes gave wealth, and wealth gave impu- 
Yrs ; thank my stars! as early as 1 knew Time, that at last matures a clap to pox, 
This town, I had the sense to hate it too: Whose gentle progress makes a calf an ox, 
Yet here, as δ᾽ δὴ in hell, there must be still And brings all natural events to pass, 
One gant-vice, so excellently ill, Hath made him an attorney of an ass. 
That all beside one pities, not abhors : No young divine, new-beneficed, can be 
As who knows Sappho, emiles at other whores. More pert, more proud, more positive than he. 
I graut that poetry's a crying sin; What further could I wish the fop to do, 
It brought (no doubt) the excise and army in: But turn a wit, and scribble verses too ? 
Catch’d like the plague, or love, the Lord knows how, | pierce the soft labyrinth of a lady's ear 
But that the cure ia starving, all allow. With rhymes of this per cent, and that per year ? 
Yet like the papist’s, is the poet’s state, Or court a wife, spread out his wily parts, 
Poor and disarm’d, and hardly worth your hate ? Like nets, or lime-twigs, for rich widows’ hearts; 
Here a lean bard, whose wit could never give 
Himself a dinner, makes an actor live: 
The thief:condemn'd, in law already dead, Rams and slings now are silly battery, 
So prompts, and saves a rogue who cannot read. Pistolets are the best artillery. 
mus as the pipes of some carved organ move, And they who write to lords, rewards to get, 
δὲ gilded puppets dance and mount above. Are they not like singers at doors for meat? 
eaved by the breath the inspiring bellows blow. =] ang they who write, because all write, have still 
The inspiring bellows lie and pant below. That ‘scuse for writing, and for writing ill. 
One sings the fair: but songs no longer move : But he is worst, who beggarly doth chaw 
~~ Tats rhymed to death, nor maid to love: Other wits’ fruits, and in his ravenous maw 
Rankly digested, doth those things out-spue, 
SATIRE I. As his own things; and they're his own, "tis 
Sim; though (I thank God for it) I do hate true; 
erfectly all this town : yet there's one state For if one eat my meat, though it be known 
In all ili things, so excellently best, The meat was mine, the excrement's his own. 
That hate tow'rds them, breeds pity tow'rds the rest.| But these do me no harin, nor they which use, 
ough poetry, indeed, be such a sin, * * » * to out-usure Jews, 
As] think, that brings dearth and Spaniards in: To out-drink the sea, t’ outswear the letanie, 
Though like the pestilence and old-fashion'd love, Who with sins all kinds as familiar be 
Udlingly it catch men, and doth remove As confessors, and for whose sinful sake 
ever, ull it be starved out; yct their state Schoolmen new tenements in hell must make, 
Poor, digarm’d, like papists, not worth hate. Whose strange sins canonists could hardly tell 


One ‘like a wretch, which at the bar judged as dead, | In which commandment's large receit they dwell. 
¢t prompts him which stands next, and cannot read| But these punish themselves. The insolence 


nd saves his life) gives idiot actors means Of Coscus, only, breeds my just offence, 
Starving himself) to live by’s labour’d scenes. Who time (which rots all, and makes botches pox, 
As in eome organs puppets dance above, And plodding on, must make a calf an ox) 


And as bellows pant below, which then do move, Hath made a lawyer; which (alas) of late ; 
ΔΘ would move love by rhymes; but witchcraft’s | But scarce a poet : jollier of this state, 
charms Than are new beneticed ministers, be throws 


Bring uot now their old fears, nor their old harms: | Like nets or lime-twigs whereso’er he goes 
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More, more than ten Sclavonians s-olding, more So haze that men .5 our umes forwardness) 
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Jaw practice for mere gain: bold soul repute When Luther was profess’d, he did desire 

Wore than unbrothel'd trumpets prestitate. Short Pater-nosters, saying as a fryer 

Now Ike an owl-bke watchman he must walk, Each day his beads : but having left those laws, 
Hse hand still ata ball; now he most talk Adds to Christ's prayer, the power and glory claase\ 
hilly, like praoner, which whole months will swear, | But when ke sells or changes land, he impaires 
That only suretiship had brought them there, The writings, and (unwatch'd) leaves out ses heures, 
And to every stitor lye in every thing, As slily as any commentator goes by 

Like a king's favourite—or like a king. Hard words, or sense ; or, in divinity, 

Like a wedge in a block, wring to the barre, As controverters in vouch'd texts, leave out 
Hearing like asnen, and more shancless farre Shrewd words, which might against them clear the 
Than carted whores, lye to the grave judge: for doubt. 

Hastardy abounds not in king's titles, nor Where are these spread woods which cloathed 
Simony and Sodomy in churchmen’s lives, heretofore 

As these things do in him; by these he thrives. Those bought lands? not built, nor burnt within door 
Shortly (as th’ sea) he'll compass all the land, Where the old landlords troops and almes? In halls 
From Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover strand. | Carthusian fasts, and fulsome bacchanals 

And apying heire melting with luxury, Equally I hate. Means bless’d. In rich men’s homes 
Batan will not joy at their sins an he; I bid kill sume beasta, but no hecatombs ; 

For (as a thrifly wench scrapes kitchen-stuffe, None starve, none surfeit so. But (oh) we allow 
And barrelling the droppings and the snuffe Good works as good, but out of fashion now, 

Of wasting candles, which in thirty year, Like old rich wardrobes. But my words none draws 


». Reliquely kept, porchance buys wedding cheer) Within the vast reach of the huge statute's jawes. 
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SATIRE IV. 

it be my time to quit the stage, 
the follies of the age! 
rity with fool and knave, 
eace at least beyond the grave. 
' purgatory here betimes, 
r all my satires, all my rhymes. 
tell, its tortures, fiends, and flames, 
2 trifles, toys, and empty names. 
ish pride my heart was never fired, 
ι itch to admire, or be admired : 
no commission from his grace; 
benefice, I begg’d no place: 
verses, hor new suit to show, 
court !—the devil would have it so. 
ool that in reforming days 
) mass in jest (as story says) 

it think, to pay his fine was odd, 
no form’d design of serving God ; 
nish'd, as if full as proud, 

ill, as negligent of good, 

ebt, without a thought to pay, 

jle, and as false, as they 

court, for going once that way! 

[ enter’d, when, behold! there came 
‘+h Adam has been posed to name; 
fused it lodging in his ark, 

e race of reptiles might embark: 
ister, than on Afric’s shore, 

got, or slimy Nilus bore, 


Woodward's wondrous shelves contain, 


lying travellers can feign. 

rould hardly let him pass at noon, 

ld swear him dropp’‘d out of the moon; 
he mob, when next we find or make 
t, shall for a Jesuit take, 


SATIRE IV. 


may now receive, and die. My sin 
at; but yet I have been in 
such as fear’d Hell is 
and scant map of this. 
ieither with pride’s itch, nor hath been 
h love to see or to be seen; 
there, nor new suit to show, 
court; but as Glare which did go 
‘st, catch’d, was fain to disburse 
| markes which is the statutes curse, 
iped ; so it pleased my destiny 
rin of going) to think me 
ul ill, and good as forget- 
lustful, and as much in debt, 
itless, and as false, as they 
iff court, for once going that way. 
[ suffer’d this : towards me did run 
strange, than on Nile’s slime the sun 
all which into Noah's ark came; 
h would have posed Adam to name: 
seven antiquarics’ studies, 
monsters, Guianaes rarities, 
strangers: one who, for a Dane, 
massacre had sure been slain, 
d then; and without help dies, 
‘© "prentices 'gainst strangers rise ; 
ne watch at noon scarce lets go by: 


And the wise justice starting from his chair 
Cry, ‘ By your priesthood tell me what you are?’ 
Such was the wight: the apparel on his back, 
Though coarse, was reverend, and though bare, was 
black : 
The suit, if by the fashion one might guess, 
Was velvet in the youth of good queen Bess, 
But mere tuff-taffety what now remain’d; 
So time, that changes all things, had ordain’d! 
Our sons shall see it leisurely decay, 
First turn plain rash, then vanish quite away. 
This thing has travell’d, speaks each language too, 
And knows what’s fit for every state to do; 
Of whose best phrase and courtly accent join’d, 
He forms one tongue, exotic and refined. 
Talkers I've learn’d to bear; Morteux I knew, 
Henley himself I've heard, and Budgel too. 
The doctor's wormwood style, the hash of tongues 
A pedant makes, the storm of Gonson’s lungs, 
The whole artillery of the terms of war, 
And (all those plagues in one) the bawling bar; 
These I could bear; bat not a rogue so civil, 
Whose tongue will compliment you to the devil 
A tongue that can cheat widows, cancel scores, 
Make Scots speak treason, cozen subtlest whores, 
With royal favourites in flattery vie, 
And Oldmixon and Bamet both outlie. 
He spies me out; I whisper, ‘Gracious God ! 
What sin of mine could merit such a rod 7 
That all the shot of dulness now must be 
From this thy blunderbuss discharged on me!’ 
‘Permit,’ he cries, ‘no stranger to your fame 
To crave your sentiment, if δ your name. 
What speech esteem you most?” ‘Theking’s,’ said I. 
‘But the best words 7"--- O, sir, the dictionary.’ 
‘You miss my aim! I mean the most acute 
And perfect speaker ?’—‘ Onslow, past dispate.’ 


‘Sir, by your priesthood, tell me what you are ?’ 

His clothes were strange, though coarse, and black 

though bare, 
Sleeveless his jerkin was, and had it been 
Velvet, but "twas now, (so much ground was seen) 
Become tuff-taffaty ; and our children shall 
See it plain rash a while, then nought at all. 
The thing hath travail’d, and faith, speaks all 
tongues 
And only knoweth what to all states belongs, 
Made of the accents, and best phrase of all these 
He speaks one language. If strange meats disploase 
Art can deceive, or hunger force my taste; 
But pedants motly tongue, soldiers bumbast, 
Mountebanks drug-tongue, nor the terms of law, 
Are strong enough preparatives to draw 
Me to hear this ; yet 1 must be content 
With his tongue, in his tongue call'd complement: 
In which he can win widows, and pay scores, 
Make men speak treason, couzen subtlest whores 
Outflatter favourites, or outlie either 
Jovius, or Surius, or both together. 

He names me, and comes to me; I whisper, God, 
How have 1 sinn’d that thy wrath’s furious rod, 
This fellow, chooseth me! he saith, ‘ Sir, 

J love your judgment, whom do you prefer 
For the best linguist 7° and I seelily 


1 the examining justice sure would cry,| Said that I thought Calepine’s dictionary. 
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i shal] chuck, or lady vole, 

sing courtier will have toll. 
strumpet places sells for life, 

vis lands, what citizen his wife : 
| proves him wiser still than all) 
ice is not a whited wall. 
Voodward’s patients, sick and sore, 
eate,—yet he thrusts in more: 

"s balance, tops the statesman’s part, 
sttes and postboys o'er by heart 
5 at sight of loathsome meat, 

.T yawn, I sigh, I sweat. 

insed spy, who nothing can 

rt, he libels every man ; 

place entail'd for years to come, 
wion to the day of doom: 

price of every office paid, 

wars thrive ill, because delay’d : 
by connivance of the court, 

bs on, and Dunkirk’s still a port. 
izement seized on Circe’s guests, 
‘Ives fall headlong into beasts, 
find a subject staid and wise 
turn‘d traitor by surprise. 

‘tion slide from him to me; 

, some give it to get free ; 
swallow me, methought I saw 
ant statutes ope its jaw. 
moment, as another lie 

ilt, the minister came by. 

Ὁ, and bows, and bows again, 

s Umbra, joins the dirty train 
self more impudently near, 

3 nose is in his prince’s ear 


courtier; and wiser than all us, 

tat lady is not painted. Thus 

5 meats cloys me. I belch, spue, spit, 
i sickly, like a patient, yet 

more, and as he had undertook, 
Belgicus without book, 

states and deeds that have been since 
s came to the loss of Amyens. 

fe, at sight of loathed meat, 

ail: so I sigh, and sweat 

nakaron talk: in vain, for yet, 
mour, or his own to fit, 

vileged spie, whom nothing can 

els now gainst each great man. 

» price of every office paid ; 

wars thrive ill, because delaid : 

re entailed, and that there are 
fthem, lasting as far 

ty; and that great officers 
Spaniards share, and Duukirkers. 
zed than Circe’s prisoners, when 
mselves turn beasts, felt myself then 
ytor, and methought J saw, , 
ant statutes ope its Jaw 
n for hearing him: I found 
; venemous leachers do grow sound 
ers their sores, 1 might grow 
2 free: therefore I did show 
yathing ; but since I am in, 
ine, and my forefathers sin 
sthing. Therefore to my power 
stubbornly I bear, but the hower 


I quaked at heart: and, still afraid to see 

All the court fill’d with stranger things than he, 

Ran out as fast as one that pays his bail, 

And dreads more actions, hurries from a jail. 
Bear me, some god! oh quickly bear me hence 

To wholesome solitude, the nurse of sense ! 

Where contemplation prunes her ruffled wings, 

And the free soul looks down to pity kings! 

There sober thought pursued the amazing theme, 

Till fancy colour'd it, and form’d a dream. 

A vision hermits can to hell transport, 

And forced e’en me to see the damn’d at court. 

Not Dante, dreaming all the infernal state, 

Beheld such scenes of envy, sin, and hate. 

Base fear becomes the guilty, not the free ; 

Suits tyrants, plunderers, but suits not me : 

Shall 1, the terror of this sinful town, 

Care, if a liveried lord or smile or frown ? 

Who cannot flatter, and detest who can, 

Tremble before a noble serving-man ? 

O my fair mistress, Truth! shall I quit thee 

For huffing, braggart, puft nobility 7 

Thou, who since yesterday hast roll’d o’er all 

The busy, idle blockheads of the ball, 

Hast thou, oh Sun! beheld an emptier sort, 

Than such as swell this bladder of a court ? 

Now pox on those that show a court in wax! 

It ought to bring all courtiers on their backs : 

Such painted puppets! such a varnish’d race 

Of hollow gewgaws, only dress and face ! 

Such waxen noses, stately staring things— 

No wonder some folks bow, and think them kings. 


Of mercy now was come: he tries to bring 
Me to pay a fine to ‘scape a torturing ; 
And says, ‘Sir, can you spare me—?’ J said, ‘ Wil- 
lingly "᾿ 
Nay, sir, can you spare me a crown?’ Thankfully I 
Gave it, as ransom : but as fiddlers, still, 
Though they be paid to be gone, yct needs will 
Thrust one more jigg upon you; so did he 
With his long complimented thanks vex me. 
But he is gone, thanks to his needy want, 
And the prerogative of my crown; scant 
His thanks were ended, when I (which did sce 
All the court fill’d with more strange things than he 
Ran from thence with such, or more haste than one 
Who fears more actions, doth hast from prison. 
At home in wholesale solitariness 
My piteous soul began the wretchedness 
Of suitors at court to mourn ; and a trance 
Like his, who dreamt he saw hell, did advance 
Itself o’er me ; such men as he saw there 
I saw at court, and worse and more. Lo fear 
Becomes the guilty, not the accuser: Then, 
Shall I, none’s slave, of highborn or raised men 
Fear frowns; and my mistress Truth, betray thee 
For the huffing, bragart, puft nobility ? 
No, no, thou which since yesterday has been 
Almost about the whole world, has thou seen, 
O Sua, in all thy journey, vanity, 
Such as swells the bladder of our court? I 
Think he which made your waren garden, and 
Transported it from Italy, to stand 
With us, at London, flouts our courtiers; for 
Just such gay painted things, which no sap, nor 
Taste have in them, ours are: and natural 
Some of the stocks are; their fruits bastard all. 
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See ! where the British youth, engaged no more, 

At Fig’s, at White’s, with felons, or a whore, 

Pay their last duty to the court, and come 

All fresh and fragrant, to the drawing-room ; 

In hues as gay, and odours as divine, 

As the fair fields they sold to look so fine. 

*That 's velvet fora king!’ the flatterer swears ; 
*Tis truce ; for ten days hence "twill be king Lear's. 
Our court may justly to our stage give rules, 

That helps it both to fools’ coats and to fools. 
And why not players strut in courtiers’ clothes ? 
For these are actors too, as well as those: 

Wants reach all states: they beg but better dress'd, 
And all is splendid poverty at best. 

Painted for sight, and essenced for the smell, 
Like frigates fraught with spice and cochineal, 
Sail in the ladies: how each pirate eyes 
So weak a vessel, and so rich a prize ! 
Top-gallant he, and she in all her trim, 

He boarding her, she striking sail to him : 

* Dear countess! you have charms all hearts to hit! 
And ‘Sweet sir Fopling! you have so much wit !’ 
Such wits and beautics are not praised for noaght, 
For both the beauty and the wit are bought. 

*T would burst een Heraclitus with the spleen, 
To sce those anticks, Fopling and Courtin : 

The presence seems, with things so richly odd, 
The mosque of Mahound, or some queer pagod. 
See them survey their limbs by Durer's rules, 

Of all beau-kind the best proportion’d fools ! 
Adjust their clothes, and to confession draw 
Those venial sins, an atom, or a straw : 

But, oh ! what terrors must distract the soul 
Convicted of that mortal crime, a hole : 


*Tis ten o’clock and past ; all whom the mues, 

Baloun, or tennis, diet, or the stews 

Had all the morning held, now the second 

Time made ready, that day, in flocks are found 

In the presence ; and I (God pardon me) 

As fresh and sweet their apparels be, as be 

Their fields they sold to buy them. For a king 

Those hose are, cried the flatterers: and bring 

Them next week to the theatre to sell. 

Wants reach all states: me scems they do as well 

At stage, as courts: all are players. Whoe’er looks 

(For themselves dare not go) o’er Cheapside books, 

Shall find their wardrobes, inventory. Now 

The ladies come. As pirates (which do know 

That there came weak ships fraught with cutchane]) 

The men board them: and praise (as they think) 
well, 

Their beauties; they the men’s wits: both are 
bought. 

Why good wits ne’er wear scarlet gowns, I thought 

This cause, these men, mens wits for speeches buy, 

And women buy all red which scarlets dye. 

He call’d her beauty lime-twigs, her hair net : 

She fears her drugs ill lay’d, her hair loose set : 

Wouldn’t Heraclitus laugh to see Macrine 

From hat to shoe, himself at door refine, 

As if the presence were a mosque ; and lift 

His skirts and hose, and call his clothes to shrift, 

Making them confess not only mortal 

Great stains and holes in them, but venial 

Feathers and dust, wherewith they fornicate ; 

And then by Durer’s rules survey the state 


Or should one pound of powder less bespread 

Those monkey-tails that wag behind their head. 

Thus finish’d, and corrected to a hair, 

They march, to prate their hour before the fair 

So first to preach a white-gloved chaplain goes, 

With band of lily, and with cheek of rose, 

Sweeter than Sharon, in immaculate trim, 

Neatness itself impertinent in him. 

Let but the ladies smile, and they are blese'd: 

Prodigious ! how the things protest ! protest! 

Peace, fools, or Gonson will for papist seize you, 

If once he catch you at your Jesu! Jesu! 
Nature made every fop to plague his brother, 

Just as one beauty mortifies another. 

But here’s the captain that will plague them both, 

Whose air cries, Arm! whose very look 's an cat! 

The captain 's honest, sire, and that ’s enough, 

Though his δου] ’s bullet, and his body buff. 

He spits fore-right ; his haughty chest before, 

Like battering rams, beats open every door: 

And with a face as red, and as awry, 

As Herod's hangdogs in old tapestry, 

Scarecrow to boys, the breeding woman's cure, 

Has yet a strange ambition to look worse : 

Confounds the civil, keeps the rude in awe, 

Jests like a licensed fool, commands like law 
Frighted, I quit the room, but leave it so 

As men from jails to execution go; 

For hung with deadly sins 1 see the wall, 

And lined with giants deadlier than them all: 

Each man an Askapart, of strength to toss 

For quoits, both Temple-bar and Charing-cross 

Scared at the grizly forms, I sweat, I fly, 

And shake all o'er, like a discover'd spy. 


Of his each limb, and with strings the odds tes 

Of his neck to his leg, and waste to thighs. 

So in immaculate clothes and symmetry 

Perfect as circles, with such nicety 

As a young preacher at his first time goes 

To preach, he enters, and a lady which owes 

Him not so much as good-will, he arrests, 

And unto her protests, protests, protests, 

So much as at Rome would serve to have throw 

Ten cardinals into the Inquisition : 

And whispers by Jesu so oft, that a 

Pursuevant would have ravish'd him away 

For saying our lady's Pealter. But ‘tis fit 

That they each other plague, they merit it. 

But here comes Glorious that will plague ‘em bo 

Who in the other extreme only doth 

Call a rough carelessness good fashion : 

Whose cloak his spurs tear, or whom he spits ΟΣ 

He cares not, he. His ill words do no harm 

To him; he rushes in, as if Arm, arm, 

He meant to cry: and though his face be as ill 

As theirs which in old hangings whip Christ, etil 

He strives to look worse ; he keeps all in awe ; 

Jests like a licensed foo], commands like law. 
Tired, now, I leave this place, and but pleased 

As men from gaols to execution go, 

Go, through the great chamber ‘why is it hung 

With these seven deadly sins?) being among 

Those Askaparts, men big enough to throw 

Charing-cross, for a bar, men that do know 

No token of worth, but queens man, and fine 

Living: barrels of beef, flaggons of wine. 
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Courts are too much for wits so weak as mine ; 
Charge them with heaven's artillery, bold divine ! 
From such alone the great rebukes endure, 
Whose satire 's sacred, and whose rage secure ; 
"Tis mine to wash a few light stains ; but theirs 
To deluge sin, and drown a court in tears. 
Howe’er, what’s now Apocrypha, my wit, 
tn time to come may pass for Holy Writ. 


I shook like a spied spy— Preachers which are 
Seas of wit and art, you can, then dare, 
Drown the sins of this place ; but as for me 
Which am but a scant brook, enough shall be 
To wash the stains away: although I yet 
(With Maccabees’ modesty) the known merit 
Of my work lessen, yet some wise men shall, 
I hope, esteem my writs Canonical. 


EPILOGUE TO THE SATIRES. 
IN TWO DIALOGUES. 


WRITTEN IN MDCCXXXVIII. 


DIALOGUE I. 


A joke on Jeky!l, or some odd old Whig, 

Who never changed his principle, or wig ; 

A patriot is a fool in every age, 

Whom all lord chambcriains allow the stage, 
These nothing hurts: they kcep their fashion still, 
And wear their strange old virtue as they will. 

If any ask you, ‘ Who’s the man so near 
His prince, that writes m verse, and has his ear ?” 
Why answer, Lyttleton; and I'll engage 
The worthy youth shall ne’er be in a rage : 

But were his verses vile, his whisper base, 
You'd quickly find him in lord Fangy’s case. 
Sejanus, Wolsey, hurt not honest Fleury, 
But well may put some statesmen in a fury. 

Laugh then at any, but at fools or foes; 

These you but anger, and you mend not those. 
Laugh at your friends, and, if your friends are sore 
So much the better, you may laugh the more. 

To vice and folly to confine the jest, 

Sets half the world, God knows, against the rest ; 
Did not the snecr of more impartial men 

At sense and virtue balance all again. 

Judicious wits spread wide the ridicule, 

And charitably comfort knave and fool. 

P. Dear sir, forgive the prejuvice of youth : 
Adieu distinction, satire, warmth, and truth ° 
Come, harmless characters that no one hit ; 
Come, Henley’s oratory, Osborn’s wit! 

The honey dropping from Favonio’s tongue, 


Fr. Not twice a twelvermonth you appear in print,| The flowers of Bubo, and the flow of Young! 


And when it comes the court sees nothing in’t. 
You grow correct, that once with rapture writ, 
And are, besides, too moral for a wit. 
Decay of parts, alas! we all must feel— 
Why now, this moment, don’t I see you steal ? 
*Tis all from Horace: Horace long before ye 
Said, ‘ Tories call’d him Whig, and Whigs a Tory ;’ 
And taught his Romans in much better metre, 
“Τὸ laugh at fools who put their trust in Peter.’ 

But Horace, sir, was delicate, was nice ; 
Bubo observes, he lash’d no sort of vice : 
Horace would say, Sir Billy served the crown, 
Biunt could do business, Higgins knew the town: 
In Sappho touch the failings of the sex, 
In reverend bishops note some small neglects, 
And own the Spaniard did a waggish thing, 
Who cropp’d our ears, and sent them to the king. 
His sly, polite, insinuating style 
Could please at court, and make Augustus smile : 
An artful manager, that crept between 
His friend and shame, and was a kind of screen. 
But ‘faith your very friends will soon be sore ; 
Patriots there are, who wish you'd jest no more— 
And where’s the glory ? ‘twill be only thought 
The great man never offer’d you a groat. 
Go see Sir Robert— 

P. See Sir Robert !—hum— 

And never laugh—for all my life to come? 
Seen him I have, but in his bappier hour 
Of social pleasure, ill-exchanged for power ; 
Scen him, uncumber’d with a venal tribe, 
Smile without art, and win without a bribe. 
Would he oblige me? let me only find, 
He does not think me what he thinks mankind. 
Come, come, at all I laugh he laughs, no doubt ; 
The only difference is, J dare laugh out. 

F. Why yes: with Seri still you may be free ; 
A horse-Jaugh, if you please, at honesty ; 
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The gracious dew of pulpit eloquence, ; 
And all the well-whipp’d cream of courtly sense, 
That first was 1I—vy’s, F—’s next, and then, 
The S—te’s, and then Hl—vy’s once again. 
O come, that easy Ciccronian style, 
So Latin, yet so Inglish all the whiie, 
As, though the pride of Middleton and Bland, 
All boys may read, and girls may understand *’ 
Then might I sing, without the least offence, 
And all I sung should be the nation’s sense ; 
Or teach the melancholy muse to mourn, 
Hang the sad verse on Caroiina’s urn, 
And haii her passage to the realms of rest, 
All parts perform’d, and all her children bless’d ! 
So—satire is no more—-I feel it die— 
No gazettcer more innocent than I— 
And let, a God’s name, every fool and knave 
Be graced through life, and flatter'd ia his grave. 

F. Why so? if satire knows its time and place, 
You still may lash the greatest—in disgrace : 
For merit will by turns forsake them all; 
Would you know when ? exactly when they fall. 
But let all satire in all changes spare 
Immortal S—k, and grave ])——re. 
Silent and soft, as saints removed to heaven, 
All ties dissolved, and every sin forgiven, 
These may some gentle ministerial wing 
Receive, and place for ever near a king! 
There, where no passion, pride, or shame transport, 
Lull’d with the sweet nepenthe of a court ; 
There, where no futher’s, brother's, friend's disgrace 
Once break their rest, or stir them from their place; 
But past the sense of human miseries, 
All tears are wiped for ever from all eyes; 
No cheek is known to blush, no heart to throb, 
Save when they lose a question, or a job. 

P. Good Heaven forbid, that I should blast their glory 
Who know how like Whig ministers to Tory; 
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Tiss, tins, my fnend. | canner, met not bear: 
View thes absieed, dormarcs a nation's care: 
Thus calle the εἰπεῖ +o deorecate our sin, 
And horls the thoinder of tte laws on gm 

Let παρᾶς Protos, f Ἐς will, excel 
Ten metropLeans in preaching well; 
A ample ciaker, or a Gz1ker's wif, 
Outdo Landaf in doetrise—yea in life: 
Lat bontde Alien, with 1 awkward shame, 
Do κυ by evalth, and ἢ to find it fame: 
Virtue may chorae 1, high or low degree, 
“Tis just alike to virc:¢ and to m: 
Dwell in a mock, or tight apon a king, 
She's still the same beloved, contented thing. 
Vice ia undone, if she forgets her birth, 
And stoops from ange's to the dregs of earth: 
Bat ‘tis the fall degrades he: to a whore; 
LA greatness own her, and she’s mean no more: 
Her tarth, her beanty, crowds and courts confess, 
Chaste matrons praise her, and grave bishops bless ; 
In goldea chains the willing world she draws, 
And hers the Gospe) is, and hers the laws ; 
Mounts the tribunal, lifts her scarlet head, 
And sexs pale Virtue carted in her stead. 
Lo! at the wheels of her triumphal car, 
Old England's genius, rough with many a scar, 
Dragg’d in the dust! his arms hang idly round, 
His flag inverted trails along the ground ! 
Our youth, all liveried o’er with foreign gold, 
Before her dance : behind her craw] the old! 
See thronging millions to the pagod run, 
And offer country, parent, wife, or son! 
Hear her black trumpet through the land proclaim, 
That not to be cormupted is the shame. 
In soldier, churchman, patriot, man in power, 
*Tis avarice all, ambition is no more! 
See, all oar nobles begging to be slaves! 
See, all our fools aspiring to be knaves ! 
The wit of cheats, the courage of a whore, 
Are what ten thousand envy and adore: 
All, all look up, with reverential awe, 
At crimes that ‘scape or triumph o'er the law: 
While truth, worth, wisdom, daily they decry— 
* Nothing is sacred now but villany.’ 

Yet may this verse (if such a verse remain) 
Show there was one who held it in disdain. 
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P. I fin would please vou, 171 knew with what: 
Teli me, wh.ch knive is Lawfal game, which not? 
Must great offerdess, oxnce escaped the crown, 
Like roral harts, be never more run down ἢ 
Adm yozr law to spare the kn_git requires, 

As beasts of catcre. may we hunt the squires ἢ 
Suppose I cecsure—rou krow what 1 mean— 
To save a bishop, may I c2me a dean ἢ 

F. A cean, sir? 29: bis fortune is not made ; 
You hert a man 113: 5 rising in the trade. 

| P. If not the t-desman who sets up to-day, 
Moch less the 'prent:ce who to-morrow may. 
Down, down, proud satire: though a realm be 

epoil'd, 
Arraign no mightier thief than wretched Wiki: 
Or, if a court or country's mace a job, 
Go drench a pickpocket, and join the mob. 

But, sir, I beg you, for the Jove of vice !) 
The matter's weighty, pray consider twice: 
Have you less pity for the needy cheat, 

The poor and friendless villain, than the great? 
Alas ! the small discredit of a bribe 

Scarce hurts the lawyer, but undoes the scribe. 
Then better sure it charity becomes 

To tax directors, who (thank God) have plums; 
Still better, ministers ; or, if the thing 

May pinch e’en there—why lay it on a king. 

F. Stop! stop! 

P. Must satire, then, nor rise nor fall? 
Speak out, and bid me blame no rogues at all. 
F. Yes, strike that Wild, I'll justify the blow. 
P. Strike? why the man was hang’d ten yess 
ago: 
Who now that obsolete example fears ? 
E’en Peter trembles only for his ears. 

F, What, always Peter? Peter thinks you mad, 
You make men desperate, if they once are bad, 
Else might he take to q@irtue some years hence— 

P. As S—k, if he lives, will love the prince. 
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ange spleen to S—k! 


P. Do I wrong the man? 


ws, I praise a courtier where I can. 
confess there is who feels for fame, 


ts to goodness, need 1 Scarborough name ? 


let me own, in Esher’s peaceful grove 
Kent and nature vie for Pelham’s love,) 
ne, the master, opening ~ my view, 
dream I see my Craggs anew ! 
n a bishop I can spy desert ; 
ἢ decent, Rundel has ἃ heart ; 
with candour are to Benson given ; 
ley every virtue under heaven. 
1 the court a worthy man remove ? 
tant, I declare, he has my love: 
is zenith, court his mild decline; 
mers once, and Halifax, were mine. 
1e clear still mirror of retreat, 
| Shrewsbury, the wise and great ; 
*s calm sense, and Stanhope’s noble flame 


od, and knew their generous end the same : 


‘asing Atterbury’s softer hour! 

ned the soul, unconquer’d in the Tower! 
o I Pulteney, Chesterfield, forget, 

oman spirit charms, and Attic wit? 

the state’s whole thunder born to wield, 
ke alike the senate and the field 7 

dham, just to freedom and the throne, 
iter of our passions, and his own ? 


which I long have loved, nor Joved in vain, 
with their friends, and number’d:- with their 


ain. 
et higher the proud list should end, 

me say, no follower, but a ft end. 

unk not, friendship only prorpts my lays» 
virtue ; where she shines, I praise ; 

he to priest or elder, Whig or Tory, 

1 ἃ quaker’s beaver cast a glory 

(to my sorrow J declare) 

"ith the Man of Ross, or my Lord Mayor. 


their choice of friends (nay look not grave) 


dl a secret bias to a knave: 

an honest man I beat about, 

e him, court him, praise him, in or out. 
1en why so few commended 7 


P. Not so fierce ; 


u the virtue, and I'll find the verse. 

Jom praise—the task can ne’er be done: 
other asks it for her booby son ; 

dow asks it for the best of men, 

she weeps, for him she weds again. 
annot stoop, like satire, to the ground : 
ober may be hang’d, but not be crown’d. 
for half the greatest of these days, 

pe my censure, not expect my praise. 

y not rich 7 what more can they pretend ? 
2y to hope a poet for their friend 7 
ichlieu wanted, Louis scarce could gain, 


at young Ammon wish’d, but wish’d in vain. 


er the muse’s friendship can com mand ; 
er, when virtue claims it, can withstand : 
», Virgil paid one honest line: 

y country’s friends illumine mine !— 


re you thinking? F. 'Faith the thought’s no 


in, 

your friends are out, and would be in. 
merely to come in, sir, they go out, 

y they take is strangely round about. 


F. They too may be corrupted, you'll allow. 
P. I only call those knaves who are so now. 
Is that too little? Come then, 1᾽}1 comply— 
Spirit of Arnall! aid me while I lie: . 
Cobham's a coward, Polwarth is a slave, 
And Lyttleton a dark, designing knave ; 
St. John has ever been a wealthy fool—— 
But Iet me add, Sir Robert's mighty dull, 
Has never made a friend in private life, 
And was, besides, a tyrant to his wife. 
But pray when others praise him, do I blame ? 
Call Verres, Wolsey, any odious name! 
Why rail they then, if but a wreath of mine, 
O all-accomplish’d St. John ! deck thy shrine 7 
What! shall each spur-gall’d hackney of the day 
When Paxton gives him double pots and pay, 
Or each new-pension’d sycophant, pretend 
To break my windows, if | treat a friend, 
Then wisely plead, to me they meant no hurt, 
But ‘twas my guest at whom they threw the dirt? 
Sure, [61 spare the minister, no rules 
Of honour bind me, not to maul] his tools ; 
Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be said 
His saws are toothless, and his hatchets lead. 
It anger’d Turenne, once upon a day, 
To see a footman kick’d that took his pay ; 
But when he heard the affront the fellow gave, 
Knew one a man of honour, one a knave ; 
The prudent genera] turn’d it to a jest, 
And begg’d he'd take the pains to kick the rest: 
Which not at present having time to do— 
F. Hold, sir! for God’s sake, where’s the affront 
to you? 
Against your worship when had S—k writ? 
Or P—ge pour’d forth the torrent of his wit 7 
Or zrant the bard whose distich all commend 
(In power a servant, out of power a friend] 
To W—le guilty of some venial sin ; 
What's that to you who ne’er was out nor in? 
The priest whose flattery bedropt the crown, 
How hurt he you? he only stain’d the gown. 
And how did, pray, the florid youth offend, 
Whose speech you took, and gave it to a friend 7 
P. ’Faith, it imports not much from whom i 
came; 
Whoever borrow’d could not be to blame, 
Since the whole house did afterwards the same. 
Let courtly wits to wits afford supply, 
As hog to hog in huts of Westphaly : 
If one, through nature's bounty or his lord’s 
Has what the frugal, dirty soil affords, 
From him the next receives it, thick or thin, 
As pure a mess almost as it came in ; 
The blessed benefit, not there confined, 
Drops to the third, who nuzzles close behind. 
From tail to mouth, they feed and they carouse ; 
The last full fairly gives it to the house. 
F. This filthy simile, this beastly line 
Quite turns my stomach—— 
P. Sodoes flattery mine : 
And all your courtly civet-cats can vent, 
Perfume to you, to me is excrement. 
But hear me further—Japhet, 'tis agreed, 
Writ not, and Chartres scarce could write or read 
In all the courts of Pindus guiltless quite : 
But pens can forge, my friend, that cannot write ; 
And must no egg in Japhet’s face be thrown, 
Because the deed he forged was not my own ? 
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Unless, good man! he has been fairly in? 
No zealous pastor blame 2 failing spoase, 
Withoof 2 saring reason on his Lrows 7 
And each blasphemer quite escape the rod, 
Beeanse the insa!t ‘s not on man, but God 7 

Ask you what provocation J have had? 
The strong antipathy of good to bad. 
When truth and virtue an affront endures, 
The affront is mine, my friend, and shoeld be yours. . 
Mine, as a foe profess’d tn false pretence, 
Who think a coxcomb's honour like his sense ; 
Mine, as a friend to every worthy mind ; 
And mine as man, who feel for all mankind. 

F. You're strangely proud. 

P. So proad, I am no slave; 


Most never patriot then declaim at gin, 
| 


Yes, 1 am prond : I must be proud to see 
Mea not afraid of God, afraid of me : 
Safe from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne, 
Yet touch'd and shamed by ridicule alone. 

O sacred weapon! left for Trath’s defence, 
Sole dread of folly, vice, and insolence ! 
To all but heaven-directed hands denied, 
The mose may give thee, but the gods mast guide. 
Reverent I touch thee! bat with honest zeal ; 
To rouse the watchmen of the poblic weal, 
To virtue’s work provoke the tardy hall, 
And goad the prelate slumbering in his stall. 
Ye tinsel insects! whom a court maintains, 
That counts your beauties only by your stains, 
Spin all your cobwebs o’er the eye of day ! 
The muse's wing shall brush you all away: 
All his grace preaches, all his lordship sings, 
All that makes saints of queens, and gods of kings ; 
All, all but truth, drops dead-burn from the press, 
Like the last gazette, or the last address. 

When black ambition stains a public cause, 
A monarch's sword when mad vain-glory draws, 
Not Waller’s wreath can hide a nation’s scar, 
Not Boileau turn the feather to a star. 

Not so, when, diadem’d with rays divine, 


Touch’d with the flame that breaks from virtue's 


shrine, 
Her priestess muse forbids the good to die, 
And opes the temple of eternity. 
There, other trophies deck the truly brave, 
Than such as Anstis casts into the grave ; 
Far other stars than * and ** wear, 
And may descend to Mordington from Stair; 
(Such as on Hough's unsullied mitre shine, 
Or beam, good Digby, from a heart like thine) 
Let envy howl, while heaven’s whole chorus 
sings, 

And bark at honour not conferr’d by kings; 
Jct flattery sickening ser the incense rise, 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the skies: 
Trath guards the poet, sanctifies the line, 
And makes immortal verse 4s mean as mine. 

Yer, the last pen for freedom Jet me draw, 
When truth stands trembling on the edge of law ; 
Here, last of Britons! let your names be read : 
Are none, none living ? let me praise the dead, 
And for that cause which made your fathers shine, 
Fall by the votes of their degenerate line. 

F. Alas, alas! pray end what you began, 


So impudent, I own myself no knave ; 
So odd, my country’s ruin makes me grave. 
And write next winter more Easays on Man. 


IMITATIONS OF HORACE 


EPISTLE Τῇ. 
Tmutated in Ue Maaser of Dr. Senrft 


°*Tis trae, τῶν lord, I give my word, 

1 ποιὰ be with τοῦ June the third: 
Changed it to Aug st, ind (in short) 
Have kept it—as you do at covrrt. 
Yona humour me wien | am sick, 
Why not when | am srienetic? 

In town, what objects cond I meet ? 
The shops shat up in every street, 
And funerals blacken:rg a!l the doors, 
And yet more melaacholy whores : 
And what a dust in every place! 

And a thin court that wants your face, 
And fevers raging up and down, 

And W* and H*° both in town! 

* The doz-days are no more the case.’ 
Τίς true, but winter comes apace: 
Then seathward let your bard retire, 
Hold out some months “twixt sun acd fire, 
And you shall see, the first warm weather 
Me and the butterflies together. 

My lord, your favours well I know: 
"Tis with distinction you bestow : 

And not to every one that comes, 

Just as a Scotsman docs his plums. 

‘ Pray take them, sir—Enough ‘s a feast: 
Eat some, and pocket up the rest’— 
What, rob vour boys? those pretty rogues. 
‘No, sir, you'll leave them to the hogs.’ 
Thus fools with compliments besiege ye, 
Contriving never to oblige ye. 

Scatter your favours on a fop, 
Ingratitude ’s the certain crop; 

And ‘tis but just, 11} tell you wherefore, 
You give the things you never care for. 
A wise man always is or should 

Be mighty ready to do good ; 

But makes a difference in his thought 
Betwist a guinea and a groat. 

Now this I'll say, you’ll find in me 
A safe companion and a free ; 

But if you'd have me always near— 

A word, pray, in your honour’s eer: 

I hope it is your resolution 

To give me back my constitution ! 

The sprightly wit, the lively eye, 

The engaging smile, the gaiety, 

That lavgh’d down many a summer sun 
And kept you up so oft till one! 

And all that voluntary vein, 

As when Belinda raised my strain. 

A weasel once made shift to slink 
In at a corn loft through a chink ; 

But having amply stuff'd his skin, 
Could not get out as he got in; 
Which one belonging to the house 
("Twas not a man, it was a mouse) 
Observing, cried, ‘ You ’scape not 80 ; 
Lean as you came, sir, you must go.’ 

Sir, you may spare yuur application, 
I'm no such beast, nor his relation ; 
Not one that temperance advance, 
Cramm’d to the throat with ortolans ; 
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' ready to resign 

ay make me none of mine; 
subscriptions take who please, 
but liberty and ease. 

at I said to Craggs and Child, 
ied my modesty, and smiled. 
"I cried (enough for me,) 

|, and independency" 

an annual rent or two, 
——just as you see I do; 

and without a wife, 

: sinking fund, my life. 

3) ἢ 7 Yes, mighty well, 

‘k to my paternal cell, 

use, with trees a-row, 

its master, very low. 

1 my father, no man’s debtor, 
ΤΊ] die, nor worse nor better. 
his matter full before ye, 

iend Swift will tell his story. 
, the nation's great support—’ 
ay read it, I stop short. 


ER PART OF SATIRE VI. Β. 1." 


(MING noons! and nichts divine ! 
[ sup, or when I dine, 
5 above, my folks below, 

nd laughing all a-row, 

and bacon set before "em, 
-cup served with all decorum: 
ng to be pleased, and please, 
the very dogs at ease! 
nan prates of idle things, 

or that Italian sings, 
sur’s madness, or his spouse's, 
vin either of the houses: 
hing much more our concern, 
a scandal not to Jearn: 
the happier, or the wiser, 
merit, or a miser ? 
we ought to choose our friends, 
own worth, or our own ends? 
id, or better, we may call, 

the very best of all ? 
ind Dan Prior, told (you know) 
remely ‘a-propos:’ 
»wn life, and in a trice 

story of two mice. 
ι time (so runs the fable) 
‘mouse, right hospitable, 
a town mouse at his board, 
armer might a lord. 
nouse upon the whole, 

his friend, and had a soul, 
at was handsome, and would do’t, 
>casion, ‘conte qui cofite.’ 
ht him bacon, (nothing lean ;) 
hat might have pleased a dean; 
ich as men in Suffolk make, 
dit Stilton for his sake ; 
4 guest thongh no way sparing, 
mself the rind and paring. 

ier scarce could touch a bit, 
‘d his breeding and his wit; 


the first part in Swift's Poems 


He did his best to seem to eat, 

And cried, ‘I vow you're mighty neat ; 

But, lord, my friend, this savage scene ! 

For God’s sake come, and live with men: 

Consider, mice, like men, must die, 

Both smal] and great, both you and I. 

Then spend your life in joy and sport ; 

(This doctrine, friend, I learn’d at court\) 
The veriest hermit in the nation 

May yield, God knows, to strong temptation, 

Away they come, through thick and thin 

To a tall house near Lincoln's-inn: 

("Twas on the night of a debate, 

When all their lordships had sat Jate.) 
Behold the place, where if a poet 

Shined in description, he might show it: 

Tell how the moon-beam trembling falls, 

And tips with silver all the walls; 

Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 

Grotesco roofs, and stucco floors: 

But let it (in a word) be said, 

The moon was up, and men a-bed, 

The napkins white, the carpet red; 

The guests withdrawn had left the treat, 

And down the mice sat, ‘ téete a téte.’ 
Our courtier walks from dish to dish, 

Tastes for his friend of fowl and fish; 

Tells all their names, lays down the law: 

*Que (ἃ est bon! Ah, goutez ca! 

That jelly’s rich, this malmsey healing, 

Pray dip your whiskers and your tail in. 

Was ever such a happy swain ? 

He stuffs, and swills, and stuffs again. 

 €}'m quite ashamed—'tis mighty rude 

To eat 80 myuch—but all’s so good 

I have a thousand thanks to give— 

My lord alone knows how to live.’ 

No sooner said, but from the hall 

Rush chaplain, butler, doga and all: 

‘A rat, a rat! clap to the door—’ 

The cat comes bouncing on the floor. 

O for the heart of Homer's mice, 

Or gods to save them in a trice! 

(It was by Providence they think, 

For your damn‘d stucco has no chink.) 

* An’t please your honour,’ quoth the peasant, 

‘ This same desert is not 80 pleasant : 

Give me again my hollow tree, 

A crust of bread, and liberty !’ 


ee 


BOOK IV.—ODE I. 
TO VENUS. 


AGAIN? new tumults in my breast? 

Ah spare me, Venus! let me, let me rest. 
I am not now, alas! the man 

As in the gentle reign of my queen Anne. 
Ah! sound no more thy soft alarms, 

Nor circle sober fifty with thy charms! 
Mother too fierce of dear desires! 

Turn, turn to willing hearts your wanton fires: 
To number five direct your doves, 

There spread round Murray all your blooming 

loves ; 

Noble and young, who strikes the heart 

With every sprightly, every decent part; 
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Equal the injured to defend, 

To charm the mistress, or to fix the friend. 
He, with 2 hundred arts refined, 

Shall stretch thy conquests over half the kind : 
To him each rival shall submit, 

Make but his riches equal to his wit. 
Then shall thy form the marble grace, 

(Thy Grecian form) and Chloe lend the face; 
His house, embosom’d in the grove, 

Sacred to social life and social love, 
Shall glitter o’er the pendent green, 

Where Thames reflects the visionary scene : 
Thither the silver-sounding lyres 


Shall call the smiling loves and young desires ; 


Phere, every grace and muse shall throng, 

Exalt the dance, or animate the song ; 
There youths and nymphs, in concert gay, 

Shall hail the rising, close the parting day. 
With me, alas! those joys are o’er; 

For me the vernal garlands bloom no more. 
Adiea! fond hope of mutual fire, 

The still-believing, still renew’d desire : 
Adieu! the heart-expanding bowl, 

And all the kind deceivers of the soul! 
But why? ab tell me, ah too dear! 

Steals down my cheek the involuntary tear? 
Why words so flowing, thoughts so free, 

Stop, or turn nonsense, at one glance of thee? 
Thee, dress’d in Fancy’s δ: beam, 

Absent I follow through the extended dream ; 
Now, now I cease, I clasp thy charms, 

And now you burst (ah crue!) from my arma! 
And swiftly shoot along the Mall, 

Or softly glide by the canal; 
Now shown by Cynthia's silver ray, 

And now on rolling waters snatch’d away. 


PART OF ODE IX. OF BOOK IV. 
A FRAGMENT. 
Lest you should think that verse shall die, 
Which sounds the silver Thames along, 
Taught on the wings of truth to fly 
Above the reach of vulgar song ; 


Though daring Milton sits sublime, 
In Spenser native muses play ; 
Nor yet shall Waller yield to time, 
Nor pensive Cowley’s moral lay— 
Sages and chiefs, long since had birth 
Ere Cesar was, or Newton named ; 
These raised new empires o’er the earth, 


And those new heavens and systems framed. 


Vain was the chief’s, the sage’s pride 
They had no poet, and they died ; 

In vain they schemed, in vain they bled ! 
They had no poet, and are dead. 


MISCELLANIES. 


Un Receiving from the Right Hon. Lady Frances 


Shirley, a Standish and two Pens. 
Yes, I beheld the Athenian queen 
Descend in all her sober charms; 
And, ‘ Take,’ she said, and smiled serene, 
Take at this hand celestial arms; 


*Secure the radiant weapons wield ; 
This golden lance shall guard desert, 

And if a vice dares keep the field, 
This steel shail stab it to the heart.’ 


Awed, on my bended knees I fell, 
Received the weapons of the sky, 

And dipp’d them in the sabie well, 
The fount of fame or infamy. 


‘What well? what weapon?’ Flavia cries 
‘ A standish, steel and golden pen ; 

It came from Bertrand’s, not the ekies ; 
I gave it you to write again. 


‘ Bat, friend, take heed whom you attack ; 
You'll bring a house, I mean of peers, 
Red, blue, and green, nay, white and black, 

L**** and all about your ears. 


‘You'd write as smooth again on glass, 
Aud ran on ivory so glib, 

As not to stick at fool or ass, 
Nor stop at flattery or fib. 


* Athenian queen! and sober charms! 
I tell you, fool, there ’s nothing in’t: 

*Tis Venus, Venus gives these arms; 
In Dryden’s Virgil see the print. 


‘Come, and if you 'll be a quiet soul, 
That dares te!l neither truth nor lies, 
111 list you in the harmless roll 
Of those that sing of these poor eyes.’ 


EPISTLE TO ROBERT, EARL OF OXFORD, 
AND EARL MORTIMER. 


Sent to the Earl of Oxford, with Dr. Parnell's Poems, 
published by our Author, after the said Earl's ἴ'» 
prisonment in the Tower and Retreat into the Cour 
try, in the Year 1721. 


Eee 


Suca were the notes thy once-loved poet sung, 

Till death untimely stopp’d his tuneful tongue. 
Oh, just beheld, and lost : admired, and moum'd! 
With softest manners, gentlest arts adorn’d ! 
Bless'd in each science, bless’d in every strain! 
Dear to the muse! to Harley dear—in vain! 
For him, thou oft hast bid the world attend, 
Fond to forget the statesman in the friend ; 
For Swift and him, despised the farce of state, 
The sober follies of the wise and great; 
Dexterous, the craving, fawning crowd to quit, 
And pleased to escape from flattery to wit. 

Absent or dead, still let a friend be dear, 


| (A sigh the absent claims, the dead a tear,) 


Recall those nights that closed thy toilsome dayt, 
Still hear thy Parnell in his living lays, 
Who, careless now of interest, fame, or fate, 
Perhaps forgets that Oxford e’er was great ; 
Or, deeming meanest what we greatest call, 
Heholds thee glorious only in thy fall. 

And sure, if aught below the seats divine 
Can touch immortals, 'tis a soul like thine: 
A soul supreme, in each hard inetance tried, 
Above all pain, and passion, and all pride, 
The rage of power, the blast of public breath, 
The lust of lucre and the dhead of death 


MISCELLANIES. 


thy retreat is made; 
166 to thy silent shade: 
man’s latest steps to trace, 
nd dignify disgrace. 

off all her sneaking train, 
desert, and all the vain; 
scaffold, or the cell, 

ring friend has bid farewell. 
*s thy evening walk with bays, 
) prostitute to praise ;) 

tof the parting ray, 

et of thy various day, 

loud one truly great can see, 
t Mortimer is he. 


JAMES CRAGGS, ESQ. 
f State tn the Year 1720. 


worth, as void of pride, 

8 to show, or needs to hide: 
1or fear its caution owes, 

h that from no passion flows: 
feign ; a judging eye 

on a rising lie, 

through frontless flattery : 

ind being this before, 

tune cannot make thee more. 
a friend by servile ways, 

ne these virtues raise ; 

cere as you began, 

, but 51}}} a man. 

hate’er degree) 

nd, not e’en of me: 

but untrod, path pursue ; 
ashamed of you. 


TO MR. JERVAS; 


* Translation of Fresnoy's Art 


of Painting. 


1e two following, were written 
the rest, and originally printed 


16, my friend, nor thou refuse 
or ungratetul muse. 

rikes out sone free design, 
nd dawns at every line; 
is tints the coluur'd mass, 

8 call the mimic face: 
‘e leaves, in which conspire 
and Dryden's native fire : 
ke theirs our fate and fame, 
, and so join’d our name: 
irough long succeeding age, 
egular my rage. 

of sister arts we came, 
ningling flame with flame ; 

. found them both unite, 


contract new strength and light. 


tasks we wear the day, 

‘oll unperceived away ! 
growing works impart, 

from art to art! 

ch finding, like a friend, 

and something to commend ! 


What flattering scenes our wandering fancy 
wrought, 
Rome’s pompous glories rising to our thought! 
Together o’er the Alps methinks we fly, 
Fired with ideas of fair Italy. 
With thee on Raphael’s monument I mourn, 
Or wait inspiring dreams at Maro’s urn: 
With thee repose where Tully once was laid, 
Or seck some ruin’s formidable shade : 
While fancy brings the vanish'd piles to view, 
And builds imaginary Rome anew. 
Here thy well-studied marbles fix our eye ; 
A fading fresco here demands a sigh: 
Each heavenly piece unwearied we compare, 
Match Raphael's grace with thy Joved Guido’s air 
Caracci’s strength, Corregio’s softer line, 
Paulo’s free stroke, and Titian's warmth divine. 
How finish’d with illustrious toil appears 
This small well-polish’d gem, the work of years! 
Yet still how faint by precept is express’d 
The living image in the painter's breast! 
Thence endless streams of fair ideas flow, 
Strike in the sketch, or in the picture glow ; 
Thence beauty, waking all her forms, supplies 
An angel's sweetness, or Bridgewater's eyes. 
Muse! at that name thy sacred sorrows shed, 
Those tears eternal that embalm the dead ! 
Call round her tomb each object of desire, 
Each purer frame inform’d with purer fire : 
Bid her be all that cheers or softens life, 
The tender sister, daughter, friend, and wife : 
Bid her be all that makes mankind adore ; 
Then view this marble, and be vain no more ! 
Yet still her charms in breathing paint engage ; 
Her modest cheek shall warm a future age. 
Beauty, frail flower that every season fears, 
Blooms in thy colours for a thousand years 
Thus Churchill’s race shall other hearts surprise, 
And other beauties envy Worsley’s eyes; 
Each pleasing Blount shall endless smiles bestow, 
And soft Belinda’s blush for ever glow. 
Oh, lasting as those colours may they shine, 
Free as thy stroke, yet faultless as thy line ; 
New graces yearly like thy worke display, 
Soft without weakness, without glaring gay ; 
Led by some rule, that guides, but not constrains; 
And finish’d more throngh happiness than pains! 
The kindred arts shall in their praise conspire, 
One dip the pencil, and one string the lyre. 
Yet should the Graces all thy figures place, 
And breathe an air divine on every face ; 
Yet should the Muses bid my numbers roll 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their soul ; 
With Zeuxis’ Helen thy Bridgewater vie, 
And these be sung till Granville’s Myra die ; 
Alas! how little from the grave we claim! 
Thou bat preserv'st a face, and I a name. 


EPISTLE TO MISS BLOUNT - 
With the Works of Voiture. 


In these gay thoughts the loves and graces shine 
And all the writer lives in every line: 
His easy art may happy nature seem, 
Trifles themselves are elegant in him. 
Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate, 
Who without flattery pleased the fair and great , 
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Aad, to compilers: her bias, a fool for mate. 

he glares it baile, front boxes, and Ue ring, 

A vain, unguvd, ghusring, wretched thing! 

Pride, potnp, and state, but seach her outward part; 
She eghe, and is no dutchess at ber heart. 

Bat, madarn, if the fetes withstand, and you 
Are. destined Hysnen’s will.ng victiin too ; 

Trust not too taveh your sow resistless charma, 
Those, age or sickness, soon or late, disarms: 
Good-humour only aches chartns to last, 

Baill inakes new conquests, and maintains the past ; 
Lave raised on beauty will, like that, decay, 

Our hearts may bear ite slender chain a day; 

As flowery bands in wantonness are worn, 

A morning's pleasure, and at evening torn; 

Thuis binds in es more enry, yet more strong, 

The willing heart, and only holds it long. 

Thus Voiture’s® carly care still shone the same, 
And Monthausier was only changed in name; 

By this, «’en now they live, e’en now they charm, 


Their wit stil] sparkling, and their flames still warm. 


4 Mademovoiseclle Paulet. 
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Then g.ves2 smirking toss. and cnesx— No words? 
Or with his boucds comes hallucing from the stable, 
Makes love w.th nods, an? knees beneath a table; 
Whose lanzhs are hearty, though his jests δ 

coarse, 

And loves you best of ail things—but his horse. 

In some fair evering, on your elbow laid, 
You dream of triumphs ia the rural shade ; 
In pensive thought recall the fancied scene, 
See coronations rise on every green ; 
Before you pass the imaginary sights 
Of lords, ard earls, and dukes, and garter'd knights, 
While the spread fan o’ershades your closing eyes: 
Then give one flirt, and al] the vision flies 
Thus vanish sceptres, coronets, and balls, 
And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls! 

So when your slave, at some dear idle time, 
Not plagued with headaches, or the want of rhyme, 
Stands in the streets, abstracted from the crew, 
And while he ecems to study, thinks of you ; 

Just when his fancy paints your sprightly eyes, 

Or sees the blush of soft Parthenia rise, 

Gay pats my shoulder, and you vanish quite, 

Streets, chairs, and coxcombs, rush upon my 
sight ; ; 

Vex'd to be still in town I knit my brow, 

Look sour, and hum a tune, a8 you may now 


Ts ciel τιν lees 


Cte oes cuter Zee inte π 
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THE BASSET-TABLE, 
AN ECLOGUE. 


CARDELIA. SMILINDA. 


CARDBLIA. 

4-table spread, the tallier come ; 

imilinda in the dressing-room ? 

5 nymph; the tallier waits for you. 
SMILINDA. 

n, since my Sharper is untrue, 

ke my once adored alphiew. 

and behind Ombrelia's chair, 

r with that soft deluding air, 


sign’d sighs which cheat the list’ning fair. 


CARDELIA. 
cause of your romantic strains ? 
mief my heavy heart sustains. 
»ve, so I by fortune cross’d ; 
d deal, three septlevas have lost, 


SMILINDA. 


: grief which you compare with mine ? 


1e smiles of fortune I resign : 

1y gold in one bad deal were gone, 

᾿ Sharper mine, and mine alone. 
CARDELIA. 

rst, is but a common care; 


t nymphs against that change prepare : 
of clubs thrice lost; oh! who could guess 


roke, this unforeseen distress 7 
SMILINDA. 

‘Lovet! very a-propos, 

cares of love and play does know: 

shall the important point decide: 

ft the pain of each has tried; 

16 shall say who suffers most, 

-usage, or by lovers lost. 

LOVET. 
your griefa ; attentive will I stay, 
e is precious, and I want some tea. 


CARDELTA. 
tis equipage, by Mathers wrought, 
uineas (a great penn'worth) bought. 
tooth-pick Mars and Cupid strive; 
ie struggling figures seem alive. 


xttom shines the queen’s bright face: 


liage round the thimble-case. 
iimself does on the scissars shine; 
and the workmanship, divine ! 


SMILINDA. 


f-box ; once the pledge of Sharper's love, 


beauties for the present strove ; 
i's he the raffle won; 

ig passion was in public shown : 
ush’d, and turn'd her head aside, 
vy (all in vain) to hide. 


9x,—on the hinge see brilliants shine! 


ox will I stake ; the prize is mine. 


CARDELIA. 
‘ lesser losses than I bear, 
a soldier ner a lover swear. 


And, oh! what makes the disappointment hard, 
*Twas my own lord that drew the fatal car 

In complaisance I took the queen he gave ; 
Though my own secret wish was for the knave, 
The knave won sonica, which I had chose, 
And the next pull, my septleva I lose. 


SMILINDA. 


But, ah! what aggravates the killing smart, 
The cruel thought, that stabs me to the hear ; 
This cursed Ombrelia, this undoing fair, 

By whose vile arts this heavy grief I bear; 
She, at whose name I shed these spiteful tears, 
She owes to me the very charms she wears. 
An awkward thing when first she came to town; 
Her shape unfashion’d, and her face unknown: 
She was my friend; I taught her first to spread 
Upon her sallow cheeks enlivening red: 

I introduced her to the park and plays ; 

And by my interest, Cozens made her stays. 
Ungrateful wretch, with mimic airs grown pert, 
She dares to steal my favourite lover's heart ! 


CARDELIA. 


Wretch that I was! how often have I swore, 
When Winnall tallied, I would punt no more! 
I know the bite, yet to my ruin run ; 

And see the folly, which I cannot shun. 


SMILINDA. 


How many maids have Sharper's vows deceived! 
How many cursed the moment they believed! 
Yet his known falsehoods could no warning prove. 
Ah! what is warning to a maid in love ? 


CARDELIA. 


But of what marble must that breast be form'd, 
To gaze on Basset, and remain unwarm'd ? 
When kings, queens, knaves, are set in decent rank ; 
Exposed in glorious heaps the tempting bank, 
Guineas, half-guineas, all the shining train ; 

The winner’s pleasure, and the loser’s pain: 
In bright confusion open rouleaus lie, 

They strike the soul, and glitter in the eye. 
Fired by the sight, all reason I disdain ; 

My passions rise, and will not bear the rein, 
Look upon Basset, you who reason boast ; 
And see if reason must not there be lost. 


SMILINDA. 


What more than marble must that heart compose, 
Can hearken coldly to my Sharper’s vows ? 
Then, when he trembles! when his blushes rise ! 
When awful love seems melting in his eyes ! 
With eager beats his Mechlin cravat moves : 

He loves,—I whisper to myself, ‘ He loves !’ 

Such unfeign’d passion in his Jooks apnears, 

I Jose alf memory of my former fears ; 

My panting heart confesses all his charms, 

I yield at once, and sink into his arms. 

Think of that moment, you who prudence boast ; 

For such a moment, prudence well were lost. 
CARDELIA. 

At the Groom-porter’s batter’d bullies play, 

Some dukes at Marybone bowl time away. 
But who the bowl, or rattling dice compares 
To Basset’s heavenly joys, and pleasing cares ἢ 

SMILINDA. 

Soft Simplicetta dotes upon a beau; 

Prudina likes a man, and laughs at show 
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Their several graces in my Sharper meet ; 
Strong as the fvotman, as the inaster sweet. 
LOVET. 
Cease your contention, which has been too long ; 
I grow impatient, and the tea's too strong. 
Atiend, and yie:d to what I now decide ; 
The equipaze shall grace Smulinda’s side : 
The snuff-boxz to Cardelia I decree ; 
Now leave complaining, aud begin your tea. 


VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU. 
U'n jour, dit un auteur, Jc. 

Oxcr (says an author, where I need not say) 
Two travellers found an oyster in their way ; 
Both fierce, both hungry, the dispute grew strong, 
While, acale in hand, dame Justice pase’d along. 
Before her each with clamour pleads the laws ; 
Explain’d the matter, and would win the cause. 
Dame Justice weighing long the doubtful right, 
Takes, opens, swallows it, before their sight. 

The cause of strife removed so rarely well, 

‘ There, take,’ says Justice, ‘take you each a shell 
We thrive at Westminster on fools like you: 
Twas a fat oyster—Live in peace—Adieu.’ 


ANSWER TO THE FOLLOWING QUES- 
TION OF MRS. HOWE. 


Whaat is prudery ? 

‘Tis a beldam, 
Seen with wit and beauty seldom. 
"Tis a fear that atarts at shadows : 
"Τίς (no, ‘tie n’t) like miss Meadows; 
"Tis a virgin hard of feature, 
Old, and void of all good-nature ; 
Lean and fretful ; would seem wise ; 
Yet plays the fool before she dies. 
*Tis an ugly, envious shrew, 
That rails at dear Lepell and you. 


Occasioned by some Verses of 
HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 


Musg, ‘tis enough: at length thy labour ends. 
And thou shalt live, for Buckingham commends. 
Let crowds of critics now my verse assail, 

Let Dennis write, and nameless numbers rail : 

This more than pays whole years of thankless pain, 
Time, health, and fortune, are not lost in vain. 
Sheffield approves, consenting Phabus bends, 

And I and malice from this hour are friends. 


PROLOGUE BY MR. POPE, 


Toa Play for Mr. Dennis's Benefit, in 1733, when he 


Was there a generous, a reflecting mind, 

But piued Belisarius old and blind ? 

Was there a chief but melted at the sight ? 

A common soldier, but who clubb'd his mite? 
Such, such emotions should in Britons rise, 
When press’d by want and weakness Dennis bes. 
Dennis, who long had warr'd with modern Hans, 
Their quibbles routed, and defied their puns; 

A desperate bulwark, sturdy, firm, and fierce, 
Against the Gothic sons of frozen verse : 

How changed from him who made the boxes grou, 
And shook the stage with thunder all his own! 
Stood up to dash each vain pretender’s hope, 
Maul the French tyrant, or pull down the pope! 
If there's a Briton then, true bred and bor, 
Who holds dragoons and wooden shoes in scom; 
If there’s a critic of distinguish'd rage ; 

[f there’s a senivr, who conteinns this age; 

Let him to night his just assistance lend, 

And be the cnitic’s, Briton’s, old man’s friead. 


PROLOGUE TO SOPHONISBA. 
By Pope and Mallet.* 

Wuew learning, after the long Gothic night, 
Fair, o'er the western world renew’'d its light, 
With arts arising, Sophonisba roee : 

The tragic muse, returning, wept her woes. 
With her the Italian scene first learn'd to glow; 
And the first tears for her were taught to flow. 
Her charms the Gallic muses next inspired : 
Corneille himself saw, wonder'd, and was fired. 

What foreign theatres with pride have shows, 
Britain, by juster tide, makes her own. 

When freedom is the cause, ’tis hers to fight; 
And hers, when freedom is the theme, to write: 
For this a British author bids again 

The heroine rise, to grace the British scene. 
Here, as in life, she breathes her genuine flame; 
She asks what bosom has not felt the same ? 
Ask of the British youth—Is silence there ? 
She dares to ask it of the British fair. 

To night our home-epun author would be true, 
At once to nature, history, and you. 
Welkpleased to give our neighbours due applause, 
He owns their learning, but disdains their laws. 
Not to his patient touch, or happy flame, 

Τί to his British heart he trusts for fame. 
If France excel him in one free-born thought, 
The man, as well as poet, is in fault. 

Nature! informer of the poet’s art, 

Whose force alone can raise or melt the heart, 
Thou art his guide; each passion, every line, 
Whate’er he draws to please, must all be thine. 
Be thou his judge : in every candid breast, 
Thy silent whisper is the sacred test. 


MACER :—A CHARACTER. 


was old, blind, and in great distress, a little before} Win simple Macer, now of high renown, 


his Death, 

As when the hero, who in each campaign 
Had braved the Goth, and many a Vandal slain, 
Lay fortune-etruck, a spectacle of woe ! 

Wept by each friend, forgiven by every foe: 


First sought a poet's fortune in the town, 


* I have been told by Savage, that of the Prologue te 
Sophonisba, the first part was written by Pope, whocould ' 
not be persuaded to finish it; and that the conelading 
lines wore written by Mallet.—Lr. Jetnuson. 
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ambition his high soul could feel, 
stockings, and to dine with Steele. 

f verse his betters might afford ; 
harmless fellow a good word. 

1ese, he ventured on the town, 
orrow'd play outdid poor Crown. 
»p’d short, nor since has writ a tittle, 
‘it to make the most of little: 
hide-bound trees, that just have got 
at once to bear and rot. 

verse, and what he gets commends, 
ts his foes, but fools his friends. 
yaree country-wench, almost decay’d, 
wn, and first turns chembermaid ; 

i supple, each devoir to pay, 

er good lady twice a-day ; 

drous honest, though of mean degree, 
7 liked for her simplicity : 

1 suit, then tries the town, 

d pins, and patches not her own: 
red the winter she began, 

ionths a batter’d harridan. 

left, but wither’d, pale, and shrunk, 
others, and go shares with punk. 


Ὁ MR. JOHN MOORE, 
‘ of the celebrated Worm-Powder, 


, egregious Moore, are we 
| by shows and forms! 

re think, whate’er we see, 
in kind are worms. 

‘ry worm by birth, 

tile, weak, and vain! 
crawls upon the earth, 
rinks to earth again. 

in is a worm, we find 

‘e our grandame’s evil; 
»nversed with her own kind, 
‘lent worm, the devil. 


i themselves we book-worms name ; 
:khead is ἃ slow-worm ; 

h whose tail is all on flame, 

erm'd a glow-worm. 

re painted butterflies, 

ter for a day ; 

a worm they take their rise, 

, worm decay. 


er an earwig grows; 

rms suit all conditions : 
muck-worms, silk-worms beaus. 
th-watches physicians. 


‘men have the worm, is seen 
eir winding play ; 

cience is a worm within, 
iws them night and day. 


‘! thy skill were well employ’d, 
ater gain would rise, 

ildst make the courtier void 

τὸ that never dies. 

friend of Abchurch-lane, 

st our entrails free ; 

' art, thy powder vain, 

ormas shall eat e’en thee. 


Our fate thou only canst adjourn 
Some few short years, no more! 
E’en Button's wits to worms shall turn, 
Who maggots were before. 


SONG BY A PERSON OF QUALITY 
Written tn the Year 1733. 
FLUTTERING spread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o’er my heart; 
I a alave in thy dominions; 
Nature must give way to art. 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er your flocks, 
See my weary days consuming, 
All beneath yon flowery rocks. 
Thus the Cyprian goddess weeping, 
Mourn’d Adonis, darling youth ; 
Him the boar, in silence creeping, 
Gored with unrelenting tooth. 
Cynthia, tune harmonious numbers ; 
Fair discretion, string the lyre ; 
Soothe my ever-waking slumbers: 
Bright Apollo, lend thy choir. 


Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
Arm'd in adamantine chains, 
Lead me to the crystal mirrors, 
Watering soft Elysian plains. 
Mournful cypress, verdant willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia’s brows, 
Morpkeus hovering o’er my pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying vows. 
Melancholy smooth Meander, 
Swiftly purling in a round, 
On thy margin lovers wander, 
With thy flowery chaplets crown’d. 
Thus when Philomela drooping, 
Softly seeks her silent mate, 
See the bird of Juno stooping : 
Melody resigns to fate. 


ON A CERTAIN LADY AT COURT. 


I xnow the thing that ’s most uncommon ; 
(Envy, be silent and attend !) 

I know a reasonable woman, 
Handsome and witty, yet a friend. 

Not warp'd by passion, awed by rumour, 
Not grave through pride, nor gay through folly . 

An equal mixture of good-humour, 
And sensible soft melancholy. 

‘ Has she no faults, then,’ Envy says, ‘sir ἴ᾽ 
Yes, she has one, I must aver: 

When all the world conspires to praise her, 
The woman's deaf, and does not hear. 


ON HIS GROTTO AT TWICKENHAM, 
Composed of Marble, Spars, Gems, Ores, aid 
Minerals. 


Txov whoshalt drop,where Thames'translucent wavo 
Shines a broad mirror through the shadowy cave: 
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Where lingering drops from mineral] roofs distil, 
And pointed crystals break the sparkling rill, 
Unpolish'd gems no ray on pride bestow, 

And latent metals innocently glow : 

Approach. Great Nature studiously behold ! 

And eye the mine, without a wish for gold. 
Approach ; but awful! Jo! the gerian grot, 
Where, nobly pensive, St. John sat and thought ; 
Where British sighs from dying Wyndham stole, 
And the bright flaine was shot through Marchmont’s 
Let such, such only, tread this sacred floor. _{soul. 
Who dare to love their country, and the poor. 


TO MRS. M. B. ON HER BIRTH-DAY. 


On, be thou bless’d with all that Heaven can send, 
Long health, long youth, long pleasure, and a friend! 
Not with those toys the female world admire, 
Riches that vex, and vanities that tire. 
With added ycars, if life bring nothing new, 
But like a sieve let every blessing through, 
Some joy still lost, as each vain year runs o’er, 
And all we gain, some sad reflection more ; 
Is that a birth day? ‘tis, alas! too clear, 
*Tis but the funeral of the former year. 
Let joy or case, let affluence or content, 
And the gay conscience of a life well spent, 
Calm every thought, inspirit every grace, 
Glow in thy heart, and smile upon thy face. 
Let day improve on day, and year on year, 
Without a pain, a trouble, or a fear; 
Till death unfelt that tender frame destroy, 
In some soft dream, or ecstacy of joy. 
Peaceful sleep out the sabbath of the tomb, 
And wake to raptures in a life to come. 


TO MR. THOMAS SOUTHERN, 
On his Birth-day, 1742. 


Resian’p to live, prepared to die, 

With not one sin but poetry, 

This day Tom’s fair account has run 
(Without a blot) to eighty-one. 

Kind Boyle, before his poet, lays 

A table, with a cloth of bays; 

And Ireland, mother of sweet singers, 
Presents her harp still to his fingers. 

The feast, his towering genius marks 

In yonder wild-goose and the larks! 

The mushrooms show his wit was sudden ! 
And for his judgment, lo a pudden! 

Roast beef, though old, proclaims him stout, 
And grace, although a bard, devout. 

May Tom, whom heaven sent down to raise 
The price of prologues and of plays, 

Be every birth-day more a winner, 

Dijest his thirty thousandth dinner; 

Walk to his grave without reproach, 

And scorn a rascal and a coach. 


ΓΟ LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGUE: 
In beauty or wit, | 
No mortal as yet, 
To question your empire has dared , 


* This panegyric on Lady Mary Wortley Montague 
micht have buan supprcesed by Mr. Pope, on account of 


But men of discerning 
Have thought that in learning, 
To yield to a lady was hard. 


Impertinent schools, 
With musty dull rules, 
Have reading to females denied - 
So papista refuse 
The Bible to use, 
Lest flocks should be wise as their guide. 


“T'was a woman at first 
(Indeed she was cursed) 
In knowledge that tasted delight, 
And sages agree 
That laws should decree 
To the first of possessors the right. 


Then bravely, fair dame, 
Resume the old claim, 
Which to your whole sex does belong ; 
And let men receive, 
From a second bright Eve, 
The knowledge of right and of wrong. 


But if the first Eve, 
Hard doom did receive, 
When only one apple had she, 
What a punishment new 
Shall be found out for you, 
Who tasting, have robb’d the whole tree! 


EPISTLE IV, OF BOOK I, OF HORAC] 


Eft STLES.* 
A mode-n Imitation. 


Say,t St. John, who alone peruse 
With candid eye, the mimic muse, 
What schemes of politics, or laws, 
In Gallic lands the patriot draws! 
Is then a greater work in hand, 
Than all the tomes of Haine’s band? 
‘Or shoots he folly as it fics? 
Or catches manners as they rise 7 
Or, urged by unquench’d native heat, 
$Does St. John Greenwich sports repeat? 
Where (emulous of Chartres’ fame) 
E’en Chartren’ self is scarce a name. 

|| To you (the all-envied gift of heaven) 
The indulgent gods, unask’d, have given 
A form complete in every part, 
And, to enjoy that gift, the art. 


her having satirized him in her verses to the imit 
Horace; which abuse he returned in the first sa 
the second book of Horace. 


From furious Sappho, searce a milder fate, 
P—'d by her love, or libell’d by her hate. 


* This satire on Lord Bolingbroke, and the pra 
stowed on him in a letter to Mr. Richardson, wh 
Pope says, 


The sons shall blush their fathers wero his fo 


being so contradictory, probably occasioned the | 
to be suppressed. 8 


Ταῦ Albium Tibullum. 

Albi, nostrorum sermonum, candide judex, 
Quid nunc te dicam facere in regione Pedana 
Scribere, quod Cassi Parmensis opuscula vine 


1 The lines here quoted occur in the Essay on & 
§ An tacitum silvas inter reptare sulubres? 


ce ee ee ee as . . Di tidi formas 
Di tibi divitas dederunt, artemque fruendi. 
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could a tender mother's care 
*tter to her favourite heir, 

‘it, and fame, and lucky hours, 

; of health, and golden showers, 
.ceful fluency of speech, 

s before unknown to teach 7 

st thy various ebbs of fear, 
aming hope, and black despair; 
thy friend this truth impart; 

I tell with bleeding heart 

ice for your labours past,) 

very day shal! be your last ; 
rery hour you life renew 

ur injured country due. 

te of tears, of mercy spite, 

ius still must rail, and write. 

» thy Twickenham’s safe retreat, 
ngle with the grumbling great: 
half devour’d by spleen, you "ll find 
ming bubbler of mankind; 
objects of our mutual hate) 
idicule both church and state. 


IGRAM ON MRS. TOFTS, 

ne Woman with a fine Voice, but very 
covetous and proud.§ 

thy beauty, so charming thy song, 

n both the beasts and their Orpheus along; 

hy avarice and such is thy pride, 

sig must have starved, and the poet 

lied. 


EPIGRAM, 
one who made long Epitaphs.|l 
, for your epitaphs I’m grieved; 
e still so much is said, 
f will never be believed, 
ther never read. 


SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 


tinting for me the Statues of Apollo, 
Venus, and Hercules. 


what genius, did the pencil move 

eller painted these ? 

dship—warm as Phebus, kind as Love, 
z as Hercules. 


seat dulci nutricula majus alumno, 

et fari poseit que sentiat, et cui 

a valetudo contingat abunde, 

non deficiente crumena? 

} curamque, timores inter et iras. 
‘ede diein tibi diluxisse supremum. 
net nitidum bene curata cute vises, 

voles Epicuri de grege porcum. 
‘am, firat printed anonymously in Bteele's 
id copied in the Miscellanies of Swift and 
bel to Pope bv sir John Hawkins, in his 
isic— Mrs. Tofts, who wae the daughter of 
che family of Bishop Burnet, is celebrated 
Ue inferior, either for her voice or manner, 
lian women. She lived at the introduc- 
era into this kingdom, and sung in compa- 
lini; but, being ignorant of Italian, chant- 
ive in English, in answer to his Italian; 
8 of their voices overcame the absurdity. 
generally known that the person here 
Robert Friend, head master of West- 


A FAREWELL TO LONDON 
In the Year 1715. 


Dear, damn'd distracting town, farewell! 
Thy fools no more I'll tease: 

This year in peace, ye critics, dwell, 
Ye harlots, sleep at ease. 


Soft B*** and rough C*****, adieu ! 
Earl Warwick make your moan, 
The lively H*****k and you 
May knock up whores alone. 


To drink and droll be Rowe allow’d 
Till the third watchman toll ; 

Let Jervis gratis paint, and Frowde 
Save three-pence and his soul. 


Farewell Arbuthnot’s raillery 
On every learned sot, 

And Garth, the best good christian he, 
Although he knows it not. 


Lintot, farewell; thy bard must go! 
Farewell, unhappy Tonson! 

Heaven gives thee, for thy loss of Rowe, 
Lean Philips, and fat Johnson. 


Why should I stay? Both parties rage ; 
My vixen mistress squalls ; 

The wits in envious feuds engage ; 
And Homer (damn him!) calls. 


The love of arts lies cold and dead 
In Halifax's urn; 

And not one Muse of all he fed, 
Has yet the grace to mourn. 


My friends, by turns, my friends confound, 
Betray, and are betray'd: 

Poor Y***r's sold for fifty pound, 
And B******]] is a jade. 


Why make I friendships with the great, 
When I no favour seek ? 

Or follow girls seven hours in eight 7—~ 
I need but once a week. 


Sul! idJe, with a busy air, 
Deep whimsies to contrive ; 

The gayest valetudinaire, 
Most thinking rake alive. 


Solicitous for others’ ends, 
Though fond of dear repose; 
Careless or drowsy with my friends, 
And frolic with my foes. 


Luxtrjous Jobster-nights, farewell, 
For sober, studious days! 

And Burlington's delicious meal, 
For salads, tarts, and pease ! 


Adieu to all but Gay a:one, 
Whose soul sincere and free, 
Loves al] mankind, but flatters none, 
And so may starve with me. 


A DIALOGUE. 


Pope. Stncx my old friend is grown so great 


As to be minister of state. 
I'm told (but ’tis not true I hope) 
That Craggs will be ashamed of Pope. 
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Craggs. Alas! if I am such a creature. 


To grow the worse for growing greater, 
Why, faith, in spite of all my brags, 
*Tis Pope mast be ashamed of Craggs. 


EPIGRAM, 


Engraved on the Collar of a Dog, which I gave to his 


Royal Highness 
I am his Highness’ dog at Kew ; 
Pray tell me, sir, whose dog are you 7 


EPIGRAM, 
Occasioned by an Invitation to Court. 


In the lines that you sent are the muses and graces: 
You've the nine in your wit, and the three in your 
a 


ces. 


ON AN OLD GATE. 


Erected in Chiswick Gardens. 


O GaTE, how camest thou here ? 
Gate. I was brought from Chelsea last year, 
Batter’d with wind and weather ; 
Inigo Jones put me together; 
Sir Hans Sloane 
Let me alone : 
Burlington brought me hither. 
1742. 


A FRAGMENT. 


Wnrar are the falling rills, the pendent shades, 
The moming bowers, the evening colonnades, 
But soft recesees for the uneasy mind 
To sigh unheard in, to the passing wind ! 

So the struck deer, in some sequester’d part, 
Lies down to die (the arrow in his heart;) 
There hid in shades, and wasting day by day, 
Inly he bleeds, and pants his soul away. 


VERSES LEFT BY MR. POPE, 


VERSES TO MR. C. 

St. James's Place, London, October 2. 
Frew words are best; I wish you well ; 

Bethe}, I'm told, will! soon be here : 
Some morning-walks along the Mall, 

And evening friends, will end the year. 
If, in this interval, between 

The falling leaf and coming frost, 
You please to see, on Twit'nam green, 

Your friend, your poet, and your host ; 
For three whole days you here may rest, 

From office, business, news, and strife ; 
And (what most folks would think a jest) 

Want nothing else, except your wife. 


EPITAPHS. 


His saltem accumulem donis, et fungar inani Maser 
Vie. 


ON CHARLES EARL OF DORSET, 
In the Church of Withyam, tn Susser. 


Dorset, the grace of courts, the Muses pride, 
Patron of arts, and judge of nature, died. 
The scourge of pride, though sanctified or great, 
Of fops in learning, and of knaves in state: 
Yet soft his nature, though severe his lay; 
His anger moral, and his wisdom gay. 
Bless’d satirist ! who touch’d the means 90 tree, 
As show'd vice had his hate and pity too. 
Bless’d courtier! who could king and country ples 
Yet sacred keep his friendships, and his ease. 
Bless’d peer ! his great forefathers’ every grace 
Reflecting, and reflected in his race ; 
Where other Buckhursts, other Dorsets shine, 
And patrons still, or poets, deck the line. 


ON SIR WILLIAM TRUMBALL, 


One of the principal Secretaries of State to Ei 
William the Third, who, having resigned his pl 
died in his Retirement at Easthamstead, in Be 
shire, 1716. 

A PLEASING form; a firm, yet cautious mind; 

Sincere, though prudent ; constant, yet resiga'’d; 

Honour unchanged, a principle profess’d, 


On his lying in the same Bed which Wilmot the cele-| Fi5°g to one side, but moderate to the rest : 


brated Earl of Rochester 


slept tn, at Adderbury,| an honest courtier, yet a patriot too; 


then belonging to the Duke of Argyle, July 9ιλ,} Just to his prince, and to his country true: 


1739. 


WIrdH no poetic ardour fired 
I press’d the bed where Wilmot lay; 
That here he loved, or here expired, 
Begets no numbers grave or gay. 


But in thy roof, Argyle, are bred 
Such thoughts as prompt the brave to lie 
Stretch'd out in honour’s noble bed, 
Beneath a nobler roof—the sky. 


Such flames as high in patriots burn, 
Yet stoop to bless a child or wife 
And such as wicked kings may mourn, 

When freedom is more dear than life 


ΕἸ] ἃ with the sense of age, the fire of youth, 

A scorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth: 

A generous faith, from superstition free ; 

A love to peace, and hate of tyranny : 

Such this man was; who now from earth remore 
At length enjoys that liberty he loved. 


ON THE HON. SIMON HARCOURT, 


Only Son of the Lord Chancellor Harcourt, αἱ 
Church of Stanton-Harcourt, in Oxfordshire, Ἰ' 


To this sad shrine, whoe’er thou art, draw nes 
Here lies the friend most loved, the son most dea 
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* knew joy but friendship might divide, Just of thy word, in every thought sincere, 


\is father grief but when he dicd. Who knew no wish but what the world might hear 
ain is reason, eloquence how weak! Of softest manners, unaffected mind, 

mst tell what Harcourt cannot speak. Lover of peace, and friend of human-kind : 

y once-loved friend inscribe thy stone, Go, live ! for heaven's eternal year is thine, 

ι ἃ father’s sorrows mix his own! Go, and exalt thy moral to divine! 


And thou, bless’d maid! attendant on his doom, 
Pensive hast follow’d to the silent tomb, 


ON JAMES CRAGGS, ESQ. Steer’d the same course to the same quiet shore, 
᾿ Not parted long, and now to part no more! ° 
In Westminster Abbey Go then, where only bliss sincere is known! 
Go, where to love and to enjoy are one ! 
ACOBUS CRAGGS, ᾽ τς . 
MAGNE BRITANNLE A ΒΕΟΒΕΤΙΒ, , Yet take theso tears, mortalty’s relief 
ET CONSILIIS SANCTIORIBUS, And till we share your joys, forgive our grief 
IPIS PARITER AC POPULI AMOR ET | These little rites, a stone, a verse, receive ; 
DELICLZ *Tis all a father, all a friend, can give ! 


(IT, TITULIS ET INVIDIA MAJOR, 
ANNOS, HEU PAUCOS, XXXV. 
OB. FEB. XVI. MDCCXX. 


ON SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 


SMAN, yet friend to truth! of soul sincere, In Westminster Abbey, 1723 

faithful, and in h lear! ᾿ ᾿ 

. no promise, served he private end, KNELLER, by Heaven, and not a master, taught, 

1’'d no title, and who lost no friend ; Whose art was nature, and whose pictures thought ; 
by himself, by all approved, Now for two ages having snatch’d from fate 


vept, and honour’d, by the muse he loved. Whate’er was beauteous, or whate’er was great, 
Lies crown’d with princes’ honours, poets’ lays, 


—- Due to his merit, and brave thirst of praise. 

Living, great nature fear'd he might outvie 

INTENDED FOR MR. ROWE, Her works; and, dying, fears herself may die. 

In Westminster Abbey. 

liques, Rowe, to this fair urn we trast, 

ed, place by Dryden's awful dust : ON GENERAL HENRY WITHERS, 

: rude and nameless stone he lies, In Westminster Abbey, 1729. 

i thy tomb shall guide inquiring eyes. Herr, Withers, rest ! thou bravest, gentlest mind, 

thy gentle shade, and endless rest! Thy country’s friend, but more of human-kind. 

i thy genius, in thy love too blese'd ! O born to arms! O worth in youth approved ! 

‘ful woman to thy fame supplies O soft humanity, in age beloved ! 

rhole thankless land to his denies. For thee the hardy veteran drops a tear, 


And the gay courtier feels the sigh sincere. 
Withers, adieu ! yet not with thee remove 


ON MRS. CORBET, Thy martial epirit, or thy social love ! 
Amidst corruption, luxury, and rage, 
ho died of a Cancer in her Breast. Still leave some ancient virtues to our age: 


Nor let us say (those English glories gone) 


rests a woman, good without pretence, The last true Briton lies beneath this stone. 


ith plain reason, and with sober sense; 


iest she, bat o’er herself, desired, 

tsay'd, but not to be admired. 

nd pride were to her soul unknown, ON MR. ELIJAH FENTON, 

ἃ that virtue only is our own. At Easthamstead, in Berks, 1730. 

cted, so composed a mind ; ; 

‘et soft; 50 strong, yet so refined ; ΤῊΙΒ modest stone, what few vain marbles can, 

is its purest gold, by tortures tried ; May my a Here i an honest mani 

sustain’d it, but the woman died. poet, bless yond the poet’s fate, 

new " ' Whom Heaven kept sacred from the proud and grest . 

Foe to loud praise, and friend to learned ease, 
Content with science in the vale of peace. 

ON THE MONUMENT OF THE Calmly he look'd on either life, and here 

INOURABLE ROBERT DIGBY, Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear; 
From nature’s temperate feast rose satisfied, 

AND OF HIS SISTER MARY, Thank’d Heaven that he had lived, and that he died. 
\their Father, the Lord Digby, in the Church 
if Sherborne, in Dorsetshire, 1727, 
le of untamted youth, ON MR. GAY, 

r example o . 

t wisdom, and pacific truth ; In Westminster Abbey, 1730. 

i in sufferings, and in joy sedate, Or manners gentle, of affections mild; 


rout noise, without pretensions great: In wit, a man; simplicity, a child - 


WPL bt MISTY , ἜΠΕΣΕ 
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LNSITEEZ. 
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ISTES UL FU? *5% λὲς NEWTON 
fa Weomact Διέσα. 
PAA 8 SEVWTOUSTS- 
φν- ἔπαυλιν 
Veuzarur Tense, Sein, Cem: 
) roe. 
Hes. Meron: Yer. 


Nereee sad καρ τπε ὁ σε zy Ἐχ in mgt : 
Cae wat, [“- News ε΄ 10 2D was ight. 


ΟΜ DR. FRANCIS ATTERBURY 
FISH? OF ROCHEFTER, 
Whe dud in Fale in Paris, 1TR. 


{His only dzuginer having expired in his arms, imme- 

44,}} «ἔστ che asr.ved in France to see him.) 

A DIALOGUE. 
Khe, Yuu, we have lived—cne pang, and then we part; 
May Heaven, dear father! now have all thy heart. 
Yor, ah! herw once we loved, remember atill, 
Till you asp dust Ike me. 
He. Dear shade! 1 will: 

Then mix this dust with thine—Q spotless ghost ! 
©) snore than fortune, friends, or country lost! 
le there on earth one care, one wish beside 7 


Yoa— tHeve my country, /eaven,’—He said, and died. 


ON EDMUND DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM, 


Who did tn the 19th year of his age, 1735. 


ἵν modest youth with cool reflection crown'd, 
And avery opening virtue blooming round, 
Could save a parent's justest pride from fate, 
Or edd ono patriot to a sinking state ; 
This wooping marblo had not ask’d thy tear, 
Or sadly told how many hopes lie here ! 
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LORD CONINGSBY'S EPITAPH. 
Herre ‘ies Lore Cor ngstbe—te civil : 
The rest God kz.ows—eo Goes the deril. 


ON BUTLER’S MONUMENT. 
Perhaps by Mr. Pope? 
Respect to Drrden, ShefSe'd justly paid, 

And noble Villers horour'd Cowley's shade’: 
But whence th.s Barber ?—that a name so mean 
Shoald, join’d with Butler's, on a tomb be seen: 
This pyramid would better far proclaim, 
To fature ages humbler Setrle’s name : 
Poet and patron then Lad been well pair’d, 
The city printer, and the city bard. 


1 This Epitaph. originally written on Picus Miraa 
la, is apphed to F. Chartres, and printed among 
works of Swift. Sce Hawkesworth's edition, vol. 

2 Mr. Pope. in one of the prints from Scheemaht 
monument of Shakspeare in Westminster Abbey, | 
sufficiently shown his contempt of Alderman Barbet. 
the following couplet, which is substituted in the p 
of * The cloud-capt towcrs,’ &c. 

‘Thus Britain loved me; and preserved my fame, 

Clear from a Barber's or a Benson's name.’—A. Po 

Pope might probably have suppressed his satire 08 
alderman, because he was one of Swift's acquamtsD 
and correspondente; though in the fourth of | 
Dunciad he has an anonymous stroke at him: 

‘So by cach bard an alderman shall sit, 
A heavy lord shall hang at every wit.’ 


THE DUNCIAD. 


THE DUNCIAD, 


IN FOUR BOOKS ; 


Prolegomena of Scriblerus, the Hypercritics 
° Aristarchus, and Notes Vuriorum. 


EETTER TO THE PUBLISHER, 


med by the first correct Edition of the 
Dunctad. 


th pleasure I hear that you have procured a 
py of the Dunciad, which the many sur- 
ones have rendered so necessary ; and it is 
rore, that I am informed it will be attended 
mmentary: a work so requisite, that I can- 
the author himself could have omitted it, 
osroved of the first appearance of this poem. 
ites as have occurred to me I herewith send 
will oblige me by inserting them amongst 
th are, or will be, transmitted to you by 
ace not only the author's friends, but even 
appear engaged by humanity, to take some 
orphan of so much genius and spint, which 
seems to have abandoned from the very 
and suffered to step into the world naked, 
, and unattended. 
upon reading some of the abusive papers 
ished, that my great regard to a person, 
ndship 1 esteem as one of the chief honours 
and a much greater respect to truth than 
any man living, engaged me in inquiries, of 
inclosed notes are the fruit. 
ve that most of these authors had been 
very wisely) the first aggressors. They 
till they were weary, what was to be got 
at each other: nobody was either con- 
surprised, if this or that scribbler was 
lunce. But every one was curious to read 
i be said to prove Mr Pope one, and was 
pay something for euch a discovery: a 
which, would they fairly own it, might not 
cile them to me, but screen them from the 
t of their lawful superiors, whom they 
2, only (as I charitably hope) to get that by 
ch they cennot get from them. 
this was not all: ill success in that had 
1 them to personal abuse, either of himself, 
think he could less forgive) of his friends. 
called men of virtue and honour bad men, 
> he had either leisure or inclination to call 
sriters; and some had been such old of- 
at he had quite forgotten their persons as 
eir slunders, till they were pleased to re- 


iat had Mr. Pope done before, to incense 
t had published those works which are in 
of every body, in which not the least men- 
le of any ofthem. And what has he done 

has Jaughed, and written the Dunciad. 
chat said of them? A very serious truth, 
public had said before, that they were dull ; 


t had no sooner said, but they themselves: 


reat pains to procure, or even purchase, 
18 prints, to testify under their hands the 


stil] have been silent, if either I had scen 
x 


any inclination in my friend to be serious with such 
accusers, or if they had only meddled with his 
writings; since whoever publishes, puts himself on 
his trial by his country :—but when his moral char- 
acter was attacked, and in a manner from which 
neither truth nor virtue can secure the most innocent ; 
in a manner, which, though it annihilates the credit 
of the accusation with the just and impartial, yet ag 
gravates very much the guilt of the accusers: I mean 
by authors without names: then 1 thought, since the 
danger was common to all, the concern ought to be 
so ; and that it was an act of justice to detect the au- 
thors, not only on this account, but as many of them 
are the same who for several years past have made 
tree with the greatest naines in church and state, ex. 
posed to the world the private misfortunes of fami- 
lies, abused all, even to women, and whose prostitu 
ted papers (for one or other party, in the unhappy 
division of their country) have insulted the fallen, 
the friendless, the exiled, and the dead. 

Besides this, which I tuke to be a public concer, ] 
have already confessed I had a private one. I am 
one of that number who have long loved and es- 
teemed Mr. Pepe; and had often declared it was 
not his capacity or writings (which we ever, thought 
the least valuable part of his character,) but the hon- 
est, open, and beneficent man, that we most esteem- 
ed and loved in him. Now, if what these people 
say were believed, I must appear to all my friends 
either a fool or a knave; either imposed on myself, 
or imposing on them : so that ] am as much interested 
in the confutation of these calumnies as he is himself. 

I am no author, and consequently not to be sus- 
pected cither of jealousy or resentment against any 
of the men, of whom scarce one is known to me by 
sight ; and as for their writings, I have sought them 
(on this one occasion) in vain, in the closets and libra- 
ries of all my acquaintance. I had still been in the 
dark, if a gentleman had not procured ine (I suppose 
from some of themselves, for they are generally much 
more dangerous friends than enemies) the passages I 
send you. I solemnly protest [have added nothing 
to the malice or absurdity of then; which it behoves 
me to declare, since the vouchers themselves will be 
so soon and irrecoverably loxt. You may in some 
measure prevent it, by preserving at least their titles, 
and discovering (as far as you can depend on the 
truth of your information) the names of the conceal- 
ed authors. 

The first objection I have heard made to the 
poem is, that the persons are too obscure for satire. 


The persons themselves, rather than allow the objec- 


tion, would forgive the satire ; and if one could be 
tempted to afford it a serious answer, were not all as- 


sassinates, popular insurrections, the insolence of the 


rabble without doorr, and of domestics within, most 
wrongfully chastised, if the meanness of offenders in- 
demnified them from punishment? On the contrary, 

bscurity renders them more dangerous, as Jess 
thought of: law can pronounce judgment only on 
open facts: morality alone can pass censure on in- 
tentions of mischicf; so that for secret calumny, or 
the arrow flying in the dark, there is no public punish 
ment left, but what a good writer inflicts. 

The next objection is, that these sort of authors 
are poor. That might be pleaded as an excuse at tho 
Old Bailey, for lesser crimes than defamation, (for it 
is the case of almost all who are tried there,) but 
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sure it can be nonc here ; for who will pretend that claim this as a justice, it lies not on him, but entirely 
the robbing another of his reputation, supplies the on the public, to defend its own judgment. 

want of it in himself’? ] question not but such authors: There remains what, in my opinion, might seem a 
are poor, and heartily wish the objection were re-; better plea for these people, than any they have made 
moved by any honest livelihood. But poverty is‘use of. If obscurity or poverty were to exempt a 
here the accident, not the subject : he who describes man from satire, much more should folly or dualsess, 
malice and villany to be pale and meagre, expresses‘ which are still more involuntary τ nay, as much 50 as 
not the least anger against paleness or leanness, but personal deformity. But even this will not help 
against malice and villany. The Apothecary in Ro-: them: deformity beeomes an object of ridicule when 
meo and Juliet is poor; but is he therefore justified ἃ man scts up for being handsome ; and so mst dul- 
in vending poieon ? Not but poverty itsclf becomes a| ness, when he sets up for a wit. They are not ridi- 
just subject of satire, when it is the consequence of! culed, because ridicule in itself is, or ought to be, 3 
vice, prodigality, or neglect of one's lawful callings ;' pleasure ; but becauce it is just to unceceive and vir 
for then it increases the public burthen, fills the streets dicate the honest and unpretending part of mankind 
and highways with robbers, and the garrets with clip- | from imposition, because particular interest ought to 
pers, coiners, and weekly journalists. yield to general, and a great number who are net 

But admitting that two or three of these offend i naturally fouls, ought never to be made so, in eom- 
less in their morals than in their writings: must Ρο- plaisance to a few who are. Accordingly we find, 
verty make nonsense sacred? If so, the fame of bad ‘that, in all ages, all vain pretenders, were they ever 
authors would be much better consulted than.that of ,80 poor, or ever xo dull, have been constantly the 
all the good ones in the world ; and not one of a hun-, topics of the most candid satirists, from the Codrus 
dred had ever been called by his right name. of Juvenal to the Damon of Boileau. 

They mistake the whole matter: it is not charity| Having mentioned Boileau, the greatest poet and 
to encourage them in the way they follow, but to get! most judicious critic of his age and country, admin- 
them out of it; for men are not bunglers because they | ble for his talents, and yet perhaps more admirabk 
are poor, but they are poor because they are bun-|for his judgment in the proper application of them, I 
glers. cannot he!p remarking the resemblance betwixt him 

Is it not pleasant enough to hear our authors cry-,and our author, in qualities, fame, and fortune: in the 
ing out on the one hand, as if their persons and cha-, distinction shown them by their superiors, in the ge- 
racters were too sacred for satire; and the public { neral esteem of their equals, and in their extended 
objecting on the other, that they are too mean even ; reputition atnongst foreigners ; in the latter of which 
for ridicule? But whether bread or fame be their! ours has met with a better fate, as he has had for his 
end, it must be allowed, our author, by and in this|translators persons of the most eminent rank and 
poem, has mercifully given them a little of both. abilities in their respective nations.! But the re- 

There are two or three, who by their rank and for- | semblance holds in nothing morc, than in thei being 
tune have no benefit from the former objections, sup- | equally abused by the ignorant pretenders to poetry 
posing them good; and these I was sorry to sec in| of their times, of which not the least memory will 
such company. But if, without any provocation, two | remain but in their own writings, and in the notes 
or three gentlemen will fall upon one, in an affair} made uponthem. What Boileau has done in almost 
wherein his interest and reputation are equally em-|all his poems, our author has only in this: 1 dare an 
barked; they cannot certainly, after they have been |swer for him he will do it no more ; and on this prit- 
content to print themselves his enemies, complain of | ciple, of attacking few bnt who had slandered him, be 
being put into the number of them. could not have done it at all, bad he been confined 

Others, I am told, pretend to have been once his ‘from ccnsuring obscure and worthless persons, for 
friends. Surely, they are their enemies who say so; ‘scarce any other were his encmics. Lowever,asthe 
since nothing can be more odious than to treat a_ parity is so remarkable, I hope it will continue to the 
friend as they have done. But of this 1 cannot per- | last; and if ever he should give us an edition of this 
suade mysel!, when I consider the constant and eter- | poem himsclf, I may see some of them treated as 
nal aversion of all bud writers to a good one. {gently, on their repentance or better merit, as Per 

Such as claim merit from being his admirers, J; rault and Quinault were at last by Boileau. 
would gladly ask if it lays him under a personal obli-|_ In one point 1 must be allowed to think the charae- 
gation 15 At that rate he would be the most obliged | ter of our English poct the more amiable. He has 
humble servant in the world. I dare swear for these | not been a follower of fortune or success; he bas 
in particular, he never desired them to be his ad-|Jived with the great without flattery; been a friend te 
mircrs, nor promised in return to be theirs: that had;men in power without pensions, from whom, as he 
truly been a sign he was of their acquaintance: but | asked, so he received, no favour, but what was done 
would not the malicious world have suspected such 
an approbation of some motive worse than ignorance 
in the author of the Essay on Criticism? Be it as it} 1 Essay on Criticism, in French verse. by General 
will, the reasons of their admiration and of his con- | Hamilton; the same, in verse aleo, by Monsieur Robe 
tempt are equally subsisting; for his works and theirs ‘after by One Regnel in vores with King Oe of 
aro the very same that they were. the Lock, in French, by the princess of Conti, Pan 

Once, therefore, of their assertions I believe may be TV: and in Italian verse hy the abbe Conti, 8 ny 
true, ‘That he has a contempt for their writings.” etn ant by the ae απ Ερπί, there of his 

‘ordiary from Modena to King George 11. Others 
And there is another which would probably be sooner | works by Salvini of Florence, ἄς. His Essay and he 
allowed by himself than by any good judge beside, reer peony on Man, by the abbe Reynel, in Ve: 
That his own have found too much success with the | hy Mousieur Silhoute. in prose, 177, and #ipee by 
public.’ But as it cannot consist with his modesty to lin French, Italian and Latin. 
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ls. As his satires were the more just Character of Mr. P. 1716. 

ed, so were his panegyrics; bestow-| The persons whom Boilean has attacked in his 
persons as he had familiarly known, | writings have been for the most part authors, and most 
tues as he had long observed in them, !of those authors, poets: and the censures he hath 


ἢ times as others cease to praise, if | passed upon them have been confirmed by all Europe. 
lumniate them; I mean when out of 


if fashion.! A satire, therefore, on Gildon, Preface to his New Rehearsal. 

ous for the contrary practice, became| It is the common cry of the poetasters of the town, 
as himself; as none, it is plain, was land their fautors, that it is an ill-natured thing to ex- 
friendships, or so much in that of; pose the pretenders to wit and poetry. The judges 
y had most abused, namely, the Rreat-jand magistrates may with full 3s good reason be re 
ll parties. Let me add a further rea-'proached with ill-nature for putting the laws in exe- 
‘h engaged in their friendships, he.cution against a thief or impostor.—The same will 
their animosities; and can almost;hold in the republic of letters, if the critics and judges 
this honour, not to have written a! will let every ignorant pretender to scribbling pass on 
which, through guilt, through shame, ithe world. 


through variety of fortune, or change | . . 

vas ever unwilling to own. | Theobald, Letter to Mist, June 22, 1728. 

de with remarking, what a pleasure! Attacks may be levelled, either against failures in 
very reader of humanity, to sce alj' genius, or against the pretensions of writing without 
iuthor, in his very laughter, is not in-/ one. 


ill-nature, but only punishing that of - oe . 
5. poem, those alone are capable of Concanen, Dedicction to the Author of the Dunciad. 


who, to use the words of a t| A satire cpon dulness is a thing that has been used 


w hard it is (with regard both to his and allowed in all ages. ΜΝ . 
manner) tetustis dare novitatem, ob- Out of thine own mouth will I judge thee, wicked 


hscuns lucem fastiditis gratiam, scnbbler ! 
your most humble servant, 


WILLIAM CLELAND.?2 
dec. 22d, 1728. TESTIMONIES OF AUTHORS, 


Concerning our Poet and his Works. 


CTINCS SCRIBLERUS. 
M. Scriblerus Lectori S&. 


MENA AND ILLUSTRATIONS BErore we present thee with our exercitations on 


rO THE DUNCIAD: this most delectable poem (drawn from the many 
volumes of our adversaria on modern anthors) we 
shal! here, according to the laudable usage of editors, 
collect the various judgments of the learned conrern- 
t Remarks on Prince Arthur. ing our poet; various indecd, not only of different 
think it the most reasonable thing in authors, but of the same author at different seasons. 
inguish good writers, by discouraging Nor shall we gather only the testimonies of such em!- 
8 it an ill-natured thing, in relation|nent wits as would of course descend to posterity, 
‘persons upon whom the reflections|22d consequently be read without our collection ; but 
true, it may deprive them a little the| We shall likewise, with incredible labour, seek out 
rt profit and a transitory reputation; for divers others, which, but for this our diligence, 
have a good effect, and oblige them|could never at the distance of a few months appear 
late) to decline that for which they 10 the eye of the most curious. Tlereby thou mayest 
t, and to have recourse to something ποῖ only receive the delectation of variety, but also 
ay be more successful. arrive at a more certain judgment by a grave and 
circumspect comparison of the witnesses with each 
herley, at the time the town declaimed| other, or of each with himself. Hence also thou wilt 
of ven ; Mr. Walsh, after his death ;| be enabled to draw reflections, not only of a critical, 
tate: lorl Bolin rbroke at his leaving but a moral nature, by being let into many particulars 
ὁ queen‘s death; lord Oxford, in his last} Of the person as well as genius, and of fortune as well 
Ir. Secretary Craggs, at the end of thelas merit of our author: in which, if I relate some 
nd after his death: others only in epi-| things of little concern peradventure to thee, and some 
an was of Scotland. and bred at the uni-|of as little even to him, I entreat thee to consider 
Η with the carl of Mar. He served in| how minutely all true critics and commentators are 
iesieners” af Oh eee he pi eae wont to insist upon such, and how material they segm 
sin England; in which, having shown |to themeelves, if to none other. Forgive me, gentle 
y Years (aligent, punctual, and incor: reader, if (following learned example) 1 ever and anon 
idenly displaced by the minister, an the become tedious: allow me to take the same pains to 
of his age, and dicd two months after, | find whether my author were good or bad, well orill- 
| 8 pereon of universal learning, and an| natured, modest or arrogant ; as another, whether his 
a ‘sincerer attachment μοῦ πραγ author was fair or brown, short or tell, or whether he 
ry. wore a coat or a cassock. 


; Hypercritics of Aristarchus. 


POPE 5 POETICAL WOES. 
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«αν and πὰ oréer, we have bat log often obserrity 
and confiaen, At αὐ anether plice— What rare 
momar. are bere > Wo dt not one swear that this 
youngster had ¢-nouned some antiquated mBe, who 
led wee out i ἦν αὐσο from some sniperanguated sip- 
ter, Upon account Of nuapotence, and who, being 
posed by the forter spouse, bos gotthe gout in her 
Gcecrep:d age, winch tance, ir hobble so dam- 
tally.’ 1 

No less pereinptory 
critical Li-tonan 


13. the censure of our hyper- 


fabs Live-.a 8 the Poeta vol. ἢ. in his Life. 
ον ταν the Essay oon Critied-im, 
4 ἐν ΡΠ αι. No. 40, 
ὁ Duneiad Py-seeted p. 4. 
= Doneiad Dissected. 
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11 Rehr tiusertioaland eatiricalona rhapsody, call- 
Clan Eseay on Crit cis, pritted tor Bernard Lintot, 8vo. 
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Mr. Add«en, 

‘The Feszty οἵ {τ τ ουση 2.7 be, ‘which was 
piblehed some ments sire. is a mister-pece in its 
mind. The obeervit ened ὯΝ ὅπ another Lke those 
in Horace’s Art of Poetry, without rhat methodical 
been τὸς wite 11a prose 
wmean, bet such 
as the reader ταῦ" assent to, wien he sees them et 
phined woh thate ce and pecspeusy in whieh they 
are deLverd. As far these wien are tie mot 
‘known and the meet rv ceived, they are placed in 50 
beautigat a Lehtan? dt.strited with such apt allo. 
s.uns, that toey have in them ΚῈ the graces of novel: 
ty; and indke Gu: reader, who war before acgnainird 
with them, st] mon: convinecd of their trath aad 
solidity. And here cive me leave to mention wh3t 
-Monsiear Boileaa has 6 well eniarged upon in the 
preface to his works: that w. and fine writing doth 
not consist so much in advanci:.2 things that are new 
as in giving things that are kaown an agreeable turn. 
‘It is impossible for na, w!:o live 1m the latter ages of 
the world, to make observations in criticism, morality, 
or any art or science, which have not been touched 
upon by others; we have little ele left us, but to re 
present the common sense of mankind in more 
strong, more beautiful, or more uncommon lights. If 
ja reader examines Horace’s Art of Poetry, he will 
‘find bat few precepts in it which he may ποῖ meet 
with in Aristode, and which were not commotiy 
known by all the poets of the Augustan age. His 
way of expressing, and appl. ing them, not his invet 
tion of them, is what we are chiefly to admire. 

‘ Longinus, in his Retlecziong, bas given us the same 
jkind of ‘sublime, which he observes in the several 
Inansages that oceasioned then: 1 cannot hut take 
notice that our Finglish author has, after the same 
manner, exemplified several of the precepta in the 


re 
— = »- 


Ι Essay on Criticism in) prose, octavo, 1727, by te 
author of the Critical History of England. 
® Preface to lus Poems, ἢ. Io, 93 
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Jy precepts themselves."1 He then produces some'!should most admire the justness to the original, or 
tances of a particular beanty in the numbers, and the force and beauty of the language, or the sounding 
cludes with saying, that ‘there are three poems in| variety of the numbers: but when | find all these 
* tongne of the same nature, and each a master- jmeet, it puts me in mind of what the poet says of 
ce in its kind? the Essay on Translated Verse; the!one of his herocs, ‘That he alone raised and flung 
say on the Art of Poctry; and the Essay on Criti-| with ease a weighty stone, that two common men 


m.” could not lift from the ground; just so, one single 
Jf Windsor Forest, positive is the judgment of the| persor. has performed in this translation, what 1 once 
rmative. despaired to have seen done by the force of several 

Mr. John Dennis, masterly hands.’ Indeed the same gentleman appears 


Phat it is a wretched rhapsody, impudently writ in|to have changed his sentiment in his Essay on the Art 
nlation of the Cooper's Hill of sir John Denham :' of Sinking in Reputation, (printed in Mist's Journal, 
author of it is obscure, is ambiguous, is affected,| March 90, 1725,’ where he says thus: ‘Jn order to 
emerarious, is barbarous !? sink in reputation, let him take it into his head to de- 
3ut the author of the Dispensary,? scend into [lomer ‘let the world wonder, as it will, 
how the devil he got there,) and pretend to do him 
Dr. Garth, into English, so his version denote his neglect of the 
‘he preface to his poem of Claremont, differs from) manner how.’ Strange vanation! We are told in 
+ opinion: ‘Those who have seen these two ex- 
lent poems of Cooper's Hill, and Windsor Forest, Mist's Jeurnel, (June 8,) 
one written by sir John Denham, the other by |‘ That this tranalation of the Iliad was not in all re- 
. Pope, will show a great deal of candour if they|spects conformable to the tine taste of his friend Mr. 
rove of this.’ Addison; insomuch that he employed a younger muse 
Ifthe Epistle of Floisa, we are told by the obscure|in an undertaking of this hind, which he supervised 
iter of a poem called Sawney, ‘That because;himseif.’ Whether Mr. Addison did find it conform- 
or's Henry and Emma charmed the finest tastes,/able to his taste, or not, best appears from his own 
r author writ his Eloisa in opposition to it; but for-itestimony the year follow.ng its publication, in these 
innocence and virtue. If you take away her ten-! words : 
‘ thoughts, and her fierce desires, all the rest is of oo. . 
value.’ In which, methinks, his judgment resem- Mr, Addison's Frecholder, No. 40. 
th that of a French tailor ona villa and garden by} ‘When 1 consider myseti a British freeholder, I 
Thames : ‘ All this is very fine ; but take away the|am in a particular manner pleased with the labours 


er, and it is good fur nothing.’ of those who have improved our language with 
3ut very contrary hereunto was the opinion of the translations of old Greek and Latin authors.— 
We have already most of their historians in our own 
Mr. Prior, tongue, and, what is more for the honour of our Jan- 
wself, saying in his Alina.‘ guage, it has been taught to express with elegance 
“Ὁ Abelard! ill-fated youth, the greatest of their poets in each nation. The il- 
Thy tale will justify this truth: literate among our own countrymen may learn to 
But well I weet, thy cruel wrong judge from Dryden’s Virgil, of the most perfect epic 
Adorns a nobler poet's song : performance. And those parts of Homer which 
Dan Pope, for thy misfortune grieved, have been published already by Mr. Pope, gives us 
With kind concern and skill has weaved reason to think that the Iliad will appear in English 

A silken web; and ne’er shall fade with as little disadvantage to that immortal poem.’ 
Its colours; gently has he laid As to the rest, there is ἃ slight mistake; for this 
The mantle o’er thy sad distress, younger muse was an elder; nor was the gentlemaa 
And Venus shall the texture bless,’ &c. (who is a friend of our author) employed by Mr, Ad- 


dison to translate it after him, since he saith himself 
“ome we now to his translation of the Iliad, cele-|that he did it before! Contrariwise, that Mr. Ad- 
sed by nuinerous pens; yet shall it suffice to men-| dixon engaged our author in this work appeareth by 


a the indefatigable declaration thereof in the preface to the Thad, printed 
- ope - some time before his death, and by his own letters of 
Str Richard Blackmore, Kut. October 26, and November 2, 1713, where he declares 


io (though otherwise a severe censurer of our au-|it is his opinion that no other person was equal to it. 
wr) yet styleth this a ‘laudable translation." That} Next comes his Shakspeare on the stage: ‘ Let him 


idy writer (quoth one, whom 1 take to be 

Mr. Oldmizon, Mr. Theobald, Mist's Journal, June 8, 1723) 
his forementioned Essay, frequently commends the, publish such an author as he has least studied, and 
me. And the painful forzet tt discharge even the dull duty of an editor. In 


. this project let hm lend the bookseller his name (for 

. Mr. Lewis Theobald a competent sum of money) to promote the credit of 
us extols it, ‘The spirit of Homer breathes all) an exorbitant subscription.’ Gentle reader, be pleased 
rough this translation.—I am in doubt, whether Hg east thine eye on the proposal below quoted, and 
1 Spectator, No. 253. on what follows (some months after the former as- 


@ Letter to BB. at the end of the Remarks, on Pope's|sertion) in the same Journalist of June 8: ‘The book- 
omer, 1117. Δ. Printed 172A, p. 12. 4 Alma, Cant. 2.,-————_———- - τι : -π---- 
Stn tux Eaxas eo. volo. printed tur E. Curll. 1 Vid. Pref. to Mr. Tickell's translation of the first 
δ Ceneor, vol. is. n. 33. buok of the Iliad, 4tu. 
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eeller proposed the book by subscription, and raised [παπὰ to Mr. Addison himself, and never made public 


some thousands of pounds for the same: I believe 
the gentleman did not share in the profits of this ex- 
travagant subscription.’ 

* After the Iliad, he undertook (saith 


Mist's Journal, June 8, 1758) 


the sequel of that work, the Odyssey ; and having se- 
cured the success by a numerous subscription, he em- 
ployed some underlings to perform what, according 
to his proposals, should come from hia own hands.’ 

To which heavy charge we can in truth oppose 
nothing but the words of 


Mr. Pope's Proposal for the Odyssey, (printed by J. 
Watts, Jan. 10, 1724:) 


*T take this occasion to declare that the subscrip- 
tion for Shakspeare belongs wholly to Mr. ‘Tonson: 
and that the benefit of this proposal is not solely for 
my own use, but for that of two of my friends, who 
have assisted me in this work.’ But these very gen- 
tlemen are extolled above our poet himself in another 


of Mist's Journals, March 30, 1729, saying, ‘That he, 
would not advise Mr. Pope to try the experiment:acied, Jan. 
jhad before given him 


again of getting a great part of a book done by as- 


POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 
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till after their own Journals, and Curtl had printed 
the same. One name alone, which I am here av- 
thorized to declare, will sufficiently evince this truth, 
that of the right honourable the earl of Burlingtoa. 

Next is he taxed with a crime (in the opinioa of 
some authors, I doubt, more heinous than any in mo 
rality,) to wit, plagiarism, from the inventive aad 
quaint-conceited 


James Moore Smith, Gent. 


‘Upon reading the third volume of Pope's Miseel- 
lanics, 1 found five lines which I thought excellent; 
and happening to praise them, a gentleman produced 
a mod:-rn comedy (the Rival Modes) published last 
year, where were the same verses to a tittle. 

‘These gentlemen are undoubtedly the fins plaga- 
riew, that pretend to make a reputation by stea'ing 
from a man’s works in his own life-timne, and out ofa 
public print.”! Let us join to this what is written by 
the author of the Rival Modes, the said Mr. James 
Moore Smith, ina letter to our author himself, who 
had informed him a month before that play wis 
27, 1720-7, that, ‘These verses, which be 

leave to insert in it, would be 


sistants, lest those extrancous parts should unhappily. known for his, some copies being got abroad. He 
ascend to the sublime, and retard the declension of , desires, nevertheless, that since the lines had beea 
the whole. Beliold! these underlings are become! read in his comedy to several, Mr. P. would not de 
good writers ! prive it of them,’ &c. Surely, if we add the testimoe 

If any say, that before the said Proposals were | mies of the lord Bolingbroke, of the lady to whom 
printed, the subscription waa begun without declara-|the said verses were originally addressed, of Hugh 
tion of such assistance; verily those who set it on| Bethel, esq. and others, who knew them as our a> 
foot, or (as the term is) secured it, to wit, the right thor's long before the said gentleman composed bs 
honourable the lord viscount Harcourt, were he living, |Piys it is hoped, the ingenuous, that affect not error, 
would testify, and the right honourable the lord Ba-; will rectity their opinion by the suffrage of so ho 
thurst, now living, doth testify, the same is a falsehood. nourable personages. 

Sorry I am, that persons professing to be learned, And yet followeth another charge, insinuating 90 
or of whatever rank of authors, should either falsely [1685 than his enmity both to church and state, which 
tax, or be falsely taxed. Yet Jet us, who are only re- could come from no other informer than the said 
porters, be impartial in our citations, and proceed. Mr. James Moore Smith. 


Mist's Journal, June &, 1728. ‘The Memoirs of a Parish Clerk was a very du!) 

‘Mr. Addison raised this author from obscurity, ob-|and unjust abuse of a person who wrote in defeate 
tained him the acquaintance and friendship of the|of our religion and constitution, and who has bees 
whole body of our nobility, and transferred his pow-j dead many years.’2 This eeemcth also most untret; 
erful interests with those great men to this rising)it being known to divers that these memoirs wert 
bard, who frequently levied by that means unusual] written at the acat of the lord Harcourt, in Orford. 
contributions on the public.” Which surely cannot] shire, before that excellent person (bishop Barnet'd 
be, if, as the author of the Dunciad Dissected report-|death, and many years before the appearance of thi 
eth, Mr. Wycherley had before ‘introduced him into history, ot’ which they are pretended to be an abuse. 


a familiar acquaintance with the greatest peers and 
brightest wits then Sving. 


‘No gooner (saith the same journalist) was his body 


Most true it ix, that Mr. Moore had such a dest, 
and was himself the man who pressed Dr. Arbuthne 
and Mr. Pope to assist him therein; and that he ber 


lifeless, but this author, reviving his resentment, libel-| rowed those memoirs of our author, when that history 
Jed the memory of his departed frend ; aod what was: came forth, with intent to turn them to such abuse. 
etill more heinous, made the scandal public.’ Griev-, But being able to obtain from our author but oe si 
ous the accusation! tnknewn the accuser! the per-' gle hint, and either changing his mind, or having more 
Fon accused no witness in Lis own cause; the person, mind than ability, he contented himself to keep tbe 
in whose regard accnsed, dead! But if there be liy-- said memoirs, and read them as his own to ἃ}} his a 
ing any one nobleman whose friendship, yea any one! quaintance. A noble person there is, into whos 
genticman whose subseription Mr. Addison procured company Mr. Pope ouce chanced to introduce ha, 
to onr author, let him stand forth, that (rath may ap-;who well remembereth the conversation of Nr. 
pear! Amicus Plato, amicus Socrates, sed magia) Mvore to have turned upon the ‘contempt he had for 
amica veritas, In verity, the whole story of the libel/the work of that reverend prelate, and how fall be 
ia a he; witness thoee persons of integrity, who se-| was of a design he declared himself to have, of e: 
veral years before Mr. Addison's decease, did sce 
and approve of the said verses, in no wise a libel, but 
a triendly rebuke sent privately in our author’s own 


1 Daily Journal, March 18, 1722. 
2 Daily Journal, April 3, 172s. 
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it.” This noble person is the earl of Peter- 
h. 
9 in truth should we crave pardon of all the 
d right honourable and worthy personages, for 

mentioned them in the same page with such 
7 riff-raff railers and rhymers ; but that we had 
‘ver-honoured commiunds for the same; and 
ey are introduced not as witnesses in the con- 
iy, but as witnesses that cannot be controvert- 
t to dispute, but to decide. 
ain it is, that dividing our writers into two 
, of such who were acquaintance, and of such 
rere strangers to our author; the former are 
who speak well, and the other those who speak 
‘him. Of the first class, the most noble 


John Duke of Buckingham 


ip his character in these lines : 

And vet so wondrous, so sublime a thing, 
the great Iliad, scarce could make me sing, 
nless I justly could at once commend 

good companion, and as firm a friend ; 

ne moral, or a mere well-natured deed, 

an all desert in sciences excecd."! 

o is he deciphered by . 


The Hon. Simon Harcourt. 


wondrous youth, what column wilt thou choose, 
laurell’d arch, for thy triumphant muse 7 

Ἦ each great ancient court thee to his shrine, 
th every jaurel through the dome be thine, 

the good and just, an awful train! 

oul’s delight——.’2 

orded in like manner for his virtuous disposi- 
nd gentle bearing, by the ingenious 


Mr. Walter Hart, 

apostrophe : 

1! ever worthy, ever crown’d with praise! 
isd in thy life, and bless’d in all thy lays, 
L, that the Sisters every thought refine, 

1 e’en thy life be faultless as thy line, 
envy still with fiercer rage pursues, 
cures the virtue, and defames the muse. 
oul like thine, in pain, in grief, resign'd, 
wes with just scorn the malice of mankind."* 
vitty and moral satirist, 


Dr. Edward Young, 
ag some check to the corruption and evil man- 
4 the times, calleth out upon our poet to under- 
ι task so worthy of his virtue: 
rglumbers Pope, who leads the Muses’ train, 
ears that virtue, which he loves, complain ?"4 


Mr. Mallet, 


epistie on Verbal Criticism : 
hose life, severely scann’d, transcenas his lays ; 
wit supreme, is but his second praise.’ 


Mr. Hammond, 


lelieate and correct imitator of TibuJlus, in his 
Elegies, Elegy xiv. 


erges to Mr. P. on his translation of Homer. 
vem pretixed to his works. 

i hie poems, printed for B. Lintot. 

aivegsal J’assion, sat. 1. 


* Now fired by Pope and virtue, leave the age 
In low pursuit of sclf-undoing wrong, 

And trace the author through his moral page, 
Whose blameless life still answers to his song ἢ 


Mr. Thomson, 
in his elegant and philosophical poem the Seasons: 
* Although not swecter his own Homer sings, 
Yet is his lite the more endearing song.’ 
To the same tune also singeth that learned clerk, of 
Suffolk, 
Mr. William Broome: 

‘Thus, nobly rising in fair virtue’s cause, 

From thy own life transcribe the unerring laws.”! 

And, to close all, hear the reverend dean of St. 
Patrick's: 

‘A soul with every virtue fraughe, 

By patriots, priests, and poets taught: 
Whose filial piety excels 

Whatever Grecian story tells. 

A genius for each business fit ; 
Whose meanest talent is his wit,’ &c. 

Let us now recreate thee by turning to the other 
side, and showing his character drawn by those with 
whom he never conversed, and whose countenances 
he could not know, though turned against him: First 
again commencing with the high-voiced and never- 
enough quoted 


Mr. John Dennis, 
who, in his Reflections on the Essay on Criticism, 
thus describeth him: ‘ A little affected hypocrite, who 
has nothing in his mouth but candour, truth, friend- 
ship, good-nature, humanity, and magnanimity. Ie 
is so great a lover of falsehood, that whenever he 
has a mind to calumniate his contemporaries, he 
brands them with some defect which was just con- 
trary to some good quality for which all their friends 
and acquaintance commend them. He seems to 
have a particular pique to people of quality, and au- 
thors of that rank.—He must derive his religion from 
St. Omer’s.—But in the character of Mr. P. and his 
writings (printed by S. Popping, 1716) he saith, 
‘Though he is a professor of the worst religion, yet 
he laughs at it ;’ but that ‘nevertheless he is a viru- 
lent papist; and yet a pillar of the church of Eng- 
land.’ 
Of both which opinions 


Mr. Lewis Theobald 

seems also to be ; declaring in Mist's Journal of June 
22, 1718, ‘ That if he is not shrewdly abused, he made ᾿ 
it his practice to cackle to both parties in their own 
sentiments.’ But as to his pique against people of 
quality, the same journalist doth not agree, but saith 
(May 8, 1728,) ‘ He had by some means or other, the 
acquaintance and friendship of the whole body of our 
nobility.’ 

However contradictory this may appear, Mr. Den- 
nis and Gildon, in the character last cited, make it 
all plain, by assuring us, ‘That he is a creature that 
reconciles all contradictions: he is a beast, and ἃ 
man; a Whig and a Tory; a writer (at one and the 
same time) of Guardians and Examiners ;? an asser- 
tor of liberty, and of the dispensing power of kings; ἃ 


1 In his poems at the end of the Odyssey. 
2 The names of twu weekly papers. 
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Jesuitical professor of truth; a base and foul pre-| Mr. Oldmizon 

tender to candour.’ So that, upon the whole account, ! calls him a great master of our tongue ; declares ‘the 

we must conclude him either to have been a great] purity and perfection of the English language to be 

hypocrite, or a very honest man ; a terrible impostor| found in his Homer; and, saying there are more good 

upon both parties, or very moderate to either. verses in Dryden's Virgil than in any other work, et 
Be it as to the judicious reader shall seem good. (cept this of var author only.”! 

Sure it is, he is little favoured of certain authors, 

whose wrath is perilous; for one declares he ought The Author of a Letter to Mr. Cibher 

to have a price sct on his head, and to be hunted ‘says: ‘Pope was so good a versifier [once] that, his 

down as a wild beast.'!'| Another protests that he! predecessor Mr. Dryden, and his contemporary Mr. 

does not know what may happen; advises him to, Prior excepted, the harmony of his numbers is equal 

insure his person; says he has bitter enemies, and jto any body's. And, that he had all the ment that a 

expreysly declares it will be well if he escapes with;man can have that way.’? And 

his life.2 One desires he would cut his own throat, ᾿ 

or hang himself.3 But Pasquin seemed rather inclin- Mr. Thomas Cooke, 

ed it should be done by the government, representing |after much bleraishing our author's Homer, crieth 

him engaged in grievous designs with a lord of par-|out: 

liament then under prosecution! Mr. Deunishimself| «6 But in his other works what beauties shine, 

hath written to ἃ minister, that he is one of the most] While sweetest music dwells in every line! 

dangerous persons in this kingdom ἢ and assureth) These he admired, on these he etamp'd his praise, 

the public, that he is an open and mortal enemy to] And bade them live to brighten future days." 

his country ; a monster that will one day show 48/5 also one whu takes the name of 

daring a soul as a mad Indian, who runs a-muck to 

kill the first Christian he mects.6 Another gives in- IT. Stanhope, 

formation of treason discovered in his poem.’ Air./the maker of certain verses to Duncan Campbell,‘ im 

Curll boldly supplics an imperfect verse with kings|that poem, which is wholly a satire upon Mr. Pope, 

and princesses :3 and one Matthew Concanen, yet|confesscth, 

more impudent, publishes at length the two most sac- 

red names in this nation, as members of the Dunciad 39 
This is prodigious ! yet it is almost as strange, that 

in the midst of these invectives his greatest enemies 

have (I know not how) bome testimony to some merit 

in him. 


‘*Tis true, if finest notes alone con)d show 

(Tuned justly high, or rezularly low) 

That we should fame to these mere vocals give; 

Pope more than we can offer should receive: 

For when some gliding river is his theme, 

His lincs run smoother than the smoothcst stream, 
Mr. Theobald, ἄς. 

in censuring his Shakspeare, declares, ‘He has so Mist’s Journal, June 8, 1723. 

great an esteem for Mr. Pope, and so high an opinion| Although he says, ‘ The smooth numbers of the Dur 

of his genius and excellences, that, notwithstanding |ciad are all that recommend it, nor has it any other 

he professes ἃ veneration almost rising to idolatry for imerit τ᾿ yet that same paper hath these words: ‘The 

the writings of this incstimable poet, he would betauthor is allowed to be a perfect master of an easy 

very loath even to do him justice, at the expence of jand elegant versification. In all his works we find 

that other gentleman's character.’ the most hanpy turns, and natural similes, wonderful- 

. ly short and thick sown.’ 

oo, Mr. Charles Gildon, ” The Essay on the Punciad also owns, p. 25, itis 
after having violently attacked him in many pieces, |yery full of beautiful images. But the panegyne 
at last came to wish from his heart, ‘That Mr. Popelwhich crowns all that can be said on this poem, is 
would be prevailed upon to give us Ovid's Epistles | bestowed by our lanreate, 
by his hand; for it is certain we see the original of 
Sappho to Phaon with much more life and likeness Mr. Colley Cibber, 
in his version, than in that of sir Car Scrope. And/who ‘grants it to be a better poem of its kind than 
this (he adds) is the more to be wished, because injever was writ;' but adds, ‘it was a victory over ἃ 
the English tongue we have scarcely any thing truly} parcel of poor wretches, whom it was almost cow 
and naturally written upon love." 116 also, in taxing|ardice to conquer.—A man might as well triamph for 
sir Richard Blackmore for his heterodox opinions of having killed so many silly flies that offended him. 
Homer, challengeth him to answer what Mr. Pope|Could he have Ict them alone, by this time, poor souls: 
hath said in his preface to that poet. they had all been buried in oblivion.’ Here we sé 
our excellent laureate allowa the justice of the satire 
on every man in it, but himself; as the great Mr. 
Dennis did before him. 

The said 


Mr. Dennis and Mr. Gddon, 
is the most furious of all their words (the forecited 


- 


1 Theobald, Letter in Mist's Journal, June 99, 1728. 

2 Sinedicy, pref. to Gulliveriana, p. 14, 16. 

3 Gulliveriana, p. 332. 4 Anno 1723. 5 Anno 1799. 

6 Preface to Rem, on the Rape of the Lock, p. 12; and 
in the last page of that treatixe. 

7 Page 6,7. of the Preface, by Concanen, to a book 
called, A Collection of all the Letters, Essay3, Verner, 
and Advertisements, occasioned by Pope and Swift's 
Miseellanies. Printed for A. Moore, &vu. 1712. 

& Key to the Duneciad, dd edit. p 15. 

9 A list of Persons, &c. at the end of the foremen- 
tioned Collection of all the Letters, Resays, &c. 

10 Introduction to his Shakspeare Reetored, in 410. p 3. 

11 Commentary on the Duke of Buckingbau’s Essay, 

Svo0, 1721, p. 97, 9a. 


1 In his prose Essay on Criticism. 
2 Printed by J. Roberts, 1742, p. 11. 
3 Battle of the Poets, folio, p. 15. 
4 Printed under the title of the Progress of Dulses, 
imo, Vo. 
 Cibbere Laver 0 Mir. Boge, p.9. Wa. 
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+. 5,) do in concert! confess, ‘that some 
‘od understanding value him for his rhymes.’ 
7) ‘that he has got, like Mr. Bayes in the 
+ (that is, like Mr. Dryden,) anotable knack 
ξ΄ and writing smooth verse.’ 

Easay on Man, numerous were the praises 
by his avowed enemies, in the imagination! 
ame was not written by him, as it was print-| 
nously. 


ung of it even 


Bezalel Morris 
vious bard! while all admire thy strain, 
the selfish, ignorant, and vain ; 

1 no bribe to servile flattery drew, 

ay the tribute to thy merit due: 

ἀκα sublime, significant, and clear, 

forms the soul, and charms the ear,’ &c. 


Mr. Leonard Welstead 


Ε to the unknown author, on the firet pub- 
Tthe said Essay ; 1 must own, after the re- 
hich the vilest and most immoral ribaldry 
Ὑ met with, I was surprised to see what 1 
jespaired, a performance deserving the name} 


t. Such, εἶτ, is your work. It is, indeed, 
commendation, and ought tohave been pub- 
an age and country more worthy of it. If 
ony be of weight any where, you are cure 
in the amplest manner,’ &c. ἄς. &c. 


se see every one of his works hath been ex- 
one or other of his most inveterate enemies; 
8 success of them all they do uaanimously 
nony. But it is sufficient instar omnium, to 
e great critic, Mr. Dennis, sorely lamenting 
“om the Essay on Criticism to this day of the 

* A moat notorious instance (quoth bo) of 
vity of genius and taste, the approbation this 
seta with—I can safely affirm, that I never 
any of these writings, unless they had suc- 
litely beyond their merit. This, though. an 
w been a popular acribbler. The epidemic 
of the times has given him reputation. —If 
cruel treatment #0 many extraordinary inen 
ὁ lord Bacon, Ben Jonson, Milton, Butler, 


wert] Hear how Mr. Dennis hath proved our 
1 this ease" As to my writing in concert will 
‘n, Tedeclare upon the honour and wort of α 
a that T never wrote 80 inuch as ane Tine it 
ith any one man whatsoever. And theee two) 
tm Gildon will plainly show, that we are not 
concert with each other. 


sight of my ambition is to pleare 
sent; and, finding that 1 have entertained my’ 
reeably, I have the extent of the reward of my 


it not plain, that any one who sende such 
is to ancther, has not been ured to write in 
Pwith him to whom he sends them? Devin 
ὧδ the Dunciad, p. 50. Mr. 

‘tne to take this piece to himself 
ater un-ler binown hand, dated March 18, 
4, Preface to his Reflections on the Essay on 


to his Remarks on Homer, 
Y 


Otway, and others) have received from this country, 
for these last hundred years, I should shift the scene, 
‘and show all that penury changed at once to riot 
‘and profuseness ; and inore squandered away upon 
lone object,than would have satisfied the greater part 
‘of those extraordinary men ; the reader to whom this 
one creature should be unknown, would fancy him a 
prodigy of art and nature, would believe that all the 
[great qualities of these persons were centered in him 
alone. But if I should venture to assure him, that 
the people of England had made such ἃ choice—the 
reader would either believe me ἃ malicious enemy, 
land elanderer, or that the reign of the last (Queen 
Anne's) ministry was designed by fate to encourage 
fools.’ 

But it happens that this our poet never had any 
place, pension, or gratuity, in any shape, from the 
leaid glorious queen, or any of her ministers. All he 
lowed, in the whole course of his life, to any court, 
]was ἃ subscription for his Homer, of £200, from King 
|George 1. and £100 from the prince and princess. 

However, lest we imagine our author's auccess 
was constant and universal, they acqnaint us of cer 
tain works in a less degree of repute, whereof, al- 
though owned by others, yet do they assure us he is 
the writer, Of this sort Mr. Dennis? ascribes to him 
two farces, whose names he docs not tell, but assures 
us that there is not one jest in them 7 and an imitation 
of Horace, whose title he does not mention, but aa- 
φυτὰ is much more execrable than all his works? 
"The Daily Journal, May 11, 1728, assures us, ‘He ia 
below Tom Durfey in the drama, because (as that 
writer thinks) the Marriage-Huter Matched, and the 
Boarding School, are better than the What-d’ye-call- 
it;’ which is not Mr. B.'s, but Mr. Gay's. Mr. Gil- 
don assures us, in his New Rehearsal, p. 48, “That 
ho was writing a play of the Lady Jane Grey τ᾽ but it 
afterwards proved to be Mr. Rowe's. We are assur 
‘ed by another, ‘ He wrote a pamphlet called Dr. An- 
drew Tripes'! which proved to be one Dr. Wagstaff's. 
| Mr. Theobald assures us, in Mist of the 27th of April, 
“That the treatise of the Profound is very dull, and 
θαι Mr. Pope is the author of it” The writer of 
|Guttiveriana is of another opinion ; and says, ‘The 
whole, or greatest part, of the merit of this treatise 
must and can only be ascribed to Gulliver’ (Here, 
seatle reader! cannot I but smile at the strange blind- 
nest and positiveness of men? knowing the said 
treatise to appertain to none other but to me, Mar- 
tinns Scriblerus.) 

We are assured, in Mist of June 8th, ‘That his own 
plays and furces would better have adorned the Dun- 
ciad, than those of Mr. ‘Theobald ; for he had neither 
genius for tragedy nor comedy.’ Which whether 
{rue oF not, it is not easy to judge; in as rauch as he 
had attempted neither. Unless we will take it for 
granted, with Mr. Cibber, that his being once very 
angry at hearing a friend's play abused, was an infal- 
lible proof the play was his own ; the said Mr. Cite 
ber thinking it impossible for a man to be much con- 
cemed for any but himself: ‘ Now let any man judge 
sith he) by his concern, who was the true mother of 
‘the child."® 

But from all that has been said, the discerning 


1 Rem. on Homer, p. 8, 9. 2b. BB 
3 Character of Mt. Pope. p.7. AW RS 
SGulliv. p. 3. 6 Cibber’s Lattera to Wir, BPN 
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reader will collect, that it litle avaiied our author το οὔ our poem. Margites was the name of this peor 
have any candour, since, when he declared he did!age, whom antiquity reeordeth to have been Duuce 
not write for others, it was not credited; as litte to:the first ; and surely from what we hear of him, not 
have any mode ¢, when he declined writing in unworthy to be the root of so spreading a tree, and 
any way himself, tie presumption of others was im-|s0 jwnerousa posterity. ‘The poem, therefore, cele 
puted to Lim. If he singly enterprised one great brating him was properly and absolutely a Dunciad; 
work, he was tarred of boldness and madness to a) which, though now unhappily lost, yet is its mature 
prodigy οἱ i he took assistants in another, it was com-|suiliviently known by the infallible tokens afomaid. 
plained of, and represented as a great injury to the) \nd thus it doth appear, that the fint Dunciad was 


public? ‘The loftiest heroics, the lowest ballads, 
treatives against the state or church, satires on lords: 
and ladies, raillery on wits and authors, squabbles 
with bookuellers, oF even full and true accounts of 
monsters, poisons, and murders; of any hereof was 
there nothing so good, nothing xo bad, whieh hati: not 
at one or other weason been to him ascribed. If it 
bore no author's name, then Tay he concealed ; if it 
did, he fathered it upon that author to be yet better 
it resembled any of his styles, then was 
it evident; if it did not, then disguised he it on set 
Purpose. Yea, even direct oppositions in religion, 
principles, and polities, have equally been supposed 
in him inherent. Surely a most rare and sitigular 
character: of which let the reader make what he can. 
Doubtless most commentators would henee take 
occasion to turn all to their author's advantage, and 
from the testimony of his very enemies would affirm, 
that his capacity was boundless, as well ἂν his imagi- 
nation; that he was a perfect master of all styles, and 
all arguments ; and that there was in those times, no. 
other writer, in any kind, of any degree of excellence, 
save he himself, But as tis is not our own senti- 
anent, we shall determine on nothing ; but leave thee, 
gentle reader, to steer thy judginent equally between 
various opinions, and to choose wnether thou wilt 
incline to the testimony of authors avowed, oF of au- 
thors concealed ; of those who knew hitn, oF of those 
who knew him not. P. 


MARTINUS SCRIRLERUS 
OF THE POEM. 


‘Tis poem, as it celebrateth the most grave and 


ancient of things, Chaos, Night, and Dulness : sn is it| 


of the most grave and ancient kind Homer (eaith 
Aristotle) was the first who gave the form, and (saith 
Horace) who adapted the measure to heroic poesy. 


But even before this, may be rationally presuroeil,|.. 


from what the ancients have left written, was a pie 
by Homer, composed of like nature and matter 
this of our poet. For of epic sort it appenreth to ἢ 
been, yet of matter surely not unpleasant, witness 


what ix reported of it by the learned archbishop] 
Eustathius, in Odyss. x. And accordingly Atistotle,| 


in his Pogtics, chap. iv doth further set forth, that a2 
the Hiad and Odyssey gave example to tragedy, uo did 
this poem to comedy its first lea. 

From these authors also it should seem, tht the 
hero, or chief personage of it wan no less obscure, aid 
his understanding and sentiments no lee quaiut and 
strange (if indeed no more so) than any of the actors 


μι βυτηνυν Homerites, p. 1, of his transiation of the 
jin 

2 ‘Ths London azd Mist's Journals, on his undertaking 
Uwe Odyssey, 


|ihe first epic pormy, written by Homer himself, and 
“anterior even to the Hiad or Ody a 

Now forsssanch as onr poet hath translated thee 
two famous works of Hower witich are yet lef, be 
did conceive it in some sort his duty to imitate that 
Jase whieh was lost: aud was therefore induced te 
bestow on it the same forin which Homer's is repe 
δὰ to have had, natacly, that of epic poem; with a 
title olso framed after the ancient Greek manner, to. 
at of Duneiad. 
| Wonderful itis, that so few of the moderns hare 
been stimulated to attempt rome Dunciad'! since ἦτ 
[the opinion of the maltitude, it might cust less pain 
vin! toil than an imitation of the greater epic. Bat 
possible it is also, that, on due reilection, the maker 
mighit find it easier to paint a Charlemagne, a Brute, 

vdfrey with just pomp and dignity heroic, tan 

Ja Margites, a Codrus, or a Fleckno. 
We shall next declare the wecasion and the ease 
| which moved our poct to this particular work. He 
Niived in those daye, when fafier providence had p= 
mitted the jon of printing as a scourge for the 
Sins of the learned) paper ak became so cheap a 
printers #o numerous, that a deluge of authors corer 
fil the land; whereby not only the peace of the be 
heat unwriting subject was daily molested, but unmet 
ciful demands were made of his applause, yea, of hit 
money, by auch as wonkd neither earn the one sat 
fiescrve the other, At the same time, the license of 
tho press was such, that it grew dangerous to σείων 
‘Hien either: for they would forthwith publish sla 
ders unpunished, the authors being anonymous, and 
skulking under the wings of publishers, a ect of met 
who neither scrupled to vend either calumny or bla 
phinmy, as long as the town would call for it 

"Now our author, living in those times, did com 
ceive itan endeavour well worthy an honest siti, 
jade the dull, and punish the wicked, the only 
was left. In that public-spirited view be 
plan of this poom, as the greatest acrvice be 
cs capable (without much hurt, or being sain) © 
ler his dear country. First, taking things from 
ral, he considereth the causes creative of 


|sach authors, namely, dulness and poverty ; the ox 
τ lisorn with them, the other contracted by neglect οἵ 


their proper talents, through self-conceit of greater 
abilities. ‘This truth he wrappeth in an allegory? (a 
the construction of epic pocsy requireth,) and feiges 
that one of these goddess up her abode 
with the other, and that they joint!y inspired all sack 
writer and such works. Ile proceedeth to show 
the qualities they bestow on 1 

offects they produce: then the materi 
with which they furnish them ind, above all, that 
self-opinion® which causeth it to seem to themselves 


1 Vide Boseu, Du Poeme ΠῚ 
Rosen, chap vit 
4 Ver. 45 to δι. 


que, chap, viii, 
Rook 1 ver. 39. ἃς. 
3Ver 57 τὸ 77. 6 Ver. 
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iter than it is, and is the prime motive of |of those good times, not so curiously wrapped up,) 
ng up in this sad and sorry merchandise.| yea, and commented upon by the most grave doctors, 
power of these goddesses acting in alli-|and approved critics. 
‘reof as tlie one is the mother of industry,| As it beareth the name of epic, it is thereby sub- 
ther of plodding) was to be exemplified inj jected to such severe indispensable rules as are laid 
great and remarkable action; and none could/ on all neoterics, a strict imitation of the ancients ; in- 
o than that which our poet hath chosen,! viz. somuch that any deviation, accompanied with what- 
ation of the reign of Chaos and Night, by;ever poetic beauties, hath always been censured by 
ry of Dulness, their daughter, in the removal|the sound critic. How exact that limitation hath 
verial seat from the city to the polite world,) been in this piece, appeareth not only by its general 
on of the neid is the restoration of the structure, but by particular allusions infinite, many 
ἢ Troy, by the removal of the race from! whereof have escaped both the commentator and 
Lauum. But as Homer singeth only 186] poet himself, yea, divers by his exceeding diligence 
Achilles, yet includes in his poem the whole|are so altered and interwoven with the rest, that se- 
the Trojan war, in like manner our author, veral have already been, and more will be, by the ig- 
Ὦ into this single action the whole history} norant abused, as altogether and originally his own. 
is and her children. In a word, the whole poem proveth itself to be the 
2n must neat be fixed upon to support this| work of our author, when his faculties were in full 
Chis phantom in the poet's mind must have] vigour and perfection ; at that exact time when years 
1e finds it to be ——-——-; and he becomes) have ripened the judgment, without diminishing the 
the hero of the poem. imagination: which, by good critics, is held to be 
ile being thus, according to. the best exam-!punctually at forty. For at that season it was that 
nd entire, as contained in the proposition ;! Virgil finished his Georgics; and sir Richard Black- 
inery is a continued chain of allegories,! more, at the like age, composing his Arthurs, declared 
th the whole power, ministry, and empire,'the same to be the very acme and pitch of life for 
is, extended through her suburdinate instru-|epic poesy: though since he hath altered it to sixty, 
all her various operations. the year in which he published his Alfred.! True it 
branched into episodes, each of which hath; is, that the talents for criticism, namely, smartness, 
ipart, though all conducive to the main end.| quick censure, vivacity of remark, certainty of asseve- 
‘d assembled in the second book, demon-| ration, indeed all but acerbity, seem rather the gifts 
2 design to be more extensive than to bad|of youth than of riper age: but it is far otherwise in 
y, and that we may expect other episodes] poetry; witness the works of Mr..Rymer and Mr. 
trons, encouragers, or paymasters of such| Dennis, who, beginning with criticism, became after- 
occasion shall bring them forth. And the| wards such poets as no age hath paralleled. With 
k, if well considered, seemeth to embrace} good reason, therefore, did our author choose to write 
> world. Each of the games relateth tojhis essay on that subject at twenty, and reserve for 
ther vile class of writers: the first concern-| his maturer years this great and wonderful work of 
lagiary, to whom he giveth the name of |the Dunciad. 
he second, the libellous novelist, whom he 


liza; the thitd, the flattering dictator ; the — 

> brawling critic, or noisy poet; the fifth, 

nd dirty party writer: and so of the rest: RICARDUS ARISTARCHUS. 
to each some proper name or other, such Of the Hero of the Poem. 


ld find. 
he characters, the public hath already ac-| OF the nature of Dunciad in general, whence de 
ed how justly they are drawn; the manners} "ved, and on what authority founded, as well as of 
:picted, and the sentiment so peculiar to the art and conduct of this our poem in particular, 
vhom applied, that surely to transfer them|the learned and laborious Scriblerus hath, according 
1er or wiser personages, would be exceed-/ to his manner, and with tolerable share of judgment, 
lt: and certain it is, that every person con- dissertated. But when he cometh to speak of the 
cing consulted apart, hath readily owned| person of the hero fitted for such poem, in truth he 
blance of every portrait, his own excepted. | miserably halts and hallucinates: for, misled by one 
ibber calls them ‘a parcel of poor wretches, Monsieur Bossu, a Gallic critic, he prateth of I can- 
silly flies :’2 but adds, ‘our author’s wit ἰς ποῖ tell what phantom of a hero, only raised up to 
ly more bare and barren, whenever it would |8Upport the fable. A putid conceit ! as if Homer 
ῃ Cibber, than upon any other person what- and Virgil, like modern undertakere, who first build 
their house, and then seck out for a tenant, had con- 
scriptions are singular, the comparisons very |trived the story of a war and a wandering, before 
e narration various, yet of one colour; the|they once thought cither of Achilles or Eineas. We 
i chastity of diction is so preserved, that, in|/shall therefore set our good brother and the world 
4. most suspicious, not the words but οη]γ 8150 right in this particular, by assuring them, that, in 
1s have been censured, and yet are those|the greater epic, the prime intention of the muse isto 
» other than have been sanctified by ancient| exalt heroic virtue, in order to propagate the love of 


ical authority (though, as was the masner|it among the children of men; and consequently that 
_ {the poet's first thought must necds be turned upon a 


rea] subject meet for laud and celebration; not one 


chap. vii. viii. 
9 chap. viii. Vide Aristot. Poet. chap. ix. ; 
r's Letter to Mr. P. p. 9, 12, 41. 1 Bee hie Essays. 
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whom he is to make, but one whom he may find,} Dut then it is not every knave, nor (let me add! 
truly illustrious. This is the priaan molale of histevery fool, that is a fit subject for a Duncisd. There 
poetic world, whence every thing ia to receive lile}imust still exist some analogy, if net resemblance of 
aud motion, For, this sulyect being found, ke is im-| qualities, between the heroes of the two poems; and 
mediately ordained, or rather achnowledged, ahero,[ths, in order to admit what neoteric critics call 
and put upon such action as belttech the dignity of /the parody, one of Uhe liveliest graces of the little 
his character. epic, Thus it being agreed that the conetiturat 
But the muse ceaseth not here her eagle-flight.| qualities of the great cpic hero, are wisdom, bravery, 
For sometimes, satiated with the contemplation of ;and love, from wheuce springeth heroic virtue: 
theso suns of glory, she turneth downward on her|followeth, that these of the lexser epic hero should 
wing, and darts with Jove’s lightning on the goose|be vanity, assurance, and debauchery, from whch 
and serpent kind. For we may apply to the muse in! happy assemblage resulteth heroic dulness, the never 
her various moods what an ancient master of wisdom) dying subject of this our poem. 
afirmeth of the gods in general: Ni Dii nun tras-| ‘This being setded, come we now to particulars. Καὶ 
cuntur tinpits ct tnjustis, nee pios utique justosque dili-|is the character of true wisdom: to seck its chief sup- 
gunt. In rebus enim diversis, aut in utramgue partem) port and confidence within itself; and to place that 
moveri necesse: est, aut in neutram., Haque qui bonos| support in the resources which proceed from a con- 
dilizif, εἰ malos dit; εἴ qui malos non adit, nee bonas| scious rectitude of will—And are the advantages of 
αἰ. Quia ct diligere bonos ex odio malorum venit;| vanity, when arising to the heroic standan, at all 
εἰ raalox adisse Ce hoaorum caritate descend, Which short of this selt-complacence ? nay, are they not, in 
in our vernacular idiom may be thus iiterpreted: ‘If; the opinion of the cnamoured owner, far beyond it! 
the gods be not provoked at evil men, neither are they|* Let the world,’ will such 2n one say, ‘impute to me 
deligited with the good and just. For contrary ob-| what folly or weakness they please : bat till wisdom 
jects uot either excite contrary affections, or no af-[ean give ine something that will make me more 
fections at all) So that he who Joveth good men,;heartly happy, Lam content to be gazed at." This, 
must, αἴ the same time, hate the bad; and he who) we see, is vanity according to the heroic gage οἵ 
hateth not bad inen, cannot love the good: because; measure; not that low and ignoble species whieh 
to love good pruceedeth from an aversion to evil, and: pretendeth to virtues we have not; but the laudable 
to hate evil men from a tenderne<s to the good.’ ambition of being gazed at for glorying in those vices 
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(a 


From this delicacy of the muse aruse the [ttle epic, 
(more lively and choleric than her elder sister, whose 
bulk and complekion incline her to the phlegmatie 1) 
and for this, some notorious vehicle of vice and folly 
was sought out, to make thereof an cxample. An 
early instance of which (nor could it escape the ac- 
curacy of Scriblerns) the father of epie poem him- 
self alfordeth 9. From him the practice descended 
to the Greek dramatic poets, his oifspring ; who, in 
the composition of their tetralogy, or set of four 
pieces, were wont to make the Jast a satiric tragedy. 
Happily, one of these ancient Dunciads (as we may 
well term it) is come down unto us, amongst the tra- 
gedics of the poet Euripides. And what doth the 
reader suppose may be the subject thereof?) Why, 
in truth, and it is worthy observation, the uncqual 
contest of an old, dull, debauched buffoon Cyclops, 
with the heaven-directed favourite of Minerva ; who, 
after having quietly borne all the monster's obscene 
and impious ribaldry, endeth the farce in pnnishing 
him with the mark of an indelible brand in his fore- 
head. May we not then be excused, if, for the future, 
we consider the epics of Homer, Virgil, and Milton, 
together with this our poem, as a complete tetralogy ; 
in which the last worthily holdeth the place or sta- 
uon of the satiric picce 7 

Proceed we, therefore, in our subject. It hath 
been long, and, alas for pity! still remaineth a ques- 
lion, whether the hero of the greater epic should be 
ap honest man; or, as the French critics express it, 
un honnete homme :' but it néver admitted of a doubt, 
but that the hero of the little epie should be just the 
contrary. Heace, to the advantige of our Dunciad, 
we may observe, how much juster the moral of’ that 
pocm must needs be where so important a question 
is previously decided. 


TA un heros pottique doit étre un bonnéte homme. 
Boesu, du Pome Epique, liv. v. ch. δ. 


which every body knows we have. ‘The world 
may ask,’ says he, ‘why 1 make my foilies public: 
Why not? 1 have passed my life very pleasantly with 
them.’- In short, there is no sort of vanity sucha 
hero would scruple, but that which might go near to 
degrade him trom his high station in this our Dor 
ciad ; namely, ‘whether it would not be vanity in hin, 
to take shame to hituself, for not being a wise man? 

Bravery, the second attribute of the true hero, is 
courage manifesting itself in every limb; while iz 
correspondent virtue, in uie mock hero, is that same 
courage all collected into the face. And as power, 
when drawn together, must needs have more force 
and +pirit than when dispersed, we generally find this 
kind of courage in so high and heroic a degree, that 
It insulta not only men, but gods. Mezentiua ia, 
without doubt, the bravest character in all the -Eneis: 
but how? His bravery, we know, was a high coc 
rage of blasphemy. And can we say lesr of this 
brave man’s? who, having told us that he placed his 
Ssunpnunt bonum in those follies which he waz δαὶ 
content barely to possess, but would likewise glory 
in,’ adds, ‘if I ain misguided, ’tis nature’s fault, and I 
follow her.4 Nor can we be mistaken in making 
this happy quality a species of courage, when we 
consider those illustrious marks of it, which made ha 
[πο ‘more known (as he justly boasteth) than mos 
in the kingdom,’ and his anguage to consist of what 
we must allow to be the most daring figure of speceh, 
that which is taken from the name of God. 

Gentle love, the next ingredient of the true ΒΕΙΟῚ 
composition, is ἃ mere bird of passiuge, or ‘as Shak 
speare calls it) ‘summer-tceming Just,” and evaporate! 
in the heat of youth; doubtless by that refinement t 
suffers in passing through those certain strainen 
which our poet somewhere speaketh of. But πῖνε 


1 Ded. to the Life οὐ δ 2 Life, p. 2, Svo. edit. 
3 bid. 4 ibid. p. 23. 
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is let alone to work upon the lees, it acquireth 
ength by old age; and becometh a lasting orna- 
‘nt to the little epic. It is true, indeed, there is 
e objection to its fitness for such a use: for not 
ly the ignorant may think it common, but it is ad- 
tted to be so, even by him who best knoweth its 
lue. ‘Don't you think,’ argueth he, ‘to say only 
man has his whore,! ought to go for little or 
thing? because defendit numerus. Take the first 
a thousand men you meet, and, I believe, you would 
no loser if you betted ten to one that every single 
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ance of the gods; for the subversion and erection of 
empires have never been adjudged the work of man. 
How greatly soever then we may esteem of his high 
talents, we can hardly conceive his personal prowess 
alone sufficient to restore the decayed empire of dul- 
ness. So weighty an achievement must require the 
particular favour and protection of the great; who 
being the natural patrons and supporters of Ictters, as 
the ancient gods were of Troy, must first be drawn 
off and engaged in another interest, before the total 
subversion of them can be accomplished. To sur- 


iner of them, one with another, had becn guilty of | mount, therefore, this last and greatest difficulty, we 


esame frailty."? But here he seemeth not to have 
me justice to himself: the man is sure enough a 
to who hath his lady at fuurscore. 
odesty herein Jessen the merit of a whole well- 
ent life! not taking to himself the commendation 
‘hich Horace accounted the greatest in a theatrical 
aracter) of continuing to the very dregs the sam 
was from the beginning, 
‘ Servetur ad imum 

Qualis ab incepto processerat——.’ 
But here, in justice both to the poet and the hero, 
:us farther remark, that the calling her his whore, 
plied she was his own, and not his neighbour's. 
raly a commendable continence! and suchas Scipio 
mself must have applauded. For how much self- 
nial was necessary not to covet his neighbour's 
wore! and what disorders must the coveting her 
ve occasioned in that society, where (according to 
is political calculator) nine in ten of all ages have 
eir concubines! 
We have now, as briefly as we could devise, gone 
rough the three constituent qualities of either hero. 
it it is not in any, or in all of these, that heroism 
operly or essentially resideth. It is a lucky result 
ther from the collision of theso lively qualities 
minst one another. Thus, as from wisdom, bravery, 
id love, ariseth magnanimity, the object of admira- 
m, which is the aim of the greater epic; so from 
ity, assurance, and debauchery, springeth buf- 
onery, the source of ridicule, that ‘laughing orna- 
ent,’ as he well termeth it,? of’ the little epic. 


have, in this excellent man, a professed favourite and 
intimado of the great. And look, of what force an- 


[Tow doth his|/cient piety was to draw the gods into the party of 


Eneas, that, and much stronger, is modern incense, 
to engage the great in the party of dulness. 

Thus have we essayed to portray or shadow out 
this noble imp of fume. But not the impatient reader 
will be apt to say, ‘Ifso many and various graces go 
to the making up a hero, what mortal shall suffice to 
bear his character ?’ It] hath he read who seeth not, 
in every trace of this picture, that individual, all-ac- 
complished person, in whom these rare virtues and 
lucky circumstances have agreed to meet and con- 
centre with the strongest lustre and fullest harmony. 

The good Scriblerus indeed, nay, the world itselt, 
might be imposed on, in the late spurious editions, by 
ITcan't tell what sham-hero or phantom; but it was 
not so easy to impose on him whom this egregious 
error most of all concerned. For no sooner had the 
fourth book laid open the high and swelling scene, 
but he recognized his own heroic acts: and when he 
came to the words, 

* Soft on her lap her laureat son reclines,’ 


(though laureat imply no more than one crowned 
with Jaurel, as befitteth any associate or consort in 
empire,) he loudly resented this indignity to violated 
Majesty. Indeed, not without cause, he being there 
represented as fast asleep; so misbeseeming the eye 
of empire, which, like that of Providence, should 
never doze nor slumber. ‘ Hah!" saith he, ‘ fast asleep, 
it seems ! that’s a little too strong. Pert and dull at 


He is not ashamed (Gud forbid he ever should be|least you might have allowed me, but as seldom 


ihamed') of this character, who deemceth that not 
ason but risibility distinguisheth the human species 
om the brutal. ‘ As nature,’ saith this profound phi- 
sopher, ‘distinguished our species from the mute 
eation by our risibility, her design must have been 
r that faculty as evidently to raise our happiness, as 
r our os sublime (our erected faces) to lift the dig- 
ty of our form above them.’! All this considered, 
»w complete a hero must he be, as well as how 
ippy a man, whose risibility lieth not barely in his 
uscles, as in the common sort, but (as himself in- 
wmeth us) in his very spirits? and whose os sublime 
not simply an erect face, but a brazen head; as 
ould seem by his preferring it to one of iron, said 
belong to the late king of Sweden 75 

Bat whatever personal qualities a hero may have, 
e examples of Achilles and neas show us, that all 
ose are of small avail, without the constant ass‘st- 


1 Alluding to there lines in the epistle to Dr. Arbuth- 
nf . 


“Ἀπὴ has ποῖ Colly still his lord and whore, 
His butchers Henley, his free-masons Moore? 
® Letter to Mr. P. p. 40. 3 Ibid p 3). 
4 Life, ἢ. 23, 24. 5 Letter to Mr. P. p. 8. 


asleep as any fool."! However, the injured hero may 
comfort himself with this reflection, that though it be 
a sleep, yet it is not the sleep of death, but of immor- 
tality. Here he will? live at least, though not awake ; 
and in no worse condition than many an enchanted 
warrior before him. The famous Durandante, for in- 
stance, was, like him, cast into a long slumber by 
Merlin the British bard and necromancer ; and his 
example for submitting to it with a good grace, might 
be of use to our hero. For that disastrous knight be- 
ing sorely pressed or driven to make his answer by 
several persons of quality, only replied with a sigh, 
‘ Patience, and shuffle the cards.”3 

But now, as nothing in this world, no not the most 
sacred and perfect things, either of religion or go- 
vernment, can escape the sting of envy, methinks I 
already hear these carpers objecting to the clearness 
of our hero’s title. 

‘It would never,’ say they, ‘have been esteemed 
sufficient to make a hero for the Iliad or Aneis; that 
Achilles was brave enough to overturn one empire, 


1 Letter to Mr. P. p. 53. 2 Jaetter, p. 1. 
3 Don Quixote. part ii. book ti. ch. 22. 
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or nese pious crough to raise another, had they not'in an artful gamester. And who fitter than the off 
been godde < horn, and pnnees bred. What then'spring of Chance, to assist in restoring the empire of 
did thas wathor mean, by erecting a phtiyer instead of Night and Chaos ἢ 
oue of hie patrons ‘a persan, “never a hero even on! ‘There ix, in trnth, another objection of greates 
ties: πο ἢ to this diguity of colleague inthe empire weight, namely, ‘That this hero still existeth, asd 
of Gulness, and achiever of a work that neither old hath not yet finished his earthly course. For if So 
Omi, Atela, nor Jobn of Leyden could entirely |lon said well, 
bring ἴ pass 7 

To all this we Lave, as we conceive, a sufficient: 
answer from de Roman historian, fabrem esse sr 


» ’ . 4 6 » “ζει . 1 q ’ 1 εν . a 

que magne fortuna : “that every man is the smith of his'ir vg man be called ha ppy till his death, φυτοῖς mck 
own tortie.” “The pele Florentine, Nicholas (... ean any one, ull then, be pronounced a hero: ths 
Machiwvel, coeth still further, and affinneth that a species of inen being far more subject than others to 
main uredeth tut to believe hinisetH! a hero to be one κ},}. caprices of furtune and humour.” But to this abn 


of the worthie-t. ‘Let him,’ saith be, ‘hut fancy we have an answer, that will (we hope! be deemed 
himself capable of the Lighest things, aud he will OM decisive. It cometh from himself; whe, to cut dis 
course be able to achieve them.’ From this principle aver short, bath solemnly protested that be wil 
it follows, that nothing can exceed our hero's prow- never change or amend. 


ess, as nothing ever equalled the greatness of his come γι, rosard τὸ tus vanity, he declareth that not!-og 


ceprions, Hear how he constantly pees himself, shail ever part them. ὁ Nature,” said he, ‘hath amply 
one time to Alevancer the Great and ‘ harles NTE upptied ine in vanity; a pleasure which neither the 
of Sweden, fur the aa and delieacy of hia AM". pertcss of wit, nor the gravity of wisdom, wil ever 
ition; to Henry LV. of France, for honest policy persuade me to purt with! Onr poet had charitably 


O : : loy rh rel εἶ ἊΝ . 
to the first Bretus, for tove of Lberty ‘| and to BLP endeavoured to administer a cure to it: but he tellea 


Kolert Walpole, for good ΡΛ ΓΝ: while in pow jus plainly, ‘iy superiors perhaps may be menced by 
ers at another time, to the adlike Socrates, fur hist ins Imt fer my part Lown myself incarrigible. | 
diversiong and amusements τ΄ to Horace, Montaigne. ook upon my follies as the best part of my fortune = 
. von" . ! Η 2 =" . a 
and sir William Temple, for an elegant Vanity that’ vad with acd reason; we see to what they have 
maketh them for ever read and adinired © to two lord) a ueht him! 
chancellors, for law, from whom, when confederate! Seeondly ; ax to bufoonery. ‘Is it,’ saith he, ‘a 
i : . ie ὧν tl ‘. ΝΣ ot , ag : 
against him, at the har, he carrie d away the prize ff ime ot day for nz to Lave of these fooleries, and 
eloquence © and, to say all in a word, to the Fa κρῖ up anew character? Tean no more put uy my 
reverend the lord bene of London liimself, in the follics than my skin; T have otien tried, but they stick 
art of writing pastoral letters. 


ἢ τὸς _ {too clo-e to me: ΠΟΥ am! sure my friends are de 
Nor did his actions fall short of the sublimity of his pleased with them, for in this ght 1 afford them be. 


conceit. In his early youth he met the Revolution’: 
fice to face in Nottingham, ata time when his bet- 
ters contented themeelves with fallowing her. 


‘ultima semp:r 
FExpectanda diss homini: dicique beatns 
Ante ohituim nemo éapremagque funcra debet! 


quent matter of mirth, &e. &e."3 Having then 9 
publicly declared himself incorrigible, he ia become 
dead in law (i mean the law epaparian) and devol 


was here he σὸς acquainted with Old Battlo-array, of 
whom he hath made so honourable mention in one 
of his immortal odes. But he shone in courts a3 well 


eth upon the poet as his property ; who may take 
him, and deal with him asif he had been dead as long 
ag an old Egyptian hero: that is to gay, embowel and 


asin cunps; he was called up when the nation fell 
in Jabour of this Revolution 1} and was a gossip at her 
christening, with the bishop and the ladies.’? 

As to his birth, it is true he pretendeth no relation 
either to heathen god or goddess; but, what is as 
zood, he was descended from a maker of both. And 
that he did not pass himself on the world for a hero, 
as well by birth as education, was his own fault: for 
his lineage he bringeth into his lite as an anecdote, 
and is sensible he had it ia his power to be thought 
nobody's son at all:!4 and what is that but coming into 
the world a hero? 

Bnt be it (the punctilious laws of epic poesy so re- 
quiring) that a hero of more than mortal birth must BY AUTITORITY. 


needs be had; even for this we have a remedy. We By virtue of the authority in us vested by the st 
ean easily derive our hero'y pedigree from a goddess!» subjecting poets to the power of a licenses, ¥8 


of ro simall power and authority amongst men ; and Have revised tis piece ; where, finding the style ad 
legitimate and instal him after the right classical and: i 


. Pog ier ave ive 

sathentie fashion : for, like as the ancient siges found ere ler or ntact, or ἡ δὴ ΝᾺ ῆϑωνσ 
anon of Mars ina mighty warrior; a Kon of Neptne tiyhal ; and apprehending the same may be deemed 
1} ἃ skilful seaman; a son of Pha-bus ina harmonions || βοπιὸ sorta reflection on majesty, or at least ani 
poet; su have we here, if need be, a son of Fortune oy on that lewal authority which has bestowed 08 


another person the crown uf poesy: We have ordere 


embahn him for posterity. 

Nothing, therefore (we conecive) remaineth to hi 
der Ins own prophecy of himself trom taking imme 
diate cilect. A rare felicity! and what few prophets 
have Lad the satisfaction to see, alive! ΝΟΣ can t 
conclude better than with that extraordiaary one of 
his, which is conceived in these oraculous words, 
‘my dulness will find somebody to do it right.” 

‘Tandem Pharbus adest, morsueque inferre para 
tem Congelat, et patulos, ut erant, indurat hiatus. 


----- | 


1 See Lif. p. le. 2p. 140. 3 p. 424. 


4p. 266, ὅν» 107. ὦ p. 1. 7 p. 430. ΜΝ ᾿ - 
ep 42 αὐτὶ Op ἦν, 10 See Life, p. 47. 1 See Lite, p 42. 2 Pp. 15, 3p le 


4 See Lite. p. 208, vo. edit. 


11 ps7 12 p. Se, 64, 
5 Ovid, of Uy serpent biting at Orpheus's bead 


Ϊ 
13 A statuary. | 
. Δ Lafe, pc. 
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ender, peeudo-poet, or phantom, utterly | You, by whose care, in vain decried and cursed, 
ἃ evaporate out of this work; and dojSull Dunce the second reigns hike Dunce the first ; 
aid throne of poesy from henceforth to |Say, how the goddess bade Britannia sleep, 

and vacant, unless duly and lawfully |And pour’d her spirit o'er the land and deep. 
he laureate himself. And it is hereby 
no other person do presume to fill the 


CC. CH. 


REMARKS. 


marble; where (as may bo seen on comparing the tomb with 
the book) in the space of five lines, two words and a whole 
verse are changed, and it is to be hoped will there stand, 
and vutlast whatever hath been hitherto done in paper; as 
for the future, our Jearned sister university (the other eyo 
of England) is taking cure to perpetuate a total pew Shak-:- 
speare at the Clarendon press. Bentl. 
It is to be noted that this great critic also has omitted one 
Circumstance; which is, that the inecription with the name 
of Shakezpeara was intended to be placed on the marble 
scroll to which he points with his hand ; instead of which it 
is now placed behind his back, and that specimen of an 
edition is put on the scroll, which indeed Shakespeare hath 
great reason to point at. Anon. 
Though I have as just a value for the letter E, as any 
grammarian living, and the same affection tor the name of 
this poem as any critic for that of his author; yet cannot it 
induce me to agree with those who would add yet another 
oto it, and call it the Dunceinde: which being a French 
and foreigo termination, is no way proper to a word entirely 
Euglish, and vernacular. One 6 therefore in this case is 
right, and two ee's wrong. Yet upon the whole, | shall fol- 
low the manuscript, and print it without any e at all; moved 
thereto by authority (at all times, with critics, equal, if not 
superior to reason.) In which method of procecaing, [ean 
never enough praise my good friend the exact Mr. ‘Thomas 
Hearne; who, if any word occur, which to him and all 
mankind ig evidently wrong, yet keeps he it in the text with 
due reverence, and only renrarka in the margin, Sic MS. Ia 
like manner we shall nut amend this error in tho title itself, 
but only note it obiter, to evince to the learned that it was 
not our fault, nor any effect of our ignoranco or inattention. 
Seribl. 
This poem was written in the year 1726. In the next 
year an imperfect edition was published at Dublin, and re- 
printed at London in twelves; another αἱ Dublin, and 
another at London, in octavo; and three others in twelves 
the same year. But there was no perfect edition before 
that of London, in quarto; which was attended with notes. 
We are willing to acquaint posterity, that this poem was 
presented to King George the Second and his queen, by the 
bands of Sir Robert Walpole, on the 12th of March, 1728 9, 
Schol. Vet. 
Tt was expressly confessed in the preface to tho firat 
edition, that this poem was not published by the author him- 
self. It was printed originally in a foreign country: and 
what foreign country ? hy, one notorious for blunders ; 
where finding blanks only instead of proper names, these 
blunderers filled then up at their pleasure. 
The very hero of the poem huth been mistaken to this 
hour; so that we were obliged to open cur notes with 8 dis- 
covery who he really wae. We learn from the former editor, 
that this piece was presented by the hands of sir Robert 
Walpole to King George I]. Now the author dircctly tells 
us, his hero is the man 
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BOOK THE FIRST. 


ARGUMENT. 


an, the invocation, and the inscription. 
iginal of the great empire of Dulnesa, and 
: continuance thereof. The college of the 
he city, with her private academy for poets 
r: the governors of it, and the four cardi- 
Then the em hastes into the midst of 
‘nting her, on the evening of a lord-mayor's 
ng the long succession of her sons, and the 
nd tocome. She tixes her eyes on Bays to 
ument of that great event which is the 
16 poem. THe is described pensive among 
iving up the cause, and apprehending the 
rempire. After debating whether to be- 
[τὸ The church, or to gaming, or to party- 
‘aises an altar of proper books, and (imak- 
solemn prayer and declaration) purposes 
acrifice all bis unsuccessful writings. As 
kindled, the goddess behulding the flame 
A, flics and puts it out, by casting upon it 
Thule. She forthwith reveals herself to 
orts him to her temple, unfolds her arts, 
shim into her mysteries; then announcing 
' Eusden, the poet laureate, anoints him, 
to court, and proclaims him successor. 


BOOK I. 


y mother, and her son, who brings 
ld muses to the ear of kings, 

you, her instruments, the great ! 
work by Dulness, Jove, and Fate; 


who brings 
The Smithfield muses to the ear of kings. 


And it is notorious who was the person on whom this 
prince conferred the honour of the laurel. ; 

It appears as plainiv from the apostrophe to the great in 
the third verse, that Tibbald could not bo the person, who 
was never an author in fashion, or caressed by the great; 
whereas this single characteristic ie sufficient to point out 
the true hero: who, above all other poets of hia time, was 
the peculiar delight and chowen companion of the nobilit 
of England ; and wrote, as he himrelt tells ue, certain of bis 
works at the varnest desire of persons of quality. 

Lastly, the sixth verse affords full proof; this poet being 
the only one who was universally known to have had a son 
so exactly like him, in his poetical, theatrical, political, and 
moral capacities, that it could justly be said of him, 

‘Still Dunce the secon) reigns liko Dunce the first.’ 

Bent. 

Ver. 1. The mighty mother, and her son, &c.) The 
reader ought here to be cautioned, that the mother, and not 
the son, is the principal agent of thix poem, tho latter of 
them is only chosen 88 her colleague (as was anciently the 
custom in Rome befure some great expedition,) the main 
action of the poem being by no means the coronation of the 
laureate, which is performed in the very first book, but the 
restoration of the empire of Dulness ia Britain, whieh ia not 
accomplished till the last. . 

Ver. 2 The Smithfield Muses.] Smithfield is the place 


REMARKS. 
1, sic MS.] It may well be disputed whe- 


ight reading. Ought it not rather be spelled 
the etymolugy evidently demands? Dunce 
etore Duncetad with an e. That accurate 
nan of letters, the restorer of Shakespear, 
‘rves the preservation of this very letter e, 
iame of bis beloved author, and not like his 
Ἐπ Cditors, with the omission of one, nay, 
wo δὲν (aa Bhakepear,) which ts utterly un- 
Nor ia the neglect of a ginglo letter so trivial 
ΑΥ̓͂ appear; the alteration wherecf ina Jearn- 
en achievenent that brings honour to the 
neces it; and Dr. Bentley will be remembered 
his performances of this sost, as Jong as the 
e any estcem for the remains of Menander 
Theobald. 

᾿Β 50} in the learned author of the foregoing 
‘ing been since produced by an accurate an- 
ograph of Shakespeare himeelf, whereby it 
2 spelled his own name without the first e. 
authority it was, that those most critice! 
nonoment in Westminster Abbey erased the 
eading, and restored the true spelling on a 
ld Agyptian granite. Nor for this only do 
ar thanks, but for exhibiting on the same 
first specimen of an edition of an author in 
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Jn eldest time, cre mortals writ or read, 

Fre Pallas issued from the Thunderer’s head, 
Dulness o'er all possess'd bee ancient right, 
Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night: 

Fate in their dotage this fair idiot gave, 

Grross as her sire, and as her mother grave, 
Laborious, heavy, busy, bold, and blind, 

She ruled, in native anarchy, the mind. 

Still her old empire to restore she tries, 
For, born a goddess, Dulness never dies. 

Vh thou ! whatever title please thine ear— 
Dean, Drapier, Bickerstatf, or Gulliver ! 

Whether thou choose Cervantes’ serious air, 

Or langh and shake in Rabelais’ easy chair, 

Or praise the court, or magnify mankind, 

Or thy grieved country’s copper chains unbind, 
From thy Beotia though her power retires, 
Mourn not, my Swift, at aught our realm acquires. 
Here pleased behold her mighty wings outspread 
To hatch a new Saturnian age of lead. 

Close to those walls where Folly holds her throne, 
And laughsto think Monroe would take her down, 30 
Where o’er the gates, by his famed father’s hand, 
Great Cibber’s brazen, brainless brothers stand ; 


10 


20 


REMARKS. 


where Bartholomew fair was kept, whose shows, machines, 
and dramatica] entertainments, formerly agreeable only to 
the taste of the rabble, were by the hero of thix poem, and 
others of equal genius, brought to the theatres of Covent- 
garden, Lincoln's ino-fields, and the Hay-market, to be the 
reigning pleasures of the court and town. ‘This happened 
in the reigna of King George 1. and IL. See Book iin. 

Ver. 4. By Dulness, Jove, and Fate :] i.e. by their judg- 
mente, their toterests, and their inclinations. 

Ver. 15. Laborious, heavy, busy, bold, &c.}] I wonder 
the learned Scriblerus has omitted to advertise the reader, 
atthe upening of this poem, that Dulness here is not to be 
taken contractedly for mere atupiity, but in the enlarged 
sense of the word, for all slowness of apprehension, shprt- 
ness of sight, or imperfect sense of things, It includes (as 
we ace by the poet's own words) labour, industry, and some 
degrves of activity and boldness; a ruling principle not 
inert, but turning topsy-turvy the understan ivg, and indu- 
cing an anarchy or contused state of mind. This remark 
ovght to be carried along with the reader throughout the 
work; and withvut this cuution he will be apt to mistake 
the importance of many of the characters, as well as of the 
design of the puct. Hence it is that some have complained 
he chooses too mean a subject, and imagined he employs 
himself like Doniitian, in killing ἤτον; whereas those who 
have the true key will find he sports with nobler quarry, and 
embraces ἃ larger compass; or (as one saith on a like oc- 
Casiun,) 


‘Will seo his work, like Jacob’s ladder rise, 
Ita foot in dirt, its head amid the skies.’ 
Beantl. 


Ver. 17. Still her old empire to restore.) (This restoration 
makes the completion of the poem. Vide Book iv. 

Ver. 22.) Laugh and shake in Rabelaie’ easy chair.) The 
imagery is exquisite; and the cquivoque in the last words, 
gives a peculiar cleganee to the whole expression. The 
easy chair suits his age: Rabelais’ easy chair marks his cha- 
racter; and be filled and possessed it as the right heir and 
euccessor of that original geniua. 

Ver. 23. Or praiwe the court, or magnify mankind.) 
Jronire, alluding to Gulliver’a representations of both. The 
next line relates to the papers of the Draper againat the cur 
rency of Wood's copper coin in Ireland, which, upon tho 
great discontent of the peuple, his majesty was most gra- 
cioualy μον «ρα to recall. 

Ver. 26. Mourn not, my Swift, at aught our realm ac- 
quires.) Ironice iterwm. The politics of England and Ire- 
land were at this time by some thought to be opposite, or 
interfering with each other. Dr. Swift of course was in the 
interest of the latter, our author of the former. 

Ver. 31. By his famed father's hand.) Mr. Caius Gabriel 
Cibber, father of the poct-laurente. ‘The two statues of 
-he lunatics over th» gates of Bedlam-hospital were done by 
him, and (na the eon justly enya of them) are no ill monu- 
ments of his fame as an artist. 
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One cell there is, conceal'd from vulgar eye, 

‘The cave of poverty and poctry. 

Keen, hollow winds how! through the bleak recess, 
Emblem of tnusic caused by emptiness. 

Hence bards, like Proteus, long in vain tied down, 
Escape in monsters, and amaze the town. 

Ilence Misce)lanies spring, the weekly boast 

Of Curll’s chaste press, aud Lintot’s rubric post: 40 
Hence hymning Tyburn’s elegiac lines, 

Hence journals, medleys, Mercuries, nnagazines 
Sepulchral hes, our holy walls to grace, 

And new-year odes, and all the Grub-street race. 

In clouded m:jesty here Duloess shone ; 

Four guardian virtues, round, support her throne: 
Fierce champion Fortitude, that knows no fears 
Of hisses, Dlows, or want, or loss of ears : 

Calin Temperance, whose blessings those partake, 
Who hunger and who thirst for scribbling’ sake: © 
Prudence, whose glass presents the approaching Jas. 
Poetic Justice, with her lifted scale, 

Where, in nice balance, truth with gold she weighs, 
And solid pudding against empty praise. 

Ilere she beholds the chaos dark and deep, 
Where nameless somethings in their causes sleep, 
Till genial Jacob, on a warm third day, 

Calls for cach mags, a poein ora phy: 

How hints, like spawn, scarce quick in embryo lic: 
How new-born nonsense first is taught to cry. ὦ 
Maggots, half-form'd, in rhyme exactly mect, 

And learn to craw! upon poctic feet, 


REMARKS. 


Vor. 3. Poverty and poetry.} TI cannot he-e omit a re 
mark that will greatly endear our aullor to every one, who 
shall attentively observe that humanity and candour, whit 
every where appenrs in hin towards those unhappy obpettt 
of the ridicule of all mankind, the bad poets. He there τον- 
putes all scandalous rhymes, scurrilous weekly papers, bese 
flatienes, wretched clegies, sougs, and veress (ον 6 from 
thove sung at court, to ballads in the street) not so much to 
malice or Kerviity as to dulness, and not so much to duloess 
aslo neceasity. And thus, at the very cogumeucement of 
his satire, makes an apology for all that are to be patria. 

Ver. 40. Curl’s chaste press, tnd Lintot’s rab-ie port} 
Two buoksetlers, of whom see Book ἢ. “The former was 
fined by the Court of King’s Bench for publishing obscene 
books; the latter usually adorned his shop with utles in ted 
letters. 

Ver. 41. Hence hymning Tyburn's elegiac lines.) It isan 
ancient English custom for the mulefuctorm to sing a peaim 
at their execution at Tyburn; and no less curtamary to 
print clegier on their deaths, at the same time, or before. | 

Ver. 43. Sepulchral liew,) is a just satire on the flattene 
and falsehoods admitted to bo inscribed on the walls of 
churches, in epitapha; which ocousioned the (οἱ ον 
epigram * 


‘Friend! in your epitaphy, I'm grieved 
So very much 18 sad ; 

One half will never be belioved, 
The other never read.” 


Ver. 44. New-year odes.) Made by the poct-lacreate 
for the time being, to be sung at court on every new-year's 
day, the words of wluch are happily drowned in the roices 
and instruments. The new-yenr odea of the hero of the 
work were of a cast dietingnixhed from all that preceded 
him, and made a conspicuous part of his character as 6 
writer, which doubtless induced our author to mention thes 
here so particularly. 

Ver. 45. In clouded majesty here Dulness shone.) See 
this cloud removed or rolled bnek, or gathered up to bes 
head, Book iv. ver. 17, 38 It is worth while to conspare 
thia description of the majesty of Dulness ina state of peare 
and tranquility, with that more busy scene w 
mounts the throne in trimuph, and is not so much su 
by her own virtues, xa by the princely conciousness of ba 
ving destroved all other. 

Ver, 57. Genial Jacob] Tonson. The famous trace of beet | 
sellers of that name 


THE DUNCIAD 


16 poor word a hundred clenches makes, 
ctile Dulness new meanders takes , 
notley images her fancy strike, 

ill-pair'd, and similes unlike. 

s a mob of metaphors advance, 

with the madness of the mazy dance ; 
igedy and comedy embrace ; 

ree and epic get a jumbled race ; 

ime himself stands still at her command, 
shift their place, and ocean turns to land ; 
iy description Egypt glads with showers 
8 to Zembia fruits, to Barca flowers; 

1g with ice here hoary hills are seen, 
vainted valleys of eternal green, 
December fragrant chaplets blow, 

avy harvests nod beneath the snow. 

ese, and more, the cloud-compelling queen 

s through fogs, that magnify the scene. 80 
isel'd o’er in robes of varying hues, 
‘lf-applause her wild creation views ; 
omentary monsters rise and fall, 

th her own fools’ colours gilds them all. 

on the day, when * * rich and grave, 

mon triumph’d both on Jand and wave: 
without guilt, of bloodless swords and maces, 
sains, warm furs, broad banners, and broad 
aces,) 

ght descending, the proud scene was o’er, 

α in Settle’s numbers, one day more. 90 
ayors and shrieves all hush’d and satiate lay, 
, in dreams, the custard of the day ; 

vensive poets painful vigils keep, 

ss themselves, to give their readers sleep. 

» the mindful queen the feast recalls 

ity swans once sung within the walls; 

he revolves their arts, their ancient praise, 

Ὁ succession down from Heywood's days, 

r with joy, the line immortal ran, 

Ὁ imprest and glaring in his son: 

‘hful Bruin forms, with plastic care, 
‘owing lump, and brings it to a bear. 

r old Pryn in restless Danie! shine, 
sden eke out Blackmore's endless line : 


70 


100 
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5, 86. "“I'waeon the day, when * * rich and grave 
Simon triumph'd] Viz. a lord mayor's day; his 
author had left in blunks, but most certainly could 
that which the editor foisted in formerly, and 
» way agrees with the chronulogy of the poem. 
Ben 


cocession of a lord mayor is made partly by land 
ly by water—Cimon, the famous Athenian general, 
a victory by eca, and another by land on the same 
r the Persians and Barbarians. 

1). But lived, in Settle’s nuinbers, one day more.) 
iful manner of speaking, usual with poets, in praise 


But lived, in Settle’s numbers, one day more.] Set- 
rvoet to the city of London. His office was to com- 
rly panegyrics upon the lord mayors, and verses to 
‘a in the pageants: but that part of the shows being 
1 frugally abolished, the employment of City-poet 
"0 that upon Settle’s demiac, there was no successor 
ace. 

8. John Heywood, whose interludes were printed 
ne of Henry VIII. 

03. Old Pryn in restless Daniel.) The firet edition 


‘She saw in Norton all his father shine:’ 


mistake! for Danie! de Foe had parts, but Norton 
vasa wretched writer, and never altempted poetry. 
ore justly is Daniel himself, made successor to W. 
ith of whom wrote verses as well as Politics; as ap- 
the poem de Jure Divwns, &c. of De Foe, and by 


17 


She saw slow Phillips creep ike Tate’s poor page 
And all the mighty mad in Dennis rage. 

In each she marks her image full exprest, 
But chief in Baye’s monster-bleeding breast : 


REMARKS. 


some linos in Cowley’s Miscellanies on the other. And 
both these authors had a resemblance in their fates as well 
as their writings, having becu alike sentenced to the pillory. 

Ver. 104. And Eusden eke out, &c.) Lawrence Eusden, 
poet laureate. Mr. Jacub gives a calalogue of some few 
only of his works, which were very numeruus. Mr. Cooke, 
in his Batlle of Pocts, saith of him, 


‘Eusden, a Jaurel'd bard by fortune ταὶ ς᾽ ὦ, 
By very few was read, by fewer praised.’ 


Mr. Oldmixon, in his Arts of Logic and Rhetoric, p. 413, 
414, affirms, ‘That of all the Gulimatias he ever met with, 
none comes up to some vereca of this poet, which have as 
much of the ndiculum and the fuatian in them as can well 
be jumbled together, and are of that sort of nonsense, which 
00 perfectly confounds all ideas, that there is no distinct one 
left in the mind.” Farther he says of him, ‘That he bath 
prophesied his own poetry shall be wweeter than Catallus, 
Ovid, and Tibullus: but we have little hope of the accom- 
plishment of it, from what he hath lately published.” Upon 
which Mr. Oldmixon has not spared a reflection, ‘That 
the putting the laurel on the head of one who writ such 
verses, will give fulurity a very lively idea of the jodement 
and justice of those who bestowed it. Ibid. p. 417. But 
the well-known learning of that noble person, who was then 
lord chamberlain, night have screened him from this un- 
manzwerly reflection. Nor ought Mr. Oldmixon to complain, 
so long after, that the laurel would have better become hia 
own brows, or any other's: it were mure decent to acquirece 
in the opinion of the duke of Buckingham upon this matter : 


‘—In rush'd Eusden, and cried who shall have it, 

But [the true laureate, to whom the king gave it? 

Apollo begg'd purdon, and granted his claim, 

But vow'd that till thea he ne’er heard of his name.’ 

Session of Poets. 

The same plea might aleo scrve for hia successor, Mr. Cib 
ber: and is further strongthened in the following epigram 
made on that occasion : 

‘Ia merry Old England it once was a rulo 

The king bad his poet, and also his foo) ; 

But now we're so frugal, I'd have you to know it, 

That Cibber cao serve both for fool and for poet. 


Of Blackmore, see Book ii. Of Phillips, Book i. ver. 262, 
and Book iii. prope fir. 

Nahum Tate was poet laureate, 5 cold writer of no in- 
vention ; but sometimes translated tolerably when befriended 
by Mr. Dryden. In his second part of Abeolam and Achito- 
pel are above two hundred admirable lincs together, of 
that great hand, which stronsly shine throuzh the ineipidity 
of the rest. Something parallel may be observed of another 
author here mentioned. 

Ver. 106. And all the mighty mad in Dennis rage.) Mr. 
Theobald, in the Censor, vol. ii. No. 33, calls Mr. Dennis 
by the name of Furius. ‘The modern Furius is to be looked 
upon more as an object of pity, than of that which he daily 
provokes, laughter and contempt. Did we really know 
how much this poor man’ (I wish that reflection on poverty 
had been spared] ‘suffers by being contradicted, or which is 
the same thing in effect, by hearing another praised ; wa 
should, in compassion sometimes attend to him with a silent 
nod, and let him go away with the triumphs of his ill-nature. 
—Poor Furius, (again) when any of his contemporaries aro 
spoken well of, quitting the ground of the present dispute, 
eteps back a thousand years to call in the succour of the 
ancients. His very panegyric is spiteful, and he uses it for 
the same reason as some ἰδ ον do their commendation of a 
dead beauty, who would never have their good word, but 
that a living one happened to be mentioned in their com- 
pany. His applause is not the tribute of his heart, but the 
sacrifice of hia revenge,’ &c. Indeed, his pieces against our 
poet are somewhat of an angry character, and as they are 
now scarco extant, a taste of thia atyle may he satiefactory 
to the curious. ‘A young, equah, short gentleman, whose 
outward form, thouch it should be that of downright 
monkey, would not differ e0 much from the human shape 
as his unthinking immaterial part does from haman under- 
standing.—He is as stupid and ae venomous as ἃ hunch- 
back’d toad. A book through which folly and ignorance, 
those brethren so lame and impotent, da ridiculously look 
big and very dull, and strut and hobble, cheek by jowl, 
with their arms on kimbo, being led and supported, and 
ballv-hack'd by that blind Hector, Impudence.’ Reflect. on 
the Essay on Criticism, p. 26, 29, 30. 
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Bays, form'd by nature stage and town to bless, | Swearing and supperless the hero sat, 

And act, and be, a coxcomnb with success. 110! Blaspheined jis gods, the dice, and damn'd his fate; 
Dulness with transport eyes the lively dunce, Then gnaw’'d his pen, then dash'd it on the ground, 
Remembering she herself was pertness once. Sinking trom thought to thought, a vast profound ! 
Now ‘shame to fortune!) an ill run at play Plunged for his sense, but found no bottom there, 
Blank'd his bold visage, and a thin third day : Yet wrote and flounder'd on, in mere despair, 120 


Round him much embryo, much abortion luy 
REMARKS. Much future ode, and alxdicated play: 


It would be unjust nor to add his reasons for this fury, | Nonsense precipitate, like ranning lead, 
shey are so strong and so courcive. “Lregard his,’ saith‘ lhen stipp'd through crags and zig-zags of the head 
he, a3 an enemy, uot so much to me, as to my king, to my | All that on folly trenzy could beget, 
country, to my religion, nod to that liberty which has been | Prait of dull heat, and sooterkins of wit. 


the sole ΤΌΠΟΥ of my hte. A vagary of fortune, who is : ᾿ ; 
sumetimes pleared to be froliesome, and the epidemic mad- Next o'er his books his eyes began to roll, 
In pleasing memory of all he stole, 


nese of the times, have given him ieputition, and “ reputa- 
tion,” as Hobbes says, aw power,” aud that has made him) prow here he sipp'd, how here he plunder'd 580 
4 rt 9 » ἃ. ot ok] 


dangerous. ‘Thereture PT look oa it as my duty to King: ’ . . ae 
George, whose futhtul eubject Ian; to my country. ar ‘ And suck’'d all o’er like an industrious bug. iD 
whieh [have appeared a eoustiot lover; to the laws,under [ere lay poor Fletcher's halt-eat scenes, and ‘ere 
whose protection | have Β΄} long liverd 1 ‘ated to the liberty of The frippery of crucified Moliere : 

my country, more dear to me than lite, of which [have now | 5) . ΜΝ 

for fort yeurs been ἢ eonstint dsaerter, ce. TL look upon it I'here hapless Shakspeare, yet of Tibbild &ore, 

ae iny duty, 1 say, to de—you shi see whnat—to pull the Wish'd he had blotted fur himself before. 

lion’s skin from uhis hitle ase, Which populor error har: 

thrown around hin: aad to show that this author, who hi ! 


been lately so much in vere, hea neither scase ins his REMARKS. 
ts, nor Fnvieh ip his eXore-sion” | Den “mn. | . . 
thoughts, nor ἢ ἅμ in Ms eXptessio Dens, Rem. on | am I only to be dull, and dull sill, and again, wod for ever? 


Besides these pudiie-epirited reasons, Mr. D. had ἃ pri- | He then scanty appeared to Ms own vet ey that 18 
vate one; which, by nis manner of expressing wt in p. 92! could nut ι ak nse ie hor beueve ι Δ Our wet die; 
appenra to have bern equally strong. He was even in bodily | but that he apixe work UPR Gai ΡΘΟΥΝ pe artoly iniba, 
fear of hie hte. teen tus machinations of the said Mr. P| ate concluded 1 ust be iercly to show his wit, of tat rene 
‘The story,’ says he, Sis tee tong to oe told, bat who would ' profit or lucre ta ye εἰμι ore C, Chrys δ λον ws νὰ 
be acquainted with στὸ τὰν ἅπασα fous Mer. Carll, my book- 5 ter to ate. r. page 13, 40, ᾽ν And to stow μ- ΤΗΣ '0 
eller, However, Wit my reason has suygsested to me, | what the poet ΑΝ he we hove Hun, al “is μη 
that παν with a just cunsdenee stid, in ἐς ἤαησυ of hia OT Uns dui, hee ve ares wi nave Use lest word ; whi 
two clandeatine weapons, dus slander and his poron.’j occasioned the folowing epigrau : 

Which lust words of his book plamiv discover Mr. D's sua- } Quoth Cibber to Popa, “Though in verse you forschae, 
picion waa that of bung poleoned, in ike manner as Me.[ [1 bave the last word; for, by G—, Pil write prose.” 
Curll had Seen before bins of wineh fact, see a full and] Poor Cally, Uhy reasoning te nove Of the διε τον, 
true account of ‘he horrid and barbarous cevecage, hy poison, | For Know, the last word ta the word tbat Lasts loogest 
on the θοὴν of mare) Cari, nriated ro P16, the year ante- Ver. 115.) Suppotless the hero sat.) Tere amaanyg boa 
cedent to that wheretu these resnacha of Mr. Denne were | the senee of this bath been miataken by all the former coo 
published. But what pours " heyoud wil question, is ἃ pas: inentaturs, Who most idly suppose at ty tuply, τὰς Ua bere 
enye in a very warm teatise, in which Me. 1. was alsa: of the poem wanted a supper. In truth, a great ataupits. 
concerned, aA we pense ete me ae a of Mr. | Nut that we are ignorant thot the bero of Homer's Odysez 
2 and Hie rittoee, painted lors. ΕΠ ΠῚ, 1. 1Π 2} Ste frecuent at cire tamee, Od. wre : ᾿ 
tenth mge whercol he i wuld * ta have inaulted people on Liar ein μὲ μαι a πε ὅκα hon dy "μ i fore, aie ἐν 
ge wh ‘ ' i i ‘ any wa! Ἢ gr que puctwa fo reget 
those calamities and disenses whieh he hime? L2uve them, Paueh hero under a calamity, to wlach the urvalteat, fal OFF 
by administering poison te them? and is called ἀρ, 4.) a! of eritics and poets, but of Kings and wircaior, hove bes 
lurking Wway-layiaz coward, and 8 stabber ia the dark.” , subject. But much more refined, [ will venture to aay, 
Which (with many other things most lively eet forth in that the meaning of our auther: it wus to give us obkeu lye 
piece) muat have renderet hun ἃ terrar, nat to Mr, Dennis eurious precept, or what Bossu calls a disguised sentir, 
only, but to all Chrishan people, “Plas charitable warning; that “Teroperence is the hfe of study.’ The language of 
only provoked ouriucortizible poet to write the following! μόρον brings all mite action; and lo represent ἃ cite eicew 
epigcam: sassed with books but without ἃ supper, is a piture whieh 

‘Should Dennis pultish you had atabb'd your brother, [lively expresscth how much the true crite preters the det 

Lainpoon'd your monarch, or Nebauch'd vour mother; of the mind to that of the body, one of which he always car 

Say, what revenze on Dennis can be had ὦ tigates, and offen totally neglects, for the greater improve 


Too dull for laughter, fur re lv τοῦ nad: mat of the ther. . fr the t h otk Sereel. 
On one so poce vou eaunet take the law; utsmec the diacovery of the (rue hero of the poem, may 


we not add, that nothing was go natural, otter so great a host 
of moncy at dice, or of reputation by hie play, as taat the 
poet shouid have no great etemach to ent a supper? be 
aides, how well bas the poet consulted hiv heraie charac 
Por the rest; Wer. Joho Tennis was the son of a sadder, [in adeimg that he has swore all the tine ? Kini. 
in Londow. bo nin Wor, He past conrt to Mir Dryden; | Ver. 1.1. Poor Fletcher's ball at scence.) A great pum 
and having obtiin sd some ¢e-re-pantence with Me, Wyeher Ser of them tiken out to patch up his plays. 
levand Mr. Congreve, he tamediat: fy obliged tha public | Vor. 182.0 The fripperv.] | When EF fined up an old ply 
with thea letters. Heamede biuself known to the govern- fit was asa geod housewife vill uiend old linen, wheu eu 
nent by many nemiraide sehemesd ail projeets, which the] has not better cmployment! Lite, p. 217, Sve. 
ministry, for recons best kanwn ta themselves, coratantly| Ver. 133. Haypless Shakspeare, &e ) Tr is not to be 
kept private, Poehis elinractor asa writer, itis given ua as! doubted but Bays waa a subsrrite-r to Tibbald's Shakespeare 
follows: 6 Vir. Donate ia excelent at Pindar: writings, per- | He was frequently liheral in this way. and, as he tells ud 
fectly rezolarin bia μετ τα πόρος an ta person of sound [* subscribed to Mr. Pope's Homer out of pore generosity and 
learning. Titat be cistern of agent deal of penetration | civility: bur when Mr. Pope did so to his Nan-jaror, he cor 
and judgment, hs eativisme “parnealaely on Prince Arthur}! cluded it cond be nothing buta joke.” Letter to Mr. Po pcb 
do sulkrienty demonstrate.’ Prem the same account it] ‘Phis Totbsld, or Theebald, μη ἢ an edition of Sbak- 
ako appears that be writ pleya Seo. ἡ Τὸ σοῦ το Δ θη than epee, of winch he was so μέ] hirisei? as to sat, if 008 
money.” Προ of horse! Ste Giles Jacob's Lives of [of Mist's Jounal June 8, That to evpose apy erred toa 
Drain. Poets. 9. 03, C0, compared wreh p86. was impracticable! And toanother, April 27, ° That what 
Ver. 108. Bays, σι ἢ by nature, &e.} It is hoped the | ever care murht for the future be taken by any other edilat, 
poct here hath done 1} iustice to bis hero's churacter,| ne would stil vive about five hundred emendations, τ] 
which it Were yp great misake te imegine was wholly eunk | shall corte thens all.’ 
in stupidity; he as allowed to have supported it with a won-| Ver. 134. Wish'd be kad blotted.) Te waa a ridicules 
derful miatare of vieneity. This character ie he.ghtened ac | praise which the players gave to Shikepenre, * that be peret 
eording to his own de-re, in αὶ letter he wrote to onr author: | blatted aline.” Den Jonson honestly wished ho had blet'rd 
*Pert and dull at leas: you might have ἴον θα mo. What!la thousand; and Shakepoare would certainly have wihc 


On one vo old vou? swe od vou georn ty draw 5 
Uneaged then let the leraieas monster rage, 
Secure in dulness, uiadarss, want, and age? 
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it on outside merit but presume, 

e (like other fools) to fill a room ; 

ith their shelves as due proportion hold, 
τ food parents dress‘d in red and gold : 
‘re the pictures for the page atone, 
sarles is saved by beauties not his own. 
wells the shelf with Ogilby the great : 


Of these, twelve volumes, twelve of amplest size, 
Redeetn'd from tapers and defrauded pies, 
Inspired he scizes: these an altar raise : 

A hecatomb of pure unsullied lays 
That altar crowns : a folio common-place 


140| Founds the whole pile, ofall, his works the base: 160 


Quartos, octavos, shape the lessening pyre ; 


stamp’d with arms, Newcastle shines complete: | A twisted birth-day ode completes the epire 


] his suffering brotherhood retire, 
‘ape the martyrdom of jakes and fire 
ic library! of Greece and Rome 


Then he: great tamer of all human art! 
First in my care, and ever at my heart ; 
Dulness! whose good old cause I yet defend, 


irged, and worthy Settle, Banks, and Broome. | With whom my muse began, with whom shall end, 


1igh above, more solid learning shone, 
issics of an age that heard of none; 
axton slept, with Wynkyn at his side, 
sp’d in wood, and one in strong cow-hide ; 
saved by spice, like mummies, many a year, 
lies of divinity appear: 

a there a dreadful front extends, 

re the groaning shelves Philemon bends. 


REMARKS. 


, if he had lived to see the alterations in his works, 
" the actors only (and especially the daring hero of 
1) have made on the stay», but the presumptuvus 
our dass in their editions. 


33. The reat on outside merit, ἄςς.}] This library And hang some curious cobweb in its stead ! 


F’er since sir Fopling’s periwig was praise, 
To the last honours of the butt and bays: 


119,0 thou! of business the directing son) ; 


To this our head like bias to the bowl, 170 
Which, as more ponderous, tnade its aim more true 
Obliquely waddling to the mark in view : 

O! ever gracious to perplex’d mankind, 

Still spread a healing mist before the mind ; 

And, lest we err by wit’s wild dancing lght, 

Secure us kindly in our native night. 

Or, if to wit a coxcomb make pretence, 

Guard the sure barrier between that and sense; 


Or quite unravel all the reasoning thread, 
1890 


1 into three parts; the first consists of those authors | As forced from wind-guns, lead itself can fly, 


om he stole, and whose works he mangled ; the se- 
such as fitted the shelves, or were gilded for show, 
ad with pictures: the third class our author calls 
‘ning, old bodies of divinity, old commentaries, old 
printers, or, old English translations; all very volu- 
and fit to erect altars to Dulness. 

41. Ogilby the great:) ‘John Ogiiby was one, 
m a late initiation into literature, made such a pro- 
might well style him the prodigy of his time! send- 
the world so many large volumes! His translations 
τ and Virgil done to the life, and with such excel- 
ptures: am! (what added great grace to his works) 
ἃ them all on special good paper, and in a very good 
Winstanley, Lives of Poets. 

42. There, stamp'd with arms, Newcastle shines 
! ] ‘Tho dutchess of Newcastle was one who bu- 
self in the ravishing delights of poetry; leaving to 
in print three ample volumes of her studious en- 
.᾽ Whostanley, ibid. Langbane reckons up eight 
her grace’a, which were usually adorned with gild- 
, and had her coat of arme upon them. 

46. Worthy Sede, Banks, and Broome.) The 
’ mentioned these thre: authors in particular, us 
parallel to our hero in hia three capacities; 1. Set- 
ais brother Jaurcate; only indeed upon half-pay, for 
instead of the court; but eqnally famous for unin- 
‘flights in his poems on public occasions, such aw 
arth-days, &e. 2. Hanks was his rival in tragedy 
more successful) in one of his tragedies, the Far! 
s, which is yet alive: Anna Boleyn, the Queen of 
ad Cyrus the Great, aro dead and gone. These he 
Ὦ ἃ sort of begzar's velvet, or a happy mixture of 
; fustian and thin progaic; exactly imitated in Pe- 
1 [sidora, Cesar in Egypt, and the Heroic Daughter. 
ne was a serving man of Ben Jonson, whu once 
ap a comedy trom his letters, or from some cast 
Γ bis master, not entirely contemptible. 

47. More solid learning.) Some have objected, 
rks of this sort suit not so well ths library of our 
hich they imagined consiated of novels, playa, and 
books; but they are to consider that hoe furnished 
es only for ornament, and read these books no more 
dry bodies of divinity, which, no doubt, were pur- 
ty his father when he designed him for the gown. 
ποῖο on ver 200. 

49, Caxton] A printer in the time of Edw. IV. 
HY. aud Hen. VIE; Wynkvn de Work, his suc- 
ἢ that of Hen. Vil. and VIL ‘The former trans- 
o prose Virgil's Fneis, as a history; of which he 
n his proeme, in a very singular manner, as of a 
rly known. Tibhbald quotes a rare passage from 
Miet’s Journal of March 16, 1728, concerning a 
and marvalloue beaste, called Sagittayre, which he 
ave Shakepenre 10 mean rather than Teucer, the 
slebrated by Homer. 

53. Nich de Lyra, or Harpsfield, a very volumi- 


And ponderous slugs cut swiftly through the sky: 
As clocks to weight their nimble motions owe, 
The wheels above urged by the load below : 

Me Emptiness and Dulness could inspire, 

And were my elasticity and fire. 

Some demon stole my pen (forgive the offence) 
And once betray’d me into common sense : 

Else all my prose and verse were much the same, 
This, prose on stilts; that, poetry fall’n lame. 4100 
Did on the stage my fops appear confined ! 

My life gave ampler Jessons to mankind. 


REMARKS. 


nous conmentator, whose works, io five vast folios, were 
printed in 1472. 

Ver. 154. Philemon Holland, doctor in physic. ‘ He trans- 
lated so many books, that a man would think he had done 
nothing else; insomuch that he might be called translator 

oneral of his age. The buoks alone of his turning into 
Englixh are sufficient to muke a country gentleman ἃ com- 
plete library. Winatanley. 

Ver. 107. Ever since sir Fopling’s periwig.) ‘Tho firet 
visible cause of the passion of the town for our hero, was a 
fair flaxen full-bottomed periwig, which, be tells ug, he wore 
in bia first play of the Fool in Fashion. [tattacted, in a 
particular manner, the friendship of Col. Brett, whe wanted 
to purchase it. ‘Whatever contempt,’ saya he, ‘philoao- 
phers may havo for a fine periwig, my friend, who was not 
to despise the world, but to live in it, knew very well, that 
so material an article of dress upon thy hend of a man of 
sense, if it beenme him, could never fail of drawing to bim 
A mute partial regard and benevolence, than could possibiy 
bo hoped for in an ill-niade one. ‘This, perhaps, may soften 
the grave censure which so youthful a purchase might 
otherwise have laid upon him. Ina word, he made his at- 
tack upon this periwig, ay your young fellows generally do 
upon a lady of pleasure, first by a few familiar praises of 
her person, and then a civil inquiry into tho price of it; and 
we finished our bargain that night over αὶ bottle.” Sce Life 
8vo. p. 303. Thie remarkable periwig usually tnade ite en- 
trance upon the stage in ἃ sedan, brought in by two chair. 
men, with infinite approbation of the audience. 

Ver. 178, 179. Guard the sure barrier—Or quite unravol 
&c.} Por wit or reasoning are never greatly hurtful to dul 
ness, but when the first is founded io truth, and the other in 
usefulness. 

Ver. 181. As, forced from wind-guns, &c.] The thought 
of these four verses is founded in a poem of cur author's of 
a very early date (namely, written at fourteen years old, and 
soon after printed,) to the author of ἃ poem called Successio 
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Did the dead letter unauecess?:! prove ἢ 

The brsk exam: « never fad ty mave, 

Yet sure, had Heaven cee eed τὸ save the state, 
Heaven had cenremi ties: woras ἃ .27.zer dite. 
Could Tros br: sised by any angie hind, 

This griy-goese weanen mist have made her stard 
μαι στη Dnow? my Fietcher est aside, 
Take ep tie Bae, ance me beer cide? 

Or tread the pati: bw wensaraus heres tread, 
Tins box τὴν tinder, cua z's hand my ged? 
Or, esd at Wis tes, ami ies tha dectars » 
Teach oatia to gomeser, and te nel sw, 
Oy buist thou rither piety to embrace? 

‘A frend τὸ pity then and aa her rere; 
“Tis the same enpe at dilerent ends tey twist ; 
To Dulness Ridp eth is a3 dar as Msc} 

Shall 1, ike Curis, desperie in tay zeal, 


7 


O'er be uj sad ears plainge forthe common weal? 210 Cretan elu: 


Or rots Rome's ἀπο geese οὐ δα th cr clones, 


And cacaung sive the rouarchy of Pures? 


REMAKKS,. 
ae) 


Ver, 184. Gray-qonse weary.” 2 to the out 
Fagheb ween. the έν of τὴν; τον When Was 
Pestched wot the fe rthery, uf the Oe Sipe, 

Wer, Joa, Ms Fete te ro A ζω τ: uP γε aye are of speaking. 
eed ἣν makin cates oy Eisen caten. ase τῆι σι," 
Se Mets ape Choe or Pece ser, πα Beeseh wit efi! of 
Tullyoaech 2 he torss ina δὲ ἀγν, dr roa ler Cie ren! 
Jt le cartes tin: Cost lems στ Mace Tile Vt ne 
hadab tie titt: toes. Facto. cobs own. hav 2 made: σῷ 
free ween him. 

Ver, 200. Take un the Bile, anee mg beter gaidel 
When. πόθ ας te bie Sther’s interting. be bad been a 
Corry ins Οὐ lian hee Mate titel, tee Pe eure 
Of Pacgieud {πὰ oe own woele ONG te terme that the 
fate ot Kiuz Jeans. baie cnn se oF Orange, and ivveenh were 
on the anvil, Prov de ee thovghe fit to peeteone amine. Gib 
theire weer deternater bet prions face σα me a 
Thonth ewer ΜΚ. 16 de vere i We hee ts eat let miner 
foudtae, in ght have Was ed toe. enh nee) 8 σαμεν 
Citviot senting pe κε ΚΣ at ss rat ΠΡ ἢ αἢ eles, 4. pmors, 
ard pa terabiettess Pome Np ey δὲ Γ des dias chan. mie 

Veen At Wete. ἃ ΗΝ 
Ἐπ ἢ στερεά τσ ἢ πὶ Δ sy 1 bee ἢ. ΜΠ ε ove phe ape 
zy ber ike tence ete ν ΠΕ στ were ἢν Labitedin black 
and wie: they wore pretties etySad sale ion and graves, but 
ects oyeiret par tee, beng dome tae eS aed, and by 
em edna Seivoted mid bed open, Seribl ἡ 

Thin dearnerd erine is ta be understood alleworically. The 
Corters ia tie place mean no more tian false dice, a cant 
phrase ueed wong gamers. So the meaning of there 
four sone ce eee only tha, Slat Pyda. fair or foul? 

Ver 208. Rivprtho aM κε τ Geore Ritpath, author of 8 
Wag pope rade fotos Piswcpest: Nathaaiel Most of a 
fame Tory toa, 

Ver, 2h. te rot Ror. aneent geese of all their 
Series.) Ri! 


e1ved Ihe Carte pot whet Vegi, Ala san. 


«Αὐτή Lie carats ven Orns mentee ἈΠ τον 
Poriedius, Gatos In diate εἶ πον cane bat.’ 


20) Thi. pe 


Thase doctors 


ere Son the We ee Te ἢ ΧΣ af the gecse that: tion: 


οι αὶ, tle minister T more inchne: 

jlo enh. cau. Ὁ .-en | is serving thine. 
‘And see l hiv wecy Gaseiteers στὸ o'er; 

Fes Rups yercts, ard Henly writes 10 more. 
iWhattnes -caans! Chesil Stl!) etill remain 
‘Cherian ter-ledid, ang Cherian brain. 

(Tra bezen ἐπι chines, to the ‘squire so dear; 
told Berlnesgs tial retleets the peer: 
“Tiisar th eink Ghat wit and fool delizhts: 
ἘΠ.» me τὰς Ἰονο rp of Hoebles-hole and White's; 
Where d nen and botehors jean to wreathe my crown, 
"As once the lear an date of the town. 

» UO torr in sit. and forth in folly brought! 

Woras dean'd, or to be dama'd your father's 
| ἴ. J 
Go, purge: hy dimes, ascend the sky, 

My ἵν tte ar-dom ore Christian progeny ! 

word, and vet in maden sheets; 
White aii your smurty sisters walk the streets. 
Ye si tlt bez, Lan gritis-given Bland, 
Seat witha pies, and vagrant through the land: 
Nor sil woth Word, to ape and mouxey climes, 
Where vite nei.dungus trucks for viler rhymes: 
Not, sulphur tet, emtdize an ale-house fire ; 


Nor Wrap up Grabges. tu peit your mre! 
I 


24 
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REMARKS. 


Notont of anv 5 referee or a tanto tie Tories Far 
week” {{π|] εἶεν par peed otis ΝΟΣ fines? σε .2 trae οὗ 
a I μα eet ΜΓ ta Whatever: Tat he defends the 
AUDre Ae powers, Oe fae sees Gr ther carding delcnded Ue 
Resaandg whe be dd the Cait s far tues Civeured thee pe 
foote Saar the Grams, Ghee? Ὁ πα: tat were Νὰ cade te 
havecrteaded the Guin il Uy bad bee ἢ posed of the 
Capra. Bipia. Πές, bo th: 7 «τιαΐλεκ. 
Ver. 215. Gazvetieera.J A baad of ministerial weiters, 
breed af Cae ees pact uned in the pote on μεῖς i. ver. 316, 
woe on the vers dias tae μι τ gatiod bes pust, laid dows 
Hey parer, an ceciatod (ey Wound pever mere meddem 
mal des, 
Ver. 915. Cibberian forchead.t δὲν indeed all the MBB 
reat; but Dmake oe seruice ta proncunce them all wrong, 
the lauceite being ese where reiebeatet by our poet forbs 
‘great 1" cestvemodes: Cibter—Read, therefore, al mY 
meth, (πὶ τη furchend  Triais perteetly classical, and, 
what is more, Tnineceal: the dog was the anc.ent, as the 
bitch iy the modern eyoibel of inomltee: (Kost, tapas’ 
χανε wave Achilles to Agamaunnon ἡ δὲν, when ina ἐδ" 
perlotive de zree, macy well be denominated from Ce rbetuy, the 
doz wrh three heaae—Bot ae to the Inter past of this tere, 
;Cibberian brain, that is certainly the genuine reading. 


| Beal. 
| 


Ver, 225. O born in wn, &e.i This ia a tender acd 


jpassionave 2 onstrophe to bu own works, which he is gong 


to κῃ στῆσον ozrecable 10 the cature of man in great cific 
and τ' feearg, like a parent. on the many τ 
fates to which they would otherwise be anbject. 

Ver. 229. My better and mere cheiatian progeny!) ‘Tt 
may be olvervable, that my muse and my spouse were 
equally prolitie! that the oue was seldom the mother uf a 


A passege Pohave atwave miepected. Who acea not the! child. but in the same Year the other made ine the Father of 


PAG ένα of aeritee geal arcenteus fo bn inworthy the: 
Vestas regesty ΑΝ what theuntsy t. svy ἢ poose 
Vente hal, λέν Κίς ἢ ΠῚ ἐς eperaeter of the 
vanes of betel y ba εἷς ite Dea ix. 


© feet inter ΜΓ ΓΘ anser oiores.” 
Road is, therefure, Giese strepeiat, 
forte thus? docs notthe Ver’ Vetne preeediig this inforio us, 

‘Reoureogue recens horre but rege eniine.’ 


Te thie "6. ΡῈ. πὰ one hee. ond gel! in another, 


consistent? TH haw of inte veare kept na public 


aplay. Pthink we hada dozen of cach sort betwen 08} 
poCburth which Kies, aame dec iu their infancy, ὅτε. Lif 
Pof CLC polit. evoe edit. 

Ver. 111. Grate-euen Band,—Scnt with a pase,) Tt ἘΝ 

A priehes so to sive the Daily Gazettcer and ministend 

pampltess (in whieh thie B. wasaa writer, and to ecnd thes 


And whv auratia, pest-frer to all the towes in the kingdom, 


Ver, 238 With Ward, to ape and monkey clines| 
ι ΒΝ αὐ Ward, a very solummonus poet in Hodibgastse 
verse, but leat known by the London Spy, in prose. 
houee in the erty (but ima 


acral le nal rene manta κα σα νη ma nnseriples) to COrect| eentoe! wiy.) amd with bis wit, humour, and good liquet 


ιἰ ἁμγι(«. ἢ 


© Acie fiSae eanoria 
Dueere querens,” 


And to ony that ν᾿ ἡ} have care ig commen even to 8 
(raverh Seribl. 
Ver 2)2 Aud caching sive the mouarchy of Tories}; 


Jorace GO» » the bm epithet in tae same sense, (ale,) forded 


his guests a pleqeurable enter anpety 
eupecially those of the high chineh-purty.’ Jacob, Lives οἵ 
Pooty tol. ip. 22.0 Great pum sre of hia works wen 


Pycauy sald ato the Piaatatieons —Ward, ina book, esiied 


Nai a's Magzet declared this gecouant to bea grat fab, 
Hoteesng Peat tas juubeb cay Was πυῖ τὰ the ciy, buts 
vorhiciee, 


sore innocent, in infant state, 


THE DUNCIAD. 18. 
How index-learning turns no student pale, 
Yet holds the eel of science by the tail : 280 


ild limbo of our father Tate: 
ihly forgot, at once be bless’d 
eli’s bosom with eternal rest ! 
hat mass of nonsense to return, 
ings destroy’d are swept to things unborn. 
iat, a tear (portentous sign of grace !) 
a the master of the seven-fold face : 

e he lifted high the birth-day brand, 

e he dropp'd it from his quivering hand: 

ts the structure, with averted eves: 

ig smoke involves the sacrifice. 

ing clouds disclose each work by turns, 

e3 the Cid, and now Perolla burns; 250 
sar roars, and hisses in the fires ; 

1in silence modestly expires: 
now the dear Nonjuror claims, 

old stubble in a moment flames, 

h'd again, as from pale Priam’s eyes, 

‘Jast blaze sent Ilion to the skies. 

by the light, old DuIness heaved the head, 
ὉΠ ἃ a sheet of Thule from her bed ; 
16 flies, and whelms it o’cr the pyre; 
k the flames, and with a hiss expire. 
ple presence fills up all the place ; 
fogs dilates her awful face: 

er charms! as when on shrieves and mayors 
, and breathes herself into their airs. 
im wait her to her sacred dome : 

sed he enter'd, and confess’d his home. 
, ending their terrestrial race, 

ind recognize their native place. 

vreat mother dearer held than all 

of quudnuncs, or her own Guildhall : 

id her opium, here she nursed her owls, 
she plann'd the imperial seat of fools. 

» her chosen all her works she shows; 
2}|’d to verse, verse loitering into prose: 
Jom thoughts now meaning chance to find, 
e all memory of sense behind : 

ogues into prefaces decay, 

: to notes are fritter’d quite away: 


260 
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REMARKS. 
1), 240. Tate—Shadwell.} Two of his predecessors 
L 


Now flames the Cid, &e.] In the firs! notes 
iciad it was said, that this author was particular- 
tattragedy. ‘This, e1ys he, S18 as unjust as to 
Inot dance ona rape.” But certain it y, that he 
ted to dance on thie rope, and fell most shame- 
ing produced no πη than four tragedies (the 
which the poct preserves in these few lines ;) the 
of them were fairly printed, acted, and damned; 
suppressed in feac of the like treatment. 

. 234. Poe dear Nonjuror—Moliere’s old stubble.) 
thrashed out of Molere's Tartuffe, and so much 
tor’s favourite, that he rgsures ua all our author's 
ἰ could only arise fram disntfection to the govern 
adsures us, that ‘wher he bad the honour to 
jesty's hand, upon presenting Lis dedication of it, 
ciously pleased ont of his royal bounty, to order 
πάγοι pounds four it. And thr, he doubts not, 


Thule] An unfinished poem of that name, of 
sheet was printed many years ago, by Ambrose 
northern author. Ivison usual method of putting 
to cast wet sheeta upon it. Some critice have 
Ynion that this sheet was of the nnaturo of the 
‘hich cannot be consumed by fire; but I rather 
allegorical aljusion tu the coldness and heaviness 
ing. 

Great mother] AMagna mater here applied to 
The quidnunrs, n nime given tu the ancient 
f several political clubs, who were constantly in- 
dnunc? What news? 


How, with less reading than makes felons ‘scape, 


240} Less human genius than God gives an ape, 


Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece, 
A past, vamp‘d, future, old, revived, new piece, 
’Twixt Plautus, Fletcher, Shakspeare, and Corneille, 
Can make a Cibber, Tibbald, or Ozell. 

The goddess then, o’er his anointed head, 
With mystic words the sacred opium shed ; 
And lo! her bird (a monster of a fowl, 
Something betwixt a heidegger and owl) 290 
Perch'd on his crown. ὁ All hail! and hail again, 
My son! the promised land expects thy reign. 
Know, Eusden thirsts no more for sack or praise; 
He sleeps among the dull of ancient days ; 
Safe, where no critics damn, nor duns molest, 
Where wretched Withers, Ward, and Gildon rest, 
And high-born Howard, more majestic sire, 
With Fool of Quality completes the quire. 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 956, Tibbald.} Lewis Tibbald (as pronounced) or 
Theobald (a4 written) wie bred wu attoraey, and sou to an 
attorney, kaye Mr. Jacob, of διδόναι, ty heat, He was the 
author of some furzotten ἢ αν ας translations, aud ΟἹ ΕἾ pierces. 
Ho was concerned am a paper ealled the Censor, aod a 
translation of Ovid. ὁ There ia a votorivus ἡ τοῦ, ove hight 
Wachum, who fiom an under-sput-leather to the law, ie be- 
come an utdereterpper to the playhouse, who has lately 
burlerqued the Metamerphoscs of Ovid by a vile translu- 
tion, ἄς. This teliow is concerned in an impertinent paper 
called the Censor."—Dennis, Rem. on Pope's Homer, p. 
9, 10. 

Thid. Ozell.] ‘Me. John Ozetl, if we credit Mr. Jacob, 
did goto school in Leicestershire, where somebody lett him 
something to live on, when he shall retire from business. 
He was designed to be sent to Cambridge, in order for 
priesthood ; but he chose rather to be placed in an office of 
accounts, in the city, being qualified for the same by his 
akill in arithmetic, and writing the necessary hands. He 
has obliged the world with many translatiocs of French 
plavs.'--Jacob, Lives of Dram. Poets, p. 193. 

Mr. Jace b's character of Mr. Qzell seema vastly short of 
his merits, and he onght to have further justice deve him 
having since confuted all sarcasms on his learning an 
geniog, by an advertisement of Sept. 20, 1729, in a paper 
called the Weekly Medley, &c. ‘As to my learning, this 
envious wreteh knew, and every body knows, that the 
whole bench of bishaps, not long ago, were pleased to give 
me a purse of guineas, for discovering the erroneous trausla- 
tions of the Common-prayer in Portuguese, Spanish, French, 
Iralinn, &e. As for my genius, let Mr. Cleland show better 
verses in all Pope's works, than Ozell’s version of Boileau’s 
Lutrin, which the late lord Halifax was eo pleased with, that 
he complimented him with leave to dedicate it_to him, &c. 
Let him show better and trucr poctry in the Rape of the 
Lock, than in Ozell’a Rape of the Bucket, (Ja Seechia 
rapita.) Awl Mr. Toland and Mr. Gildon publicly declared 
Ozeli'a translation of Homer to be, as it was prior, vo like- 
wise superior to Pope's.—Surely, surcly, every man is’ free 
to dererve well of his country "!—John Ozell. ς᾽ ; 

We cannot but subscribe to auch reverend testimonies, ag 
thone of the bench of bishops, Mr. Toland, and Mr. Gildon. 

Ver. 20. A heidegger) A strange bird from Switzer- 
Innd, and not, aa some have supposed, the nome of an emi- 
nent person who was a man of parts, and, as was said of 
Petronins, arbeter clepantiarum. 

Ver. 206. Withers.) See on ver. 146. ΝΕ 

Ibid. Gildon) Charles Gildon, a writer of criticiems and - 
libels in the Inat age, bred ut St. Amer's with the Jesuits ; 
but renouncing popery, he published Blount’s books against 
the divinity of Christ, the Oracles of Reason, &c. He signa- 
lized himeolfae a critic, having writter some very bad plays; 
abused Mr. P. verv scandalonsty in an anonymous pamphlet 
of tho life of Mr. Wrycherley, printed by Curll 5 in another, 
ealled the New Rehearsal, printed in 1744; in a third, enti- 
tled the Complete Art of Finglish Poetry, in two volumes: 
and others, . 

Ver. 907, Howard] Hon. Edward Howard, author of 
the Britiah Princes, and a great number of wonderful pieces, 
celebrated by the Inte carla of Darset and Rochester, duke 
of Buckingham, Mr. Waller, &c. 
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Thou Cibber ! thou, his Jaurel shall support, 

Folly, my son, has still a friend at court. 

Lift up your gates, ye princes, sec him come! 

Sound, sound ye viols, be the cat-call dumb! 

Bring, bring the madding bay, the drunken vine ; 

The creeping, dirty, courtly ivy join. 

And thou! his aid-de-camp, lead on my sons, 

Light-arm'd with points, antitheses, and puns. 

Let Bawdry Billingsgate, my daughters dear, 

Support his front, aud oaths bring up the rear: 

And under his, and under Archer’s wing, 

Gaming and Grub-street skulk behind the king. 310 
*O! when shall rise a monarch all our own, 

And I, a nursing-mother, rock the throne; 

*Twixt prince and people close the curtain draw, 

Shade him from light, and cover him from law ; 

Fatten the courtier, starve the learned band, 

And suckle armies, and dry-nurse the Jand : 

Till senates nod to lullabies divine, 

And all be sleep, as at an ode of thine!’ 

She ceased. ‘Then swells the chapel-royal throat: 
God save king Cibber! mounts in every note. 320 
Familiar White’s, God save king Colley! cries ; 
God save king Colley! Drury-line replies : 

To Needham’s quick the voice triumphal rode, 
But pious Needham dropp'd the name of God ; 
Back to the Devil the last echocs roll, 

And Coll! each butcher roars at Hockley-hole. 

So when Jove's block descended from on high, 
(As sings thy great turefuther Ogilby) 

Loud thunder to the bottorn shook the bog, 330 
And the hoarse nation croak'd, " God save king Log.’ 


BOOK THE SECOND. 


ARGUMENT. 

The king being proclaimed, the solemnity is graced with 
public games and sports of various kinds; not instr 
tuted by the hero, as by /Encas in Varzil, but, for 
greater honour, by the guddess in person, (in like man- 
ner as the gaines of Pythia, Isthmia, ἄς. were 88. 
ciently said to be ordained by the gods, and as Thetis 
herself appearing, according to Homer, Odysa xxiv. 
proposed the prizes in honour of her sou Achilles: 
Hither flock the poets and critics, attended, as is but 
just, with their patrons and booksellers. ‘The goddess 
is first pleased, for her disport, to propose games to the 
booksellers, and settcth up the phantom of a pnet, 
Which they contend to overtake. The races described, 
With their divers accidents. Neat (he game furs 
poetess. Then follow the exercises for tbe pueta, of 
tickling, vociferating, diving. The tirst holds forth 
the arts and practices of dedicatora, the second of di» 
putants and fustian poets, the third of profound, dark, 
and dirty party-writers. Lastly, for the crntica, the 
goddess proposes, (With great propricty; an exerese, 
not of their parts, but their patience, in hearing the 
works of two voluminous authors, one in verve, and 
the other in prose, deliberately read, without sleeping ° 
the various effects of which, with the several degrees 
and manners of their operation, are bere set forth: till 
the whole number, not of critics only, but of specta- 
tors, actors, and all present, fall asleep; which nate- 
rally and necessarily ends the games. 


BOOK II. 


HicH on a gorgeous scat, that far out-shone 
Henley’s gilt tub, or Flechno’s Irish throne, 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 309, 410. Under Archer’s wing,—Gaming, &c.] 
When tho statute agaist gaming was drawn up, it was re- 
presented, that the hing, by aneicnt custom, plays at hazard 
one night im the year; and thrieiore a clause was inserted, 
with an exemption as to that particular, Uaoder this pre- 
tence, the groom-porter had a room appropriated to gaming 
all tho summer the court was at Kensington, which his 
Majerty accidentally being acquainted with, with a just in- 
dignation prohibited. [tir reported the same practice ix yet 
continued wherever the court resides, and the hazard table 
there open to all the professed gamesters in town, 

* Greatest and justest sovercign! know you this? 

Alas! no more than Thames’ calm bead can know, 

Whoee meada his arms drown, or whose corn o’ertlow.’ 

Donne to Queen Eliz. 

Ver. 319. Chapel-roval.} The voices and instruments 
used in the service of the chapel-royal being also employed 
in the performance of the birth-day and new-year odes. 

Ver. S24. But pious Needham.) A matron of great fame, 
and very religious in her wav; whose constant prayer it was, 
that she might ‘get cuough by her profession to leave it off 
in time, and mike Ber peace with God. But her fate was 
not so happy; for being convicted, and setin the pillory, she 
was, (to the lasting ehame af all ber great fends and vota- 
res) so iliused by the popniace, that iteotanend to her dass. 

Ver. 325. Baek to the Devil.) The Devil Tavern in 
Fleet-atreet, where theae odes are usually rehearsed beforo 
they are performed at court. Upon which a wit of those 
tumes makes this epigram : 

When laureates make odes, do you ask of what sort? 

Do you ask if they're good, or are evil? 
You may judge—from the Devil they come to the court, 
And go fiom the court to the devil.” 

Ver, 325.—Ogilby—God save king Log δ Sce Ovilby's 
FEsop's Fables, where, in the story οὐ the Frogs and their 
King, this excelent hemisti ch is to be fonnd. 

Que author maak sts here, and claewhere, ἢ prodigionr 
teundemiess for the bad weiter. We see he seleeta the oul 
Good passage, perhaps, in all that ever Ogdby writ! whie 
ehows how candid and patient a render be must have been. 
Whatenn be more hind and affectionate than the worda in 
the preface to his poems, where he labours to call upon all 
ovr humanity and forgiveness toward. these vulucky men, 
by the most moderate representation of their case thut has 
νοῦ beon given by any author 7 
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But how much all indulgence is lost upon these people 
may appear from the just reflection made on their cunstal 
conduct and constant fate, in the following epigram: 

‘Ye little wits, that g:cam’d awhile, 
When Pope vouchenfed a ray; 

Alas! deprived of his kind smile, 
How soon ye fude away! 

Τὺ compass Pha-bu«’ car about, 
Thus empty vapours nae, 

Each lends hia cloud to put him out, 
That rear'd him to he skies. 


‘Alas! those akies are not your sphere ; 
There he shall ever bura: 

Weep, weep, and fall! tor earth ye were, 
And muat to entth return.” Ὁ 

Two things there are, upon the supposition of which te 
very basis of all verbal criticism is founded and sup : 
The fisst, that an author could never fail to use the bes 
word of every occusion: the second, that a critic cane 
choose but know which that is. This being gravted, wher 
ever any word doth not fully content us, we take upoa we 
conclude, first, that the author could never have used J; 
and, secondly, that he must have used that very oue, whie 
we conjecture, in its stead. 

We cannot, therefore, enough admire the learned Serb 
lerns, for his alteration of the text in the last two vereas 
the preceding book, which in all the furmer cditious stesd 
thus: 

Toarse thunder to its bottom shook the bog, 
And the loud nation croak'd, ‘God save king Log? 


He has, with great judgment, tranaposed these two opr 
thefts: putting hoarse to the nation, and loud to the thunda; 
and this being evidently the true reading, he vane heafed δά 
Βὸ much asta mention the former: for which ascerin 
the just right of a critic he merita the acknowledgment οἷ 
all sound commentators. 

Ver. 2. Henley’s gilt tub,}] The pulpit of a divsenter® 
neually called a tub: bot that of Mr. Orator Henlow was 
vered with velvet, and adorned with gold. He had als 4 
fair altar, aud over it this extraordinary inseriptivua: “The 
primitive eucharist.” Sco the history of thia poraan, book i 

Ver. 2. or Fleckno's Irish thione,} Richard Fleckos was 
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where on her Curlls the public pours, 
weous, fragrant grains and golden show 
‘bber sat: the proud Parnassian sncer, 
scious simper, and the jealous leer, 
his look : all eyes direct their rays 
and crowds turn coxcomby as they gaze. 
ra shine round him with reflected grac 
ge their dulness, and new bronze their face. 
the oun’s broad beam, in shallow urns, 10 
's twinkling sparke draw light, and point their 
oma, 
rith more glee, by hands pontific crown'd, 
arlet hats wide waving circled round, 
ver Capitol saw Querno sit, 
Ton seven hills, the Antichrist of wit 
ow the queen, to glad her sons, proclaims 
Id hawkers, high heroic games. 
mmmon all her race : an endless band 
sth, and leaves unpeopled half the land. 20 
y mixture! in long wige, in bags, 
in crapes, in garters, and in rags, 
awing-rooms, from colleges, from garrets, 
8, on foot, in hacks, and gilded chariots: 
true Dunces in her cause appear’d, 
who knew those Dunces to reward, 
that area wide they took their stand, 
he tall may-pole once o'erlook'd the Strand, 
+ (so Anne and piety ordain) 
th collects the saints of Drury-lane. 80 
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κεῖραι, but had laid aside (πα himaclf expresso it) 
die part of priesthood. [1 printed sain plays, 
ters, and travels Tiloubt ποῖ, oUF auithor took 
to mention him in respect to the poem uf Me. Dry 
hich this ben me, thous haf «cha 
te different from itthan that the Aineid from the 
ihe Latin of Bolen fom tho Defatde Kouta 
be just worth mentioning, that the 
he ancient sophists entertained th 
bo" pompous name of ἃ throne, 


Or that whereon her Curlle the public pours.) 
Curll stood in the pillory at Charing-¢rous, in Murch, 
Shia, saith Edenund Curl, tie ἃ falso nvertion— 
eed, the corporal punishment of what the gentle: 
he long robe are peared focosely to call monting 
am for-one hour: but that sceno of action was nul 
anth of Murch, but in February.” (Curliad, 12:0. 
And of the histary of hie hing towsed in a blank, 
Here, Seribleriis! thou Inesest in whnt thou as” 
ancerning-the banket: it was not a blanket but » 
3. Much in the same manner Mr. Cibbor remon: 
that bie brothers, at Bedlam, mention) Book i 
> yetour author let it pass an 
(ing way altered the rel 

gentle reader, that wo but 
Ff we corrected not me well our own err ce 1:83 
those of the printer; since what moved ‘us to thi 

iweulely tho love af truth, uot in the least any 
with great authors. Anil 

ill the rather be par 
‘writing of such perroos 
int. However, that w 

tow raten oF extent the 

the very warts of our antagonist 
ing them (rons our hearhyand craving reuse 
yin thie work, it hth een 

to provoke nn mun. Seribl 
i, Rome in her Capitol saw Querno mit.) Camilo 
tae of Apulia, who hearing the great encorise 
ch Leo X gare to poets, travelled to Romo with a) 
i band, and aang to it twenty thousand vores of « 
fed Aleeing. He wae intrnduerd ae a μα τισι to 
Promoted to the honour of the Iaurel;n jest which 
Of Rome and the pape hiinself entered ict to for, 
ie him to ride on an elephant to the Cpito), and 

satemn feetival nin his cornnation ΑἹ which i 
the poct hinvelf was 0 transported as to werd fur 


the rehearsal οἱ 


With authors, stationers obey'd the call: 
‘The field of glory is a field for all. 
Glory and pain the industrious tribe provoke ; 
‘And gentle Dulness ever loves a joke. 
A poet's form she pliced before their eyes, 
‘And bade the nimblest racer seize the prize ; 
No meagre, muse-rid mope, adust and thin, 
In a dun night-gown of his own loose skin, 
Bat such a bulk as no twelve bards could raise, 
‘Twelve starving bards of these degenerate days. 40 
Allas a partridge plump, full-fed and fair, 
‘She form'd this image of well-bodied air; 
With pert flat eyes whe window'd well its head; 
‘A brain of feathers, and a heart of lead: 
And empty words she gave, and sounding strain, 
But senseless, lifeless ! idol void and vain! 
Never was dash'd out, at one lucky hit, 
Ἃ fool, so just a copy of a wit; 
So like, that critics said, and courtiers swore, 
‘A wit it was, and call'd the phantom More. 50 


REMARK! 


chup. xxiii. 
‘wen by Fam, Strada in his Pro- 


Incas ever loves a joke.) This 
specite of mirth, called a jokey ariung trom n'mal-entenda 
cll aaypoaed to be the delight of Duloess 
Vora "Never was dad ut at one lucky bit) Our 
ruth’ lie aneme willing to give sonin aecuuni of the pos: 
sbdity of Dulness making awit whiew couul be done ne 
Sur way than by ehiaace,) Phe Seton isthe mary wean 

ἮΝ the known story of Apel 
xpress the foam of Alexaulct's hover, 
thle! bw pened in despair atthe picture, and happeaed to 
‘lo it by that forrunate stroke. 
Ver 50. And eall'd the phantom More.J Curl, in hie 
ον to. tho Duneind, firmed thie to be. James Moore 
Sin, τὸς and it x probable (coudhlering wat ἦν enid of 
icv in the testimonies) that some might fancy our euthor 
Tiiens'to represent this gentleman nea ploginty, or to pase 
ἴοι πὸ humveiE Hie ene, indeed, waa hkethat of a maa ἢ 
Intve hear of, who, ax ho wna siting in compan 
τὰ his net mvightaur had atoten hie hnadkerehie 
il th tek, nding himaelf deteete, “do vot expose me, T 
it for mete want: be so good but 10 take 
of my pocket again, and say noth.” The hi 
So, but tho other cried. outy "Brey gentlemen, what a thiel 
looky hs ix stealing my handkerhi 
‘Some tine before, he had borrowed of Dr. Arbuthnot © 
jraper called a Mhaterieo-phvsieal neconm of the South ea 
WoC Mr, Pope the mesnoira of ἃ Parish Cletky which for 
feo yenrs he kept, πὴ rend to tho Rev. Dr. Vouog, F. Bit, 
"and maoy others, κα his own, icing applied to 
ἢ ho pretend νι there hp 
a nvathoe copy Of th ‘out in Sve 
Miscellanies. Uj 


"Daily Journal of Ap 
Ἢ ἦα and others bal 
hind shown, and handed 
fe his'own,) acenstoned theit being lost and for that 
“A fact, of which as none but be 
ino but he could be the publisher of it. 
ina of thie pergon gave occasion to the fllow= 


ἣν 
anise only not 
ould be eu 
The plas 
ing opi" 
“Moore always smiles whenever he recites; 
He miles (vow think) approving what be writes. 
‘And yet in thie no vanity is show 
AA'movieat man may like what's not his own.” 
‘This young gentleman's whole misfortune was too inor: 
inate a passion to be thought a wit. Here ism very strong 
instnnce attested by Mr. Savage, sa of the late Earl 
‘clio having shown some verses of hia in mann 
co, wherein Mr. Pape wee called fret of the tuneful 
trains Aft. Moore the next morning seut to Mr. Savage to 
|tlesieshisn το give thowe verses another turn, to wit, “That 
Pope might now be the frst, beeaure More had left 
unrivalled im turning his style to comedy." This wasdaring 
he Rival Modes, his frst and anly work 


i © Bee Life of C. C. chap. vi. p. 149. 
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All gize with ardour: some a poet's name, 
Others a sword-knot and laced suit inflame. 
But lofty Lintot in the circle rose: 
‘This prize is mine ; who ‘tempt it are my foes: 
With me began this genius, and shall end.’ 
He spoke; and who with Lintot shall contend? 
Fear held them mute. Alone, untaught to fear, 
_ Stood dauntless Curll : " Behold that rival here ! 


oe 


REMARKS. 


the town condemned it in the action, but he printed it in 
1726-7, with this modest motto; 
‘Hie cxrstus, artemque repono.’ 

The smaller pieces which we have heanl attributed to 
this author are, An Epigram on the Bridge at Blenheim, by 
Dr. Evans: Coameha, by Mr. Pit, Me. Jones, &c. The 
Mock Marriage of a mid Divine, with a Cl. fora Parson, by 
Dr. W. The Saw pit, a Simile, by a Friend. Certain 
Physical Works on Sir Jamea Baker; and some unowned 
Letters, Adverticements, and Epigrams against our author 
in the Daily Journal. 

Notwithstanding what is here collected of the person ima- 
gined by Curll to be ineant in thi place, we cannot be of 
that opinion; since our poct had certainly no need of vio- 
dicating half a dozeu verees to himselt, which every reader 
had done for him: since the name tteclf is not spelled Moore, 
but More; and, lustly, since the learned Scriblerus has eo 
well proved the contrary. 

Ver. 50. The phantom More.} It appears from hence, 
that this is not the name of a real person, but fictitious. 
More from μα τρὸὺς δύνων, urpen, atultitia, tu represent the 
folly of a plagiary. ‘Thus Erasmus: ddmonuit me Mort cog- 
nomen tibi, quod tam ad Morie vorabulum accedit quam 
es ipseareulicnus. Dedication of Meri¢ Encumium to 
sir Thomas More; the furewcell of whieh may be our au- 
thor’s to his plagiary, ale, Alore! εἰ morian (uam gna- 
citer defende. Adiet More! and be sure strongly to defend 
thy own fully. Scribl. 

Ver. 53. But lofty Lintot.] We enter here upon the 
episode of the booksellers; persons, whose names being more 
kpown and famous in the learned world than those of the 
authors i thia poem, do therefore necd leas explanation. 
The action of Mr. Lintot here imitates that of Dares in Vir- 
gil, rising just in this manner to lay hold of a bull. ‘This 
eminent bookseller printed the Rival Modes before meu- 
tioned. 

Ver. 58. Stood dauntlesa Curll:] We come now to a 
character of much respect, that of Mr. Edmund Curll. As 
a plain repetition of great actions is the best praise of them, 
we shall only say of thie eminent man, thut he carried the 
trade many longths beyond what it ever before arrived at; 
and that he was the envy and admiration of all his profes- 
sion. He possessed himself of a command over all authors 
whatever: he caused thern to write what he pleased; they 
could nut call their vety names their own. He was not only 
famous among these; he was tnken notice of by the atate 
the church, and the law, and received particular marks o 
distinction from each. 

It will be owned that he ws here introduced with all posasi- 
ble dignity. He speaks like the intrepid Diomede; he runs 
like the swill fouted Achilles: if he falis, ‘tia like the beloved 
Niaua; and (what Humer makes to be the chiefof all praises ) 
he ia favoured of the gods: he says but three words, and his 
prayer ia heard; a goddess conveys it to the seat of Jupiter: 
though he loses the prize, he gains the victory; the great 
mother herself comforta him, she inspirea him with expe- 
dients, she honours him with an immortal present (such aa 
Achilles receives froin Thetis, and ZEneas from Venus.) at 
once instructive and prophetical: after this he is unrivalled, 
and triumphant. 

The tribute one author here pays him is ἃ grateful return 
for several unmerited obligations ; many weighty animad- 
versions on the public affairs, and many excellent and divert- 
ing pieces an private persona, has he given to hisname. If 
ever he owed two verses to any other, he owed Me. Curll 
some thousands. He was every day extending his fame, 
and enlareing his writings: witness innumerable instances ; 
but it shall suffice only to mention the Court Poems, which 
he meant to publish as the work of the true writer, a lady 
of quality; but being threatencd first, and afterwards pun- 
ished for it by Mr. Pope, he generounly teansferred it fram 
her to him, and ever since printed it in his name. The single 
time that ever he spoke to Me. (ἡ. was on that affair, and 
to that happy incident he owed all the favour since received 
from him: κὸ true ia the saying of Dr. Sydenham, ‘that 
any one shall ba, at sume time or other, the better or the 
worse, fur having but sven or spoken to a goud or bad man.’ ! 


Tne race by vigour, not by vaunts is won : 

So take the hindmost, Hell" he said, and ran. 60 
Swift as a bard the builiff leaves behind, 

He left huge Lintot, and out-stripp'd the wind. 

As when a dab-click waddles through the copee 
On feet and wings, and flies, and wades, and hups: 
So labouring on, with shoulder, hands, and head, 
Wide as a wind-inill al) his figure spread, 

With arma expanded Bernard rows his state, 

And left-lege'd Jacob seems to emulate. 

Full in the middle way there stood a lake 

Which Curll’s Corinna chanced that morn to make; 
(Such was her wont, at early dawn to drop il 
Her evening cates before his neighbour's shop) 
Here fortuned Curll to slide ; loud shout the band, 
And Bernard! Bernard ! rings through all the Suraad 
Obscene with filth the miscreant lies bewray'd, 
Fall’n in the plash his wickedness had laid: 

Then first Οὔ poets aught of truth declare) 

The caititf vaucide cunceived a prayer: 

‘Hear, Jove! whose name my bards and I adore, 
As much αἱ least as any gods or more ; ὃ 
And him and his if more devotion warms, 
Down with the Bible, up with the pope's arms. 

A place there is, betwixt carth, air, and seas, 
Where, from ambrosia, Jove retires for ease. 
There in his seat two spacious vents appear, 
On this he sits, to that he leans his ear, 

And hears the various vows of fond mankiod ; 
Some beg an castern, some a western wind ; 
All vain petitions mounting to the sky, 

With reams abundant this abode supply ; 
Amused he reads, and then returns the bills 
Sigu’d with that ichor which trom gods distill 

In office here fair Cloacina staada, 

And ministers to Jove with purest hands. 
Forth from the heap she pick’d her votary's prayer, 
And placed it next him, a distinction rare * 
Oft had the goddess heard her servant's call, 
From her black grottos near the Temple-wall, 
Listening delighted to the jest unclean 

Of link-boys vile, and waterman obecene; 
Where, as he fish’d her nether realms for wit, 
She oft had favour’d him, and favours yet. 
Renew'd by ordure’s sympathetic force, 

As oil’d with magic Juices for the course, 
Vigorous he rises; from the effluvia strong, 
Imbibes new life, and scours and stinks along: 
Re-paseos Lintot, vindicates the race, 

Nor heeds the brown dishonours of his face. 

And now the victor stretch’d his eager hand 
Where the tall nothing stood or seem'd to etand : 110 
A shapeless shade, it melted from his sight, 

Like forms in clouds, or visions of the night. 
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Ver. τὸ. Curll’s Corinna.) This name, it seems, wae 
taken by one Mrs. ‘Thomas, who procured some private 
letters of Mr. Pope, while almost a boy, to Mr. Cromwell, 
and sold them without the consent of οὐ Εν of those 
inen, to Curll, who printed them in Imo, 1787. He de 
covered ber to be the publisher, in bis Key, p. 11. We 
take thia opportunity of mentioning the manner ia whi 
those letters go; abroad, which the author was ashamed of 
ax very trivial things, full not only of levaties, but of wreag 
judgmeats of meo aud books, and only excusable reas the 
youth and inexperience of the writer. 

Ver. 2, Down with the Bible, up with the pope's ares.) 
The Bible, Con's sign; the Croas Keys, Liatete 

Ver. 01. Where, as he fish'd, ἄς 1. See the preface te 
Swifv’e and Pepe's Mucellanies. ΄ 
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8 papers, Curll, was next thy care ; So shall each hostile name become our own 
light, fly diverse, tosa’d in air : And we too boast our Garth and Addison.’ 140 


nets, epigrams, the winds uplift, 

them back to Evans, Young, and Swift. 
ider’d suit at least he deem’d his prey, 

a unpaid tailor snatch’d away. 

scrap, of all the beau or wit, 

so flutter’d, and that once so writ. 120 
rings with laughter: of the laughter vain, 
1od queen, repeats the jest again. 

ed imps, of her own Grub-street choir, 
like Congreve, Addison and Prior; 

rner, Wilkins, run! delusive thought ! 

2d, Besaleel, the varlets caught. 

hes after Gay, but Gay is gone, 

in empty Joseph for a John: 

, hunted in a nobler shape, 

hen seized, ἃ puppy or an ape. 190 
he goddess: ‘Son! thy grief lay down, 
iis whole iJlusion on the town: 

: dame, experienced in her trade, 

of toasts retails each batter’d jade 

apless Monsieur much complains at Paris 
from duchesses and lady Maries ;) 

ly stationer! this magic gift ; 

be Prior: and Concanen, Swift: 
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Evans, Young, aod Swift.] Some of those 
80 writiogs, epigrams, or jests he had owned. 
ver. 50. 

An unpaid tailor) This line has been loudly 
of ia Mist, June 4, Dedicated to Sawney, and 
most inhuman satire on the poverty of poets ; 
ght our author will be acquitted by a jury ὁ 
me this instance seema unluckily chosen ; if it 
o any body, it must be on a bad pay-master, 
bun to whom they have hero applied it, was a 
ne. Nut but poets may well be jealous of so 
gative as non-payment; which Mr. Dennis sv 
8 boldly to pronounce, that, ‘if Homer himself 
ebt, it was because nobody would trust him.’— 
. on the Rape of the Lock, p. 15. 

Like Congreve, Addison, and Prior;} These 
g such whose names will reach posterity, we 
Ὁ any account of them, but proceed to those of 
sceasary.—Besaleel Morris was author of some 
Ρ translators of Homer, with many other things 
wepapere-— Bond writ a satire against Mr. P—. 
was aathor of the Confederates, an ingenious 
rformance, to expose Mr. P., Mr. Gay, Dr. 
and some ladies of quality,’ saya Curll, Key, 


Mears, Warner, Wilkins] Booksellers and 
eh anonymous stuff. 

Breval, Bond, Besaleel,} I foresee it will be 
n this line, that we were in an ctror in our as- 
τ. 50 of this buok, that More was a fictitious 
those persons are equally represented by the 
toms. So at first sight it may be seun; but be 
, teader ; these also are not real persons. ‘Tis 
-clares Breval a captain, author of a piece call- 
ederates; but the same Curll first said it wae 
weph Gay. Ie hie second assertion to be credit- 
than hie firat? He likewise affirms Bond to be 
t a satire on our poet: but where is such a 
vuand ? where was such a writer ever heard of? 
eel, it carries forgery in the very name; nor is 
"8 8[6. 8 surname. Thou mayest depend upon 
thors ever lived: all phantoma. Seribl.. 
Joseph Gay, a fictitious name put by Curll 
It pamphlets, which made them pass with man 
s.—The ambiguity of the word Joseph, whieh 
ifies a loose upper coat, gives much pleasantry 


And torn this whole illusion on the ‘own:] It 
ron practice of this bookseller to publish vile 
ture hands under the names of eminent authors. 
Cook sha!l be Prior;}) The man here specified 
called The Battle of the Poets, in which Philli 

. were the horoes, and Swift and Pope utterly 


2A 


With that she gave him (piteous of his case, 
Yet smiling at his rueful length of face,) 


ee 
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routed. He also published some malevolent things in the 
British, London, and Daily Journals; and at the sume time 
wrote letters to Mr. Pope, protesting his innocence. Hie 
chief work was a translution of Hesiod, ia which Theobald 
writ notes and half aotes, which he carefully owned. 

Ver. 138. And Concanen, Switt:] In the firet edition 
of this poem there were only asterisks in this place, but the 
names were since inserted, merely to fill up the verse, and 
give ease to the car of the reader. 

Ver. 140. And we too bonst our Garth and Addison.) 
Nothing is more remarkable than our author's love of prais- 
ing good writers. He has in this very poem celebrated Mr. 
Locke, Sir Isaac Newton, Dr. Barrow, Dr. Atterbury, Mr. 
Dryden, Mr. Congreve, Dr. Garth, Mr. Addison; in a word, 
almost every man of his time that deserved it; even Cibber 
himself, (presuming him to be the author of the Careless 
Husband.) It was very difficult to have that pleasure in a 
poem on this subject, yet he has found meaus tou insert their 
panegyric, and has made even Dulness out of her own 
mouth pronoance it. It must have been particularly agreea- 
ble to him to celebrate Dr. Garth; both as his constant 
hiend, and as he was his predecessor in this kind of satire. 
The Dispensury attacked tho whole body of apothecaries, a 
much more uzeful ope undoubtedly than that of the bad 
poets ; if in truth this can be a body, of which no two mem- 
bere ever agreed. It also did, what Mr. Theobald says is 
unpardonable, draw in parts of private character, and intro- 
duce persons independent of hia subject. Much more would 
Boileau have incurred his censure, who left all subjects 
whatever, on all occasions, to fall upon the bad poets 
(which, it is to be feared, would have been more immedi- 
ately his concern.) But certainly next to commending good 
writers, the groatest service to learning ix to expose the bad, 
who can only that way be made of any use to it. This 
truth is very well set forth in these lines, addressed to our 
author: 


‘The craven rook, and pert jackdaw 
(Though neither birds of moral kind,) 
Yet serve if hang’d, or stuff'd with straw 

To show us which way blows the wind. 


‘Thus dirty knaves, or chattering fools, 
Strung up by dozens in thy lay, 

Teach more by half than Dennis’ rules, 
And point instruction overy way. 


‘With Egypt's art thy pen may strive: 
One potent drop let this but shed, 

And every rogue that stunk alive, 
Becomes a precious mummy dead.’ 


Ver. 142. Ruefal length of face.] ‘ The decrepit person 
or figure of a man are no reflections upon hia genius. An 
honest mind will love and esteem a man of worth, though 
he be deformed or poor. Yet the author of the Dunciad 
hath libelled a person for his rueful length of face!’ Mist's 
Journal, June 8. This genius and man of worth, whom an 
honest mind should love, is Mr. Curll. True it ie, he stood 
in the pillory, an incident which will lengthen the face of 
any man, though it were ever so comely, therefore ia no re 
flection on the natural beauty of Mr. Curll. But as to re- 
flections on any man’s face or figure, Mr. Dennia saith 
excellently; ‘Natural deformity comes not by our fault; it 
ia often occasioned by calamities and diseases, which a man 
can no more help than ἃ monater can his deformity. There 
is no one misfortune, and no one disease, but what all the 
rest of mankind are subject to.—But the deformity of thia 
author is visible, present, lasting, unalterable, and peculiar 
to himself. °Tis the mark of God and nature upon him, to 
give us warning that we should hold no society with him, 
as a creature not of our original, nor of our species: and thev 
who have refused to take this warning which God and na- 
tare has given them, and have, in spite of it, by a senseless 
presumption ventured to bu familiar with him, have severely 
auffered, &c. °Tis certain his original is not from Adam, 
but from the devil,’ &c.—Dennis, Character of Mr. Ρ. 
octavo, 1716. . ; 

Admirably it is observed by Mr. Dennis against Mr. Law, 
p. 33. ‘That the language of Billingecate can never be the 
language of charity, nor consequently of christianity.” I 
should else be tempted to use the Janguage of ἃ critic; for 
what is more provoking to a commentator, than to behold 


his author thus portrayed? Yet I consider it really hurts 
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A shaggy tapestry, worthy to be spread 
On Codrus’ old, or Dunton’s modern bed : 
Jnstructive work ! whose wry-tmouti'd portraiture 
Displiy’d the fates her confessors endure. 
Earless on high, stood unabash’d De Foe, 
Aud ‘Tutchin sagrant trom the scourge below. 
There Ridpata, Roper, cudgell’d might ye view, 
The very worsted still look'd biack and blue. 
Himself among the storied chiefs he spies, 
As, from the bianket, high in air he thes, 
‘And, oh” he cried, ‘what street, what lane, but knows 
Our purgings, pumpings, blanketings, and blows ! 
Jn every loom our labours shall be seen, 
and the tresh vomit run for ever green? 

See in the circle, next, Eliza placed, 
Two babes of love close clinging to her waist ; 
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not him! whereas to call some otbers dull, might do them 
prejudice with a world tuo apt to believe it. Therefore, 
though Mr. D. may call another @ little ass, or a young tuad,! 
far be at from us tu cail hua a toothless hun, or un old ser- 
pent. Indeed, had 1 wiitten these notes (ig was once my 
Intent) in the tearged language, L might have given bin the 
apoenatous balatro, calccalum caput, scurra in trirts, 
being phrases in geod esteem and frequent usage among 
the best learned: but in our mother-tongue, were 1 to tax 
any gentleman of the Dunernd, surcly it would be in words 
not to the vulgar iuteligible; whereby christian chacty, 
decency, und good accord amung authors, might be pre- 
served. Seribl. 

The good Seriblerus here, as on all occasions, eniunently 
shows be humanity. But it was fur otherwise with the 
geutlemen of the Doneiad, whose scurrilitices were always 
personal, and of that nature which provoked every honest 
man but Mr. Pope; yet never to be lamented, since they oc- 
«τ τ πο the following amiable verses: 


‘While malice, Pope, denies thy page 
Ite own celestial fire ; 

Whale critics, and while bards in rage, 
Adinirmng, won't admire: 


While wayward pens thy worth assail, 
And envious tongues decry ¢ 

These timer, though many a frend bewail, 
These times bewail not I. 


But when the world's loud praise is thine, 
Aud spleen no mere δῖ }} blame, 

Wheo with thy Homer thou shalt shine 
Lu one established fame: 


When none shall rail, and every lay 
Devote a wreath to thee ; 

That day (or come it will) thut day 
Shall 1 lament to see.’ 


Ver. 143. A shaggy taupestry;) A sorry kind of tapestry 
frequent in old inns, made of worsted of some coarser stull; 
lke that which is spoken of by Denne.—Faces as trightiul 
as theirs who whip Christ in old hangings. This imagery 
woven init alindss to the mantle of Cloanthus, in Aan. v. 

Ver. μ΄. John Dunton waa a broken bookseller, and 
abusive sentibler; he wet Neck or Nothing, a violent satire 
on some ministers of states a libel on the duke of Devon- 
shire, and the brehop of Peterborongh, δος, 

Ver. 8. And ‘Tutehin flagrsat trom the scourge.) John 
Tatchin, author of some vile verses, and of a weekly paper 
called tne Observator, He was scoteneed to be whipped 
through several towna in the weet of England, upon whieh 
he petitiowed king James TL to be hanged. Wheo that 
prince dicd in exile, he wrote ap invective against hia me- 
mory, Oceasoned by same humane elegics on his death. He 
lived to the time ef queen Anne. 

Ver 14 There Redpath, Roper.) Authors of the Fly- 
ing-po-t and Pos-boy, two acrudaloue papers oo different 
eidea, for which they equally and alternately deserved to be 
cudvelled, and were sa. 

Ver. 15]. Himsell among the storied chiefs he apices.) 
The history of Curis being tossed ia wa blanket, and whip- 
ped by the scholire of Westuiinster, is well known, Of his 
purging and vemiting, see A full and trae Account of a hor- 
nd Revenge on the Bedy of Rdmund Carll, &c. in Swifts 
aad Pope's Mi-cellanies, 

Ver. 151. 


See in the circle newt, Fliza placed.| Tn thialcorrections of sone φονλϊοτασαι some tine deccased) 1 


Fair as before her works she stands confess'd, 

In flowers and pearls by bounteous Kirkall drese’d. 
The goddess then: ὁ Who best can send on high 16] 
The sahent spout, far streaming to the sky ; 

His be yon Juno of inajestic size, 

With cow-like udders, and with ox-like eyes. 

This China jordan let the clicf o’ercome 
Replenish, not ingtoriously, at Lome.’ 

Osborne and Curll aceept the glorious strife 
(Though this his sun dissusdes, and that his wife,) 
One on his manly coutidence rejies, 

One on his vigour and superior size. 1 
First Osborne lean'd against his letter’d post: 

It rose, and Jabour'd tu a curve at must. 

So Jove's bright bow displays ity watery round 
(Sure sign that no spectator shall be drown’d.) 

A second effort brought but new disgrace, 

The wild meander wash’d the artist’s face: 

Thus the smal! jet, which hasty hands unlock, 
Spirts in the gardener’s cyes who turns the cock 
Not so from shameless Curll ; impetuous spread 
The stream, and smoking tlourish’d o’er his bead. 
So (famed like thee fur turbulence and horns) 8] 
Eridanus his humble fountain scorns; 

Through half the heavens he pours the exalted ur 
His rapid waters in their passage burn. 
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profligate licentiougness of those shameless scribblers (ft 
the most part of that ses which ought least te be capebe 
of such malice or impudence) who, in hbellous menos 
and novels, revend the faults or misfortunes of both sxes, © 
the ruin of pubhe fame, or disturbance of private happaes. 
Our good puct (by the whole cast of hia work being ubi 
not to take off the irony) where he could out show bis ind 
nation, hath shown his coutem pst, as much 88 passthle* bar 
ing here drawu ag vile a picture as could be represented ἰδ 
the colours of epte poesy. Scribi. 

Ibid. Eliza Haywood; this woman was authors 
those most scandalous books catled the Court of Carimanis, 
and the New Utopia. For the two babes of love, see Curt, 
Key, p. 22. But whatever reflection he is pleased to thaw 
upon this lady, surely it wars what from him she lth de 
served, who had celebrated Curli's undertakings for refor- 
mation of manners, aud declared herself ‘to be so perfectly 
acquainted with the sweetness of his dispositien, and that 
tenderness with which he considered the errom of hie fellow 
creatores, that, though she should find the httle inadverter- 
cies of hee own dite recorded in las papers, she was certam 
it would he done in such a manrer as she could not bata 
prove.” Mrs. Haywood, Ihat of Clar. printed in the Femate 
Dunciad, p. 18. 

Ver. 100. Kirkall] The name of an engraver. Some of 
this lady’s works were printed in four volomes in 13m, 
with her pictore thas dressed ap before them. 

Ver. 107. Osborne, Thomas] A bookseller ia Gray'e 
Inn, very well qualified by hre iunpudence to act this past; 
therefore placed here instead of a fess deserving 
sor, (Chapman, the pubhsher of Mra. Haywood's New 
Utopia, &e.] This man published advertisements for ἃ 
vear together, pretending to sel Mr. Pope's subseriptioa 
books of Homer's find at balfthe price: of which book be 
had none, but cut to the size of them (which was qaarte) 
the common books in folio, without copper-plates, σὰ a 
worse paper, and never above half the value. 

Upon this advertisement the Gazetteer harangued thea, 
July 6, 1789; ‘How me'ancholy wuet it be to ἃ writer te be 
so unbappy as to see bis works huwked fur sale in ἃ manpet 
ao fatal to his fame. Tow, with booour to vourself, and 


justice to your subseribers, can this be done? What an ie 


eratitude to be charzed on the quly honest part that lived ia 
1738 and than whom virtue πὴ οἵ had a ehriller trum 

for many ages! That you were once generally δου end 
eateemed, can be dented by none; but that yeu and 
work« are now despised, i verified by thie fact,’ whi 
being utterly false. did not wuch indeed humble the auther, 
but drew this just eha-tisemoent on the bookseller, 

Ver. 183. Through haif the heavens he pours the exalted 
urns] Fo aimanuseriot Dunciad (where are some Ὶ 

ve 


aaue σ᾽ exposed, in the most contemptucus manner, ἀνε found ano er teading of Vheee Wnee, thos, 
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mounts, al] follow with their eyes : 
ipudence obtains the prize. 

vst victor of the high-wrought day, 
ied dame, soft emiling, lead’st away. 
ugh perfect modesty o’ercome, 

1 the jordan, walks contented home. 
r authors nobler palins remain ; 
lord ! three jockeys in his train ; 
with a shout precede his chair: 
looks broad nonsense with a stare. 
meaning Dulness thus express’d, 
patron who can tickle best.’ 

his purse, and takes his seat of state: 
uills the dedicators wait ; 

sad the dexterous task commence, 
fancy feels the imputed sense; 
ouches wanton o’er his face, 

omnis, and affects grimace : 

her to his ear conveys, 

: taste directs our operas : 

1outh with classic flattery opes, 

d orator bursts out in tropes. 
most the poct’s healing balm 

ract from his soft, giving palm; 
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s urn, through half the heavens to flow; 
stere iu their pnseage glow.’ 

wit think the right: fur, firet, though the dif- 
1 burn and glow may seem not very material 
"1 confess tho latter has an elegance, a je 
vhich is much easier to be conceived than ex- 
wily, every reader of our poct must have ob- 
‘quently he uses this word, glow, in other 
rks: to instance only in his Homer: 

ver. 726.—With one resentment glows. 

ver 620.--There the battle glows. 


Unlucky Welsted ! thy unfeeling master, 
The more thou ticklest, gripes his fist the faster. 210 
While thus each hand promotes the pleasing pain 
And quick sensations skip from vein to vein ; 
A youth unknown to Plirbus, in despair, 
Puts his last refuge all in Heaven and prayer. 
What force have pious vows ! the queen of love 
Her sister sends, her votaress, from above ; 
As, taught by Venus, Parie learn'd the art 
To touch Achilles’ only tender part ; 
Secure, through her, the noble prize to carry, 
He marches off, his grace’s secretary. 
‘Now turn to different sports,’ the goddess cries, 
* And learn, my sons, the wondrous power of noise 
To move, to raise, to ravish evcry heart, 


200| With Shakspeare’s nature, or with Jonson's art, 


Let others aim: 'Tis yours to shake the soul 
With thunder rumbling from the mustard-bowl, 
With horns and trumpets now to madness swell, 
Now sink in sorrows with the tolling bell : 
Such happy arts attention can command, 
When fancy flags, and sense is at a stand. 
Improve we these. Three cat-calls be the bribe 
Of him, whose chattering shames the monkey tribe : 
And his this drum, whose hoarse heroic bass 
Drowns the loud clarion of the braying ass.”’ 

Now thousand tongucs are heard in one loud din, 
The monkey-mimics rush discordant in : 
’Twas chattering, grinning, mouthing, jabbering all, 
And noise and Norton, brangling and Breval, 
Dennis and dissonance, and captious art, 
And snip-snap short, and interruption smart ; 
And demonstration thin, and theses thick, 
And major, minor, and conclusion quick. 
* Hold,’ cried the queen, ‘a cat-call each shall win ; 
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240 


. 445.—The closing flesh that instant ceased] Equal your merits! equal is your din! 


luw. 

. ver. 45.—Encompase'd Hector glows, 

. 475.--His beating breast with generous ar- 
τ glows. 


But that this well-disputed game may end, 
Sound forth, my brayers, and the welkin rend. 
As when the Jong-ear'd milky mothers wait 


ui. ver. 591.—Another part glow'd with reful- At some sick miser’s triple-bolted gate, 


. arms. 


. 654.—And carl'd on silver props in order| For their defrauded, absent foals they make 


Vv. 
of growing too luxuriant in examples, or I 
lia Catalogue to a great extent; but these are 


A moan so loud, that all the guild awake ; 250 


Sore sighs sir Gilbert, starting at the bray, 


ὁ his fondnesa for this beautiful word, which, | From dreams of millions, and three groats to pay : 


it future ediuions replace here. 
after all, that burn is the proper word to 
of what was said to be Mr. Curll’s condi- 
e; but from that very reason ἴ infer the direct 
surely every lover of our author will con- 
ore humanity than to insult a man on such a 
alamitv, which could never befall him pure! 
It, but from an unhappy communication wi 
note is half Mr. Theobald, trait Scribl. 
aole Antonio Rolli,] An Italian poet and 
y operas in that language, which, partly by 
1 genius, prevailed in England near twent 
ight Italian to some fine gentlemen, who εἰ 


the operas. 
Not spoken of the 


ientley hie mouth, ke.) 
chard Bentloy, but of one Tho. Bentley, a 
he 


10 aped his uncle in a little Horace. 
intended to be dedicated to the lord Halifax 
re of the ministry) waa given to the earl of 
lich reason the little one was dedicated to his 
arley. 

Welsted.} Leonard Welsted, author of the 
τα Letter in Verse from Palemon to Celia 
waa meant for a satire on Mr. P. and some 
about the year τ, He writ other things 
ot remember. Smedley, in his Metamorpho- 
A, Mentions one, the Hymn of a Gentleman to 
id there was another, in praise cither of a 
ret. ἴ. W. characterized in the Περι BaSoug, 
linking, of ἃ didapper, and after as an eel, is 
person, by Dennis, Daily Journal of May 11, 


So swells each wind-pipe : ass intones to ass, 
Harmonic twang! of leather, horn, and brass ; 
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mole, by the author of the ensuing simile, which was hand- 
ed about at the same time: 


‘Dear Welsted, mark, in dirty hole 
That painful animal, a mole: 
Above ground never born to grow; 
What mighty atir it keeps below! 
To make a molc-hill all his strife! 
It digs, pokes, undermines for life. 
How proud a little dirt to spread ; 
Conacious of nothing o'er its head ! 
Till, labouring on, for want of eyes, 
It blunders into light and dics.’ 


You have him again in book iii. ver. 160. 

Ver. 226. With-thunder rumbling from the mostard- 
bowl.) The old way of making thunder and mustard were 
the same ; but since, it is more advantageously performed by 
troughs of wood with stops in them. Whether Mr. Dennis 
was the inventor of that improvement, I know not; but it is 
certain, that being once at a tragedy of anew author, he fell 
into a great passion at hearing some, and cried, ‘*Sdcath. 
that is my thunder.’ 

Ver. 238. Norton,) See ver. 417—J. Durant Breval, 
author of a very extraordinary book of travels, and some 


also characterized under another animal, ajpoems. See before, note on ver. 120. 


Tubouring Jungs the enchusiast blows, 
sieuuds, atemperd to the ronal nose ; 
thas leliow from the deep divine ; 

Wedster! peal'd thy voice, and Whitfield! thine. 
‘er all sonorous Blackmore's strain ; 
ples, skies, ray Lack to Lim again. 
haan bretmn, with amaze, 
Pr yall their curs up, and forget to graze ὃ 

(Ccouery-lane retentive rulls the sound, 
+ ty courts return it round and ror 
rouring hall, 
Taugurford re-echoes baw] for baw]. 
‘All Wal bit vietor in both gifts of song, 
Whao sings 50 loudly, and who sings so long. 
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254. Webster—aud Wrutield) ‘Te on the writer 

il the Wawkly Miscellany. the 

thought the oaly of aa 
nh of 


thing, 
“From sh wml καδάννα ot 


fines, 
Me. Who sings #0 loudly, und who sinzs 60 long ἢ} 
‘chneacter of sir Richard Blackmre, vwio (us 


Mit Tires exprosecth it) 
“AViitto the rumbling of hs coach's whee 

and whos? Endefinty 
wrt Tames and 
wrt; tot 

ot Palme 


ble mune nace na vt si ee 
thar, twenty books: Eliza, te 
frome, lt; biden Jolin foun the 


hoe bw 
οὖν 


ers 
Mr. Gildon: *Blarkenore's action,’ 
ih be ther unity, nor integrity, oF murality, nor 
‘universality ; and eonsequently be ean have po fable, and no} 
‘heroic orm: hie narration is ovither probable, delightful, 
‘nor wonderful; his characters have none uf the necessary 
ions; the thingy Comaind in hi narration are 
it own nature delightful, oor vumerous enough,| 
ρον nor suring, Wor athe 


of finy and 
ἐν τὸ agitate “thelr 

‘Others who ha 
“1 the fore-mentioned mations, without 
inlivary hinte: and rbese we call fiestas writers’ 
‘Richard had neither the hints nor| 


260) 
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"Thus labour past, by Bridewell all descend 
As morming-prayere and 5. Jaton end, Ξο 
‘Yo where Pleetaiteh with Gseintegumng streams 
Rolls the large trsbute of dead dogs to Thames, 
‘Phe king of dykes" than whom no sluice of mud 
‘With deepe sable bivts the ¥:iver tlood. 

‘Here strip, my chikiren, here at once leap is, 
Livre prove who best can dash through thick and thin, 
And who the most in love of cit excel, 

Or dark desterity of groping well. 

Who flings most filth, and wid pollutes around 
‘The streams, be his the Weekly Journals bound :280 
A pig of lead to him wito dives the beat 
A perk of coals apiece hall glad he rest 

Tn naked majesty Oldmixon stands, 
And, Mido-like, surveys his armus and bands; 


REM. UxS. 
lof argumentatina is wats! th Mle. Denna: be has employ. 
οὐ tne mame φημι, BRuch δ μνενέν, hor ise ebarge 
fmpiety and ierelgwon. Α΄ Με, Blucxtwore's eval 
foachives,'. they" mot be deteuded uch ἐγ ταν 
on recewwed option, ny we Ay ya 
doctrine of the ebureh uf Englaisd fue μα viable Ament 
of an angel mustbe mele. 3 


τι mira es he 


hod 
hh 


vat ting no 
Uabilty. By. the machines 
have eo much as divine probaly then 
τ that the doctrine οὐ ths eharch ie tale, ἄν, 
ory ienparial rlergytiab to cooeider, ἅς, Paelame 
Ver gto As rung pneraand flagellation nl] 1: 
ἀπ δον Aa ng pagent μι 
μμκανσαι eleven and twain he. “ing, after dh 
wipe 
The wy 


‘servico, tha’ fy eriaunals 
rk ρ sully the time of 
ance at the judges sng from eourtyat of 
jabourers’ dinner! our aut by one very proper both ie 
and the cof his porm, which we mayne 
Imember connencodin she” got ‘he brd-mayor αῃς 
The first book passed in that ought; the mext πὶ 
i the Strum thence along Pleetstreet 
Tnhabited by bwoks Hers.) thea they proceed by Bei 
toward Pleetl chy nod insly through Lodgate No the ety 


eee amen Papers οἵ ews mad 
the 
μι ti nd ps a oe 


jouronl] 
eandlal intermixed, rent i 
juratly shi 
ἐν Jowruisl, Brith Journal, Dn 


‘in waked munjesty Oldmixon stands] Με. 
ton, neat to M- Dennis, the most ancient erie 


‘ungusteensurerof M. Addisamin hin 

1 Gericaon bie "oe hia rt ation of Boeken 

called the Arte cyrc) he espe a 
pAb, he cites the Spectator 

sing Swit wet there tthe tht 
ori: 200 ὦ sucgedt that Sr 
Δωρ αν teu ᾿ς πεῖ ange of is 
lown siziley that, * rer eutered 


‘mind of man. 


ftetarks on Pr. ἈΠ. octavo, 1006, Proface ry he wns not so happy δὰ Iaborious, and there 
“Tis gratdoman ἴα hi ἥνει works abused the character ef|characteria by the name of "Onl 
Mr. 1) γάμηι; and. in his Insta Mi jecusing isn in| ιν 1 | He writ drome 
ΣΑ͂ νάνι apa sober terme Of profineneas Ἀμμ hamoorality| works, nn waluroe of posty, Sousst ug οὗ 
Writing, vol. di. p. 270) on ἃ miere report ἐπα. some whereof are very ἢ fone," wid. 
unl, that he'was mithor of ἃ ἀγανοῖς on τῆς Ν᾽ 


Pealn. Με; Desinis took up the καπνὸ report, but with 
sof what sir Richard hnd neglectod, an argument 
‘sehich being very carious, we shall. he 
wos he who burlesqued the Psalms of David. tt 
to me that psalm was burleequed by n popish| 
shy Lot rhyming persons who have beon brought 
Up. frolestaals be otherwise what they will, ει them be 
‘rakes, lec the be scoundrels let thembe atheints, yet educa: 


ran-|of 


Tous ono of the Stuaris, in folio, 
uglund {io volumes oct 

Kennet, io. publishing 
ified Daniel's Chronicle in numberloss places. Yet 


ativn bax made 36 invincible impression oo them in behalf 
of the sacred writings. ἴδω. ἃ popiah rhymester has heen| 
[δι up with ἃ contempt fot thone sncrod writings , τονε 


show me another popis rhymester but he.’ This wanuen\ only warWiwor of theca , Unt 


‘the preface to the Brst of theae books, ads 
ὁ paiticulae uct to charge three eminent of 
ig the lord Chasendoa’s History; which fact has been 
rowed by Te. Arterboary ats 


Scatter the ye 
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ghing thus: ‘ And am I now threescore ? 

1y, ye gods, should two and two make 

our 7” 

ν and climb’d a stranded lighter’s heicht, 

the black abyss, and plunged downright. 

tior’s judgment all] the crowd admire, 

ut to sink the deeper, rose the higher. 9290 
Smedley dived ; slow circles dimpled o’er 

iking mud, that closed and oped no more. 

t, all sigh, and call on Smedley lost ; 

y in vain resounds through all the coast. 
* * essay'd ; scarce vanish’d out of sight, 

ys up instant, and retorns to light: 

3 no tokens of the sabler streams, 

wots far off among the swans of Thames. 
to the bottom see Concanen creep, 
long-winded native of the deep: 

verance gain the diver’s prize, 

rlasting Blackmore this denies : 

δ, no stir, no motion canst thou make, 
onscious stream sleeps o’er thee like a lake, 
plunged a feeble but a desperate pack, 
ch a sickly brother at his back ; 

a day! just buoyant on the flood, 
imber’d with the puppies in the mud. 
their names ? I could as soon disclose 
nes of these blind puppies as of those. 
like Niobe (her children gone) 

her Osborne, stupified to stone! 
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REMARKS. 


ified, produced since, afler almost ninety years, in 
© author's original manuscript. He was all his life 
t party-writer for hire, and received his reward in 
lace, which he enjoyed to bis death. 
D1. Next Smedley dived 3 In the surreptitious 
this whole episode was applied to an initial letter 
whom, if they meant the laureat, nothing was more 
o part agreeing with his character. The allegory 
demands a person dipped in scandal, and deeply 
1 in dirty work; whereas Mr. Eusden’s writings 
ended but by their length and multitude, and ac- 
are taxed of nothing else in book i. ver. 102. But 
"ἢ here mentioned, an [rishman, was author and 
of many scurrilous pieces, a weokly Whitehall 
in the year 1722, in the name of Sir James Baker; 
cularly whole volumes of Billingsgate against Dr. 
{ Mr. Pope, called Gulliveriana and Alexandriana, 
1 octavo, 172K, 
"5, Then * * essay'd;) A gentleman of genius 
t, who was secretly dipped in eome papers of this 
whom our poet bestows a panegyvric instead of a 
i deaerving to be better employed than in party- 
and personal invectives. 
9. Conesnen) Mathew Concanen, an Irishman, 
re law. Smedley (one of his brethren in enmity to 
his Metamorphosis of Scriblerus, p.7, accuses him 
ig boasted of what he had not written, but others 
ied and done for him.’ He was author of several 
dead acurrilities in the British and Tondon Jour- 
in a paper called the Speculatiat. In a pamphlet, 
Supplement to the Profound, he dealt very unfairly 
poet, not only frequently imputing to him Mr. 
i verses (for which he might indeed seem in some 
‘countable, having corrected what that gentleman 
hose of the Duke of Buckingham and others: to 
piece somebody humorously caused him to take for 
, De profundia clamavi. He waa since a scribbler 
ily Courant, where he poured forth much Billinge- 
nst the lord Bolingbroke, and others: after which 
was surprisingly promoted to administer justice and 
maica. 
6, 307. With each a sickly brother at his back: 
day, ὅς.) These were daily pepers, a number of 
leasen the expence, were printed one on the back 


τ, 
9. Osborne] A name assumed by the eldest and 
f these writers, who, at last, being ashamed of 
s, gave his paper ove. and in his age remained 


And monumental brass this record bears, 

‘These are,—ah no! these were the Gazetteers !" 
Not so bold Arnall; with a weight of skull, 

Furious he dives, precipitately dull. 

Whirlpools and storms hjs circling arm invest, 

With all the might of gravitation bless‘d. 

No crab more active in tne dirty dance, 

Downward to climb, and backward to advance, 

He brings up half the bottom on his head, 

And loudly claims the journals and the lead. 
The plunging prelate, and his ponderous grace, 

With holy envy gave one layman place. 
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Ver. 314. Gazetteers!) We ought not to suppose that a 
modern critic here taxcth the poet with an anachronism, 
affirming these gazetteers not to have lived within tho time 
of his poem, and challenging us to produce any such paper 
of that date. But we may with equal assurance aseert 
these gazetteera not to have lived since, and challenge all 
the learned world to produce one such paper at this day 
Surely therefure, where the point is eo obscure, our author 
ought not to be censured too rashly. Scridl. 

Notwithstanding this affected ignorance of the good Scrib- 
lerus, the Daily Gazetteer waa ἃ title given very properly to 
certain papers, each of which lasted buta day. Into thi 
as a common sink, was received all the tr which ha 
been before dispersed in several journals, and circulated at 
the public eapense of the nation. Tho authors were the 
same obscure men ; though sometimes relieved by occasional 
essays from statesmen, courtiers, bishopa, deans, and doc- 
tors. The meaner sort were rewarded with money ; others 
with places or beneficea, from a hundred to a thousand 8 
year. It appears from the Report of the Secret Committee 
for inquiring into the Conduct of R. earl of O—, ‘ That ne 
less than fifty thousand seventy-seven pounds eighteen shil- 
linga were paid to authors and printers of newspapers, such 
as Free Britons, Daily Courants, Corn Cutter’s Journals, 
Gazetteers, and other political papers, between Feb. 10, 
1731, and Feb. 10, 1741. Which shows the benev< lence 
of one minister to have expended, for the current dulness of 
ten years in Britain, double the sum which gained Louis 
XTV.s0 much honour, in annual pensions to learned men all 
over Europe. In which, and in ἃ much longer time, not a 
pension at court, nor preferment in the church or universi- 
ties, of any consideration, was bestowed on any man dis 
tinguished for his learning separately from party-merit, of 
pamphlet-writing. 

It is worth a refiection, that of all the panegyrics bestow- 
ed by these writcra on this great minister, not one is at this 
day extant or remembered, not even so much credit done to 
his personal character by all they havo written, as by one 
short occasional compliment of our author : 


‘Seen him I have; bat in his happier hour 
Of social pleasure, ill exchanged for power! 
Seen him, uncumber'd by the venal tribe, 
Smi'e without art, and win without a bribe.° 


Ver. 315. Arnall.) William Arnall, bred an attorney, 
was a perfect genius in this sort of work. He began under 
twenty with furious party papers: then succeeded Concanen 
in the British Journal. At the firat publication of the Dun- 
ciad, he prevniled on the author not to give him his due 
tlace in it, by a letter professing his detestation of such 
practices as hie predecessor’s. But since, by the most un- 
exampled inanlence, and personal abuse of several great 
men, the poet's particular friends, he moet amply deserved a 
niche in the temple of infamy; witness a paper called the 
Free Briton, a dedication entitled, To the Genuine Blun- 
derer, 1732, and many others. Ho writ for hire, and valued 
himself upon it: not indeed without cauee, it appearing, by 
the aforesaid Report, that he received ‘ for Free Britons and 
other writings, in the space of four years, no less than ten 
thousand nine hundred and ninety-seven pounds six shillings 
and eight pence, out of the Treasury. But frequently, 
through his fury or folly, he exceeded all the bounds of his 
commissian, and obliged hia honourable patron to die. vow 
his acurrilities. ; 

Ver. 323. The plunging prelate, &c.] It having beea 
invidiously insinuated that by this title waa meant a truly 
great prelate, as respectable for his defence of the present 
balance of power in the civil constitution, as for his opposi- 
tion to the scheme of no power at all, in the religious; ἷ 
owe so Tanch to the memory of my deccared frend a2 lo de- 
clare, that when, a little before his death, L informed num ft: 
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When, lo! a burst of thunder shook the flood, 
Slow rose a form, in majesty of mu.i, 
Shaking the horrors of his sable brows, 
And cach ferocious feature grim with ooze : 
(creater he looks, and more than mortal stares ; 
Thea thus the wonders of the deep declares : 
First he relates, how sinking to the chin, 
Smit with his mien, the mud-nymphs suck’d him in: 
Ifow young Lutetia, softer than the down, 
Nigrina black, and Merdamante brown, 
Vied for his love in jetty bowers below, 
As Hylas fair was ravish'd Jong ago. 
Then sung, how, shown him by the nut-brown maids, 
A branch of Styx here rises from the shades ; 
That, anetured as it runs with Lethe’s streams, 
And watting vapours from the land of dreams 
(As under seas Alpheus’ secret sluice, 
Bears Pisa’s offering to his Arethuse,) 
Pours into Thames ; and hence the mingled wave 
Intoxicates the pert, and lulls the grave : 
Tere brisker vapours o'er the ‘Temple creep, 
There, all from Paul's to Aldgate drink and sleep. 
The nee to the banks where reverend bards repose, 
They led him soft; each reverend bard arose ; 
And Milbourne chicf, depmed by the rest, 
Gave him the cassock, sureingle, and vest. 900 
‘Receive,’ he said, ‘these robes whieh once were mine: 
Dulness is sacred in a sound divine.’ 
He ceased, and spread the robe; the crowd confess 
The reverend flamen in his lengthen'd dress. 
Around him wide a sable army stand, 
A low-born, cell-bred, selfish, servile band, 
Prompt or to guard or stab, to saint or damn: 
Heaven’s Swiss, who tight for any god, or man. 
Through Lud’s famed gates, along the well-known 
Fleet, 
Rolls the bluck troop, and overshades the strect, 360 
Till showers of sermons, characters, essays, 
In circling fleeces whiten all the ways: 
So clouds, replenish'd from some bog below, 
Mount in dark volumes, and descend in snow. 
Here stopt the goddess ; and in pomp proclains 
A gentler exercise to close the games: 
‘Ye critics! in whose heads, as equal scales, 
J] weigh what author's heaviness prevails ; 


REMARKS. 


this insinnation, he called it vile and maticioua, ae any can- 
did tuon, he esol, might onderstand, by bia having paul a 
willing compliment to this very prolate in another part of 
the poem, 
Ver. 349. 
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And Milbourne.}) Luke Milbourne, a clergy- 


Which most conduce to soothe the soul in slumber, 
My Henley‘s periods, or my Blackmore's numben: 
Attend the trial we propose to make : Si 
If there be man, who o'er such works can wake, 
Sleeps all-subduing charms who dares defy, 
And boasts Ulysses’ car with Argus’ eye ; 
To him we grant our amplest powers, to sit 
Jucdve ofall present, past, and future wit; 
To cavil, censure, dictate, ight ar wrong, 
Full and eternal privilege of tongue.’ 
Three college sopha and three pert templars came 
he same their talents, and their tastes the same: 
Each prompt to query, answer, and debate, Ks) 
And smit with love of poesy and prate. 
The ponderons books two gentle readers bring! 
The heroes sit, the vulzar form a ring. 
The clamorous crowd is hush’d with rugs of mea, 
Till all, tuned equal, send a general lium. 
Then mount the clerks, and in one lazy tone 
Through the long, heavy, painful page draw! 02; 
(Soft creeping, words on words, the sense compur: 
i At every line they etretch, they yawn, they dose, 20 
' As to soft gules top-heavy pines bow low 
, Their heads, and htt ten as they cesse to blow, 
|'Thus of they rear, and oft the head decline, 
| As breathe, or pause, by fits, the airs divine. 
' And now to this side, now to that they ned, 
As verse, or prose, infuse the drowsy god, 
‘Thrice Budzel aim’d to speak, but thrice suppressd 
| By potent Arthur, knoch’d his chin and breast. 
“Toland and Tindal, prompt at priests to jeer, 
Yet silent bow'd to ‘Christ's no Kingdon here! 40 
| Who sat the nearest, by tes words o'ercome, 
Slept first, the distant nodded to the hom. 
Then down are ro!l'd the boobs; streicli’d o'er tra 
lies 
Each gentle clerk, and muttering seals his eyes. 
| As what a Dutchman plumps into the lakes, 
‘One circle first, and then a second makes, 
) What Dulness dropp'd among her sans impress'd 
Like motion from οἷο cirele to the rest: 
So from the midmost the nutation spreads 
‘Round and more round, o'er all the sea of hesds.4H! 
At last Centlivre felt her voice to fail, 
Motteux himself uniinish'd left his tale, 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 207. Thriew Rudgel aim'd to xpeak.} Famous for 
hie specehes on many occasions abort the Sauth ὅτε 
schemes, &c. ‘He isa very ingenious gy ntlemaa, atd bas 
Written some excellent epilognes to plays, aud one smal 


man, the fairest of critica; who, wheo he wrote againat Mr. !piece on Love, which ia very pretty. —Jicub, Daves of Pe: 


Dryden's Viral, did hun justice in printing at the same lets, vel. ii. p. 


θαι, 


But this gentleimmau since made bimect 


time his own translations of him, which were intolerable. [much inate eaunent, and personaly well knowa to be la 
Nis manner of writing haa a great resemblance with that of i Sreateat statesman of ull partics, as Well as to all ibe courts 


the gentlemen of the Danciad against onr author, as will be 
sven in the parallel of Mr. Dryden and him. 


of law in this nation. 
Ver. 399. Toland and Tindal,) Two persons not « 


Ver. 355. Aronud him wide, &e.) It is to be hoped, happy as to be abseure, who writ against the rviigion of 
ΠῚ 


that the satire in these linea will be understood in the con- 
fined sense in which the author meant it, of such only of the 
clergy, who, thouzh solemnly engaged in the service of re- 
ligion, dedicate themselves for venal and corrupt ends to 
that of ministers or factions; and though educated under an 
entre igrorance of the world, aspire to interfere in the 
f£overanent of it, and consequent!y, to disturb and disorder 
Hy in wieeh they tall short of their predeecesors only by 
being invested with much boas of that power and anthority, 
Which they employed indifferently (aa ia hinted at in the 
lines above} either in supporting arbitrary power, or in ex- 
citing rel lion; in canomzing the viees of tyrants, or in 
blackening the virtues of patriots: in corrupting religion by 
Πρ γε ἴα, er betraying it bv libertiniain, a4 either was 
thought bes: to serve the ends of pulicy, or fatter the follios 
of the great. ° 


their country. Toland, the author of the atheist’s litarsy, 
called Puntheieticon, was a apy, in pay tu ford Oxford. Tit 
dal was author of the Rights of the Christian Chuaieh, aad 
Christianity as old asthe Crention. He also wrote ao abe 
sive pumphilet against carl S——, which was suy 
while yet in MS. by an eminent: purson, Chen oat of the mr 
uistry, to Whom he showed it, ¢xpectivg bis epprobate 
This doctor afterwards publisled the saine piece, mutates 
mutandis, against that very porsan. 

Ver. 100. Chnet’s no kingdom.] This is aaid by Ces, 
Key to Dune. to ailude to a sermon of a reverend bishop 

Ver. 411. Centlivre.) Mra. Susanna Cent.vre, wile Ὁ 
Mr. Centlivre, yeoinan of the inouth to his rinjcsty. Bee 
writ many play, ind a song, (aays Mr. Jacob, vol. i. p. 3) 
before she was seven years oll. She alo writ 8 Rul 


pagainst Mr. Pope's Huruer, before he begnn it. 
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Boyer the state, and Law the stage gave o’er, known to the king himself, till they are explained to 

Morgan and Mandevil could prate no more ; be the wonders of his own reign now commencing. 

Norton, from Daniel and Ostrea sprung, On this subject Rettle breaks into a congratulation, 
ϑ 


Bless’d with his father’s front, and mother's tongue, yet not untniacd with concern, that his own tines 


- . . : were but the types of these. He prophesics how first 
Hung silent down his never-blushing head ; the nation shall be overrun with farees, operas, ond 


And all was hush'd, as folly’s self lay dead. shows: the throne of Dulness shall be advanced over 

Thus the soft gifts of sleep conclude the day, the theatres, and eet up even at court: then how hee 
And stretch’d on bulks, as usual, poets lay. 420| sons shall preside in the seats of arts and sciences: 
Why should I sing, what bards the nightly muse giving a glimpse, or Pisgah sight, of the future ful- 
Dad slumbering visit, and convey to stews 7? neas of her glory. the uccomplishment whereof is the 


Who prouder march’d with magistrates in etate, subject of the fourth and last book. 


To some famed round-house, ever-open gate ? 


How Henley lay inspired beside a sink, BOOK III. 

ἫΝ to mere mortals seem'd ἃ pr lest in drink : Bur in her temple’s last recess enclosed, 

hile others, timely, to the neighbouring Fleet On Dulness’ lap the anointed head reposed. 
Haunt of the muses) made their safe retreat 7 Him close she curtains round with vapours blue, 


And soft besprinkles with Cimmerian dew, 

Then raptures high the seat of sense o’erflow, 

BOOK THE THIRD. Which only heads refined from reason know. 
ARGUMENT. Hence from the straw where Bedlam's prophet nods, 


- After the other persons are disposed in their proper He hears loud oracles, and talks with gods : 
places of rest the goddess transports the king to her Hence the fool's paradise, the statesman’s scheme, 
twmple. and there lays him to slumber, with his head|The air-built castle, and the golden dream, 10 
on her lap; a position of marvellous virtue, which! The maid’s romantic wish, the chemist’s flame, 
canseth al) th:: Visions of wild enthusiasts, projectors, | {nd poet's vision of eternal fame. 
politicians, inainoratos, castle-builders, chemists, and ’ ow) ’ 
pets. He is unmediately carried on the wings of mn nde on id 5 easy he El onvey ae 
fancy, and led by a mad poetical Sibyl to the Elysian © ang escen ines views the biysian enace. 
shade: where, on the banks of Lethe, the souls of the A slip-shod Siby] led his steps along, 
Ql) cre capped by Bavins, betcre their entrance into In lofty madness meditating song ; 
this work!. There he 15. by the ghost of Settle, and Ler tresses staring from poctic dreams, 
by bim ma:le sequainted with the wonders of the place, | And never wash’d, but in Castalia’s streams. 
and With those which he himself is destined to perform. | Taylor, their better Charon, lends an oar, 19 


He takes him to a mount of vision, from whence he (Once swan of Thames, though now he sings nomore.} 
shows him the past triamphs of the empire of Dulness, , 
then the present, and lastly the future: how small a 

REMARKS. 


part of the world was ever conquered by science, how 
Ver 5,6, &c.] Herehy is intimated that the following 


seon those conquests were stopped, and (bese very na- 
tions avain reduced to her dominion, ‘Then distin- vision is no more than the chimera of the dreamer’s brain, 
gui-hing the island of Great Britain, shows by what and not ἃ Ἦν or intended aan ἮΝ the eee nee doube 
: ΜΝ ας ΜΝ Ν ez more Jearned, more enlightencd, a aboundin 
ails, by what p Ison, and by what degrees it shall be| wirh great geniuses in divinity, politica, and whatever ae 
brought to her empire. Some of the persons he causes and sciences, than all the preceding. For fear of any such 
Lo Juss in review belure his eyes, describing each by | mistake of our poct’s honcet meanng, he hath ngain, at the 
his proper fizure, character, and qualifications. Ona end of the vision, repeated this monition, saying that it ail 
sufeéen the secne shifts, and a vast number of mira- passod through the ivory gate, which (according to the an- 
clea and prodigies appear, utterly surprising and cients) denoteth falsity. . Serrbl. 
“o "rly prising and un-| ον much the good Scriblerus was mistaken, may be 
a seen from the fuurth book, which, it is plain from hence, he 
had never seen. Bentl. 
Ver. 15. Aslip-shod Sibyl.) This allogory is extremely 
just, no conformation of the mind so much subjecting it to 
real madness, as that which produces rer! dulness. Hence 
we find the religious (as well 85 the poctical) enthusiasts of 
all ages were ever, in their natural state, most heavy and 
lumpish; but on the Jeast application of heat, they ran like 
lead, which of all metals falls quickest into fusion. Where 
as fire in a genius is truly Promethean; it hurts not its con- 
stituent parts, but only fits it (1s it does well-tempered 
stecl) for the necessary impressions of art. But the common 
people have been tanght ({ do not know on what fonndé- 
tion) to regard Iunacy as a mark of wit, just as the Turke 
and our modern Methodists do of holiness. Butif the causo 
of madness assizned by a great philosopher be true, it will 
unavoidably fall upon the Fanees. He supposes it to be the 
dwelling over-long on one object or idea. Now as this at 
tention is occasioned ether by grief or study, it will be fixed 
by dulness: which hath not quickness enough to compre- 
hend what it seeka, nor force and vigour enough to divert 
the imagination trom the object it laments. 
Vor. 19. Taylor.) Jolin Taylor, the water poet, an honest 
man, who owns he learned not so much as tho accidence: a 
rare example of modosty in a poet! 


‘I roust confess I do want cloquence, 

And never scarce did learn my accidence: 
For having got from possum to posset, 

I there wae gravell’d, could no farther get.’ 


Hoe wrote fourscore books in the reign of James I. and 
Charles I. and afterwards (like Edward Ward) kept an ale- 
house in Long-acre. He died in 1654. 
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Vir. 413. Boyer the etate, and Law the stage gave o’er,] 
A. Boyer, a voluminous compiier of annals, politcal collec- 
bors. Se.— William Law, A. M. wrote with great zcal 
against the stage; Mr. Dennis answered with on great; their 
Looks were printed in 1725. The same Me. Law ia author 
of a book eutited, An Appeal to all that doubt of or disbe- 
lieve the truth of the Go«pel; in which he haa detailed a 
system of the rankest Spinosism, for the most exalted the- 
ology; aod amongst other things as rare, has informed us of 
this, tuat sic ας Newton stulc the principles of his pbi- 
hsophy from one Jacob Belhmen, a German cobbler. 

Ver. 414. Morgan} A writer against religion, distin- 
guished no otherwise from the rabble of hie tribe, than by 
Ue ponipousness of his title; for baving stolen his morality 
froin Tindal, and bis philosophy from Spinova, he calle him- 
ΦΉΣ by the courtesy of England, a moral philosopher. 

Ibid. Mandevil] This water who prided himself in the 
reputation «1 an immoral philosopher, was author of a fa- 
mous book called the Fable of the Bees; written to prove 
that moral virtue in the invention of kuaves, and Christian 
virtue the imposition of fouls; and that vice is necessary, 
and alone sufficient to render society flourishing and happy. 

Ver. 415. Norton,) Norton De Foe, offepring of the fa- 
mous Daniel, fortes creantur fortibus. One of the authors 
of the Flying Post, in which well-bred work Mr. P. had 
sometine the honour to be abused with his betters; and of 
mony hired ecurrilities and daily papers, to which he never 
Ver. 427. Fleet.) A for 

er. 427. rison for insolvent debtors on the 
benk of the ditch 
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Benlowes, propitious st'l] to blockheads, bows ; 
And Shadwell nods the poppy on his brows. 
Here, in a dusky vale where Lethe rolls, 
Old Bavius sits, to dip poetic souls, 
And blunt the sense, and fit it for a skull 
Of solid proof, impenetrably dull : 
Instant, when dipp’d, away they wing their flight, 
Where Brown and Meers unbar the gates of light, 
Demand new bodies, and in calf's array, 
Rush to the world, impatient for the day. 
Millions and millions on these banks he views, 
‘Thick as the stars of night, or morning dewa, 
As thick as bees o’er vernal blossoms fly, 
As thick as cggs at Ward in pillory. 

Wondering he gazed ; when, lo! a sage appears, 
By his broad shoulders known, and length of ears, 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 21. Benlowes,} A country gentleman, famous for 


his own bad poetry, and for patronizing bad poots, as may | Roll all their tides, then back 


be seen fhum many dedications of Quarles and others to 


him. Somo of these anagramed his name Benlows into Be-: 


nevolus: to verify which, he spent bis whole estate upon 
them. 

Ver. 22. And Shadwell nods the poppy, ἄτα. 
took opium for many years; and died of too | 
io the year 1692. 

Ver. 24. Old Bavius sits. 
celebrated by Virgi} for the like causes as Bays by our au- 
thor, though not in su Christian-like a manner: for heathen- 
ishly it is ared by Virgil of Bavius, that he ht to be 


] Shadwell’ Shall, in thee centre, from thee circulate. 
argo 8 ©) For this, our queen unfolds to vision true 
Bavius was an ancient poet,| Thy mental eye, for thou hast much to view: 


Known by the band and suit which Settle wore 
(His only suit) for twice three years before : 

All as the vest, appear’d the wearer's frame, 
Old in new state, another, yet the same. 

Bland and familiar as in life, begun 

Thus the great father to the greater son: 

*Oh born to see what none can see awake. 
Behold the wonders of the oblivious lake ° 
Thou, yet unborn, hast touch’d thie sacred shore; 


30, The hand of Bavius drench’d thee o’er and o'er. 


But blind to former, as to future fate, 

What mortal knows his pre-existent state ? 
Who knows how long thy transmigrating δου] 
Might from Beeotian to Bevotian roll 7 

How many Dutchmen she vouchsafed to thrid? 
How many stages through old monks she rid? 
And all who since, in wild benighted days, 
Mix'd the owl's ivy with the poct’s bays. 

As man’s meanders to the vital spring 

their circles bring; 
Or whirligigs, twirl’d round by skilful swain, 
Suck the thread in, then yield it out again: 

All nonsense thus, of old or modern date, 


Old scenes of glory, times Jong cast behind, 
Shall, first recall’d, rush forward to thy mind: 


hated and detested for bis evil works; gui Bavium πον] Then stretch thy sight o'er all her rising reiga, 


odit : whereas we have often had occasion to observe our 
poet’s great goud nature and mercifulness through the 
whole cuurse of this poem. Seribl 


Aud let the past and future fire thy brain. 


Ascend this bill, whose cloudy point commands 


Vor. 28. Brown and Meers) Booksellers, printers for Her boundless empire over seas and lands: 


any bedy. The allegory of the souls of the dull comin 
forth in the form of bus 
being let abroad in vast numbers by booksellers, is δ {Π- 
ciently intelligible. 
Ver. 34. Ward in pillory.] John Ward, of Hackney, 
. member of parliament, being convicted of forgery, was 
first expelled the huuse, and then sentenced to the pillury on 
the 17th of February, 1727. Mr. Curll 
atood there) looks upon the mention of su gentleman in 
asatire, as ἃ great act of barbarity, Key to Dunc. 3d edit. p. 
16. And another author reasons thus upon it: Durgen. 8vo. 


p- 11,12. ‘How unworthy is it of Christian charity to ani-| Heavens ! 


mate the rabble to abuse a worthy man in such 8 situation! 
What could move the poet thus to mention a brave sufferer, 
ἃ gallunt prisoner, exposed to the view of all mankind? It 
was laying aside his senses, it was committing a crimo for 
which the law is deficient not to punish him! aay, a crime 
which man can scarce forgive, or time efface ! nothing surely 
could havo induced him to it but being bribed by a great 
lady,’ &c. (to whom this brave, honest, worthy gentleman 
was guilty of no offence but forgery, proved in open court.) 
But it is evident this veree could not be meant of him; it 
being notorious that no eggs were thrown at that gentleman. 
Perhaye, therefore, it might be intended of Mr. Edward 
Ward, the poet, when he stool there. 

Ver. 36. And length of ears,) This is a sophisticated 
reading. I think I may venture to affirm all the copyists 
are mistaken here: I believe I may sny the same of the 
critics; Dennis, Oldmixon, Welsted, have passed it in silence. 
1 have also stumbled at it, and wondered how an errorso ma- 
nifest could escape such accurate persons. I dare assert, it 
proceeded originally from the inadvertency of some trans- 
criber, whose head ran on the pillory, mentioned two lines 
before; it ia therefore amazing that Mr. Curl! himself should 
overluok it! Yet that echoliast takes not the least notice 
hereof. That the learned Mist also read it thua, is plain 
from his ranging thie passage among those in which our au- 
thor was blamed fur personal satire on a man’s face (where- 
of doubtless he might tnke the ear to be a part;) so likewise 
Concanen, Ralph, the Flying Post, and all the herd of com- 
mentators— Tota armenta sequuntur. 

A very little angacity (which all these gentlemen, there- 
fore wanted) will restore to us the true sense of the poet thus: 
‘Ry his broad shoulders known, and length of years.’ 
Bee how easy a change of one ainglo letter! That Mr. Set- 
tle was old, is moat certath; but he wns (happily) a stranger 
Hy the pillosy. This note is partly Mr. Theobald’s, partly 

τὶ 


: See, round the poles, where keener spangles shines 
Me bere bry booksellers int and Where epices smoke, beneath the burning line, “ 


(Earth's wide extremes,) her sable flag display'd, 


And all the nations cover'd in her shade ! 
Far eastward cast thine eye, from whence the 40] 


{having likewise | And orient science their bright course begun: 


One godlike monarch all that pride confounds, 
He, whose long wall the wandering Tartar bounds - 
what a pile! whole ages perish there, 
And one bright blaze turns learning into air. 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 37. Settle.] Elkanah Settle was once a 
vogue as well as Cibber, buth for dramatic poetry aod pot 
tics. Mr. Dennis tells us, that ‘he was a formidable rival ἵὸ 
Mr. Dryden, and that in the university of Cambriige thet 
wore those who gave him tho preference.’ Mr. Wuleted got 
yet farther in hie behalf ἫΝ Poor Bettle was ' formerly 
mighty rival of Dryden; nay, for many years, is 
tation above him.” Pre . tu bia Poems, ἦνο. p. 31. And i 
Milbourne cried out, ‘How littl was Dryden able, eve 
when his blood run high, to defend himself against Mr. δεῖ 
tle!’ Notes on Dryd. Virg. p. 175. These are com 
opinions; and no wonder some authors indulge them. 

He was author or publisher of many noted pamphlets, ! 
the time of king Charles U1. He answered all Drydeo's pt 
litical poems; and being cried up on one side, su “ 
a little in hie tragedy of the Empress of Morocco, the fr 
that waa ever printed with cuts. ‘Upon this be grew ma 
lent, the wits writ against his play, he replied, the ow 
judged he had the better. In short, Settle was then theagi 
a very formidable rival to Mr. Dryden; and not σαὶ 0 
town, but the university of Cambridge was divided which! 

refer; and in both places the younger sort inchned Py 
Kanah.” Dennis, Pref. to Rem. on Hom. 

Ver. 50. Might from Borotian, &c.] Bovotia lay as 
the ridicule of the wits formerly, as Ireland doce se? 
though it produced one of the greatest poets and one of 
greatest generals of Greece : 

‘Bosotum crasso jurares δᾶτα fatum.’—Hor. 

Ver. 75. Chi Ho-am-ti, emperor of China, the sasae wo 
built the great wall between China and Tartary, 
all the buuks and learned men of that empire. 


writer if 


‘THE DUNCIAD. 


10 the south extend thy gladden'd eyes ; 

val flames with equal glory rise, 

alves to shelves ace greedy Vulcan roll, 
up all their physic of the soul. 

ittle, mark ! that portion of the ball, 
‘aint at best, the beams of science fall: 
they dawn, from hyperborcan skies 

d dark, what clouds of Vandals rise ! 
srp Mecotis sleeps, and hardly flows 
ting Tanais through a waste of snows, 
th by myriads pours her migh'y son: 
ree of Goths, of Alans, and of {luus! 
ic’s storn port! the martial frame 

vrie ; and Attila’s dread name! 

bold Ostrogoths on Latiom fall; 

fierce Visigoths on Spain and Gaul! 

sre the morning gilds the palmy shore 

Uthat arte and infant letters bore) 

uering tribes the Arabian prophet draws, 
ng ignorance enthrones by laws: 

stians, Jews, one heavy sabbath keep, 
he western world believe and sleep. 100) 

tome herself, proud mistress row no more 

aut thundering against heathen lore : 

=bair'd synods damning books unread, 

‘on trembling for his brazen head. 

rith sighs, beholds her Livy burn, 

1 the Antipodes Virgilius mourn, 

Cirque falls, the unpillar'd temple nods, 

aved with heroes, Tyber choked with gods: 

s#°s keys some christen'd Jove adorn, 

1 t0 Moses lends his Pagan horn 
δα! Venus to a virgin turn’d, 

as broken, and Appelles burn'd. 


80 


110) 


REMARK 
1, 8% The enliph, Omar I. having conquered 
‘eed his general 10 burn the Ptolemnias library, on 
of which thi ner 

arta aod infant letters bore.) 
4 Syria, &e. where letters to havo been 
io these countries Blahomet begat his congaesis, 
2 ‘Thundering againat heathen lorw:) A strong 
>fthis pus rage iv placed to pope rosory's ἀὸς 
‘ohn of Salisbury gives ἃ very odd encomium uf 
‘at tho same time that he mentions ono of the 
ἀδείᾳ of this excess of ἀραὶ in him: ‘Doctor sane: 


ihe Gregorius,qut mello pradicatinis bre totam 
brine ecclesia; non modo mathesin just εἰν 
ναὶ ten 


ends ἃ nj coin i probate 
μίαν Palatinue quecinqun tencbat Apollo Τ' 
Fert beat βίους. 


iy popeont ἐν 
faryly reproved by 
rammar and Inerature, and cxplaining 
(Gays this pope) ‘In ἀπο δα ore cam Jovis 


*Qnin in mperstitinnibus et sacris Romano 
stuo versatur.’ ‘Tho sanie pope is accused by γα. 
others, of having caused the noble monuments of 
ificence to be destroyes, lest thows who 
IM give more atteation to triumphal 
τα. than to holy things. Bayle, Dict. 
8. Till Peter's keys some christen'd Jove adorn.) 
government of Rome devolved to the Popes, thoie 
for some time exerted in demolishing the heathen 
earce. destroyed 
tuments of antiquity ont of rage, thas hove out of 
At length they spared some of the temples, by 
4g them into images of saints. [8 much Inter timer, 
‘ought necessary to chango the πιδίνεα of Apollo 
1, On the tomb of Sannazarius, into David and Ju- 
became ἃ harp, and tho Gorgon's head 


38 


Behold yon isle, by palmers, pilgrimns trod, 

Men bearded, bald, cow!’d, uncow!'d, shod, unshod, 
Peel'd, pateh'd, and picbald, linsey-wolsey brothers, 
[Grave taurauers! sleeveleas some, and shirtless others 
‘Phat once was Britain—Happy ! had she seen 
No fiercer sons, had Easter never been. 

In peace, great gouldess, ever be adored ; 

How keen the war, if Dulnesa draw the sword! 
‘Thus visit not thy own £ on this blesu'd age 

Ὁ spread thy influence, but restrain ‘thy rage, 

And see, my con! the hour is on its way, 
That lis our goddess to imperial sway 
This favourite isle, long sever'd from her reign, 
Dove-like «he gathers to her wings again. 

Now look through fate! behold the scene she draws! 
What aids, what armies, to assert her cause! 
See all her progeny, illustrious sight ! 
Behold and count ther, as they rise to light. 
‘As Bereeynthia, while her offepring vie 

In homage to the mother of the sky, 
Surveys around her, in the bless'd abode 

A hundred sons, and every son a god: 

‘Not with lees glory mighty Dulness crown'd 
Shall ke through Grub-street her triumphant round ; 
And, her Parnassus glancing o'er at once, 

Behold a hundred sons, and each a dunce. 

Mark firat that youth who takes the foremost place, 
And thrusts his person full into your face. 110 
With all thy fathex’s virtues bless'd, be born ἢ 
And a new Cibber shall the stage adorn. 

A second see, by meeker manners known, 

‘And modest as the maid that sips alone ; 
From the strong fate of drame if thou get free, 
Another D'Urfey, Ward! shall sing in thee: 


120 


130 


Jacob, the scourge of grammar, mark with awe ; 


Nor less revere him, blunderbuss of law. 150 
REMARKS. 
Ver. 117, 118. Tappy! had Easter nevor been.) Wars 


jn England anciently, about the right timo of celebrating 
Easter 


126. Dove-like, 
ih book. 
23." What aids, what armics, to assert her cause!) 
ics, divine, freethinkers. But 
‘ct on foot by the firet of these 
here particularly celebrated, 
nder tho caro aud review of 
eho 
10 fourth book, where 
f appoura in fall glory. 
Jucaly, the scourge Of grammar, mark with 
i gente ‘war of a considerable master of 
suthamploushite, and bred to the law under a 
very. ominoat attorney, who, between bie more laborious 
dir, hns divorted bitaself with poetry. He is a great ad- 
πότοι of ports and their werka, which has occasioned him 
to ry his geniue that ways Hu han writ in Prose the Lives 
of the pocts, Jaw books, Tho Ac~ 
complisiwd Conveyane ice, dee.” Giles Jacob 
lf, Lives of Pools, vol i. Ho very grossly nnd unr 
‘keds abused ia that book the author's friend, Mr. Gay. 
‘Ver. 140, 150. Ν 
ncob, the scourge of grammar, mark with awe; 
Nor less rovore him, blunderbuxs of 1aw.] 
"There may seem some error in theso verses, Mr. Jacob 
having proved our author to ave ἃ respect for h thie 
able argument: ‘Ife bad once & regard 
otherwise he never would havo 
hea to me, for one emall book in octavo. 
Dennis, printed in Dennis's Romarks oo the Dunciad, p. 49. 
'Therefdre 1 shoul think the appellation of blunderbuse to 


10 gathors.) This is fuléiled in 


fas this revolution 


elasen the posts, 
nd they only 


Romney in 


Mr. Jocab, like that of SiO, HRA RAAB, 
bis honour, 


194 POPE’S POETICAL WORKS. 


J.o, P—p—le’s brow, τη πάσῃ» to the town, ISo sweetly mawkish, and so smoothly dull; 

Horneck’a fierce eye, and Roome’s funereal frown, | Heady, uot stranz; o’ertlowing, unougt: not full. 

Lo snecring Goode, half mahee and half whin, Ah Dennis! Galdon, ali? what ill-starr'd rage 

A fiend in glee, ridiculously grim. Divides a frendship long σου ἃ by age? 

Each cygnet sweet, of Bath and Tunbridge race, Blocklie ids with reason wieked wits ahhor, 

Whose tunefal whistling makes the waters pass : But fool with fool is barbarons eiwil war. 

Each songster, riddler, every nameless name, | Minbrace, cinbrace, my sons! be foes no more! 

All crowd, who foremost shall be dani'd to fame. Nor glad vile ports with true critics’ gore. 

Some strain in rhyme; the muses, on their racks, | Behold you pair, in striet embraces jorn'd ; 

Scream like the winding of ten thousand jacks; 169° How bhe in manners and how like in mind! = 18 

Soine, free from rlyme or reason, rule or cheek, 

Break Pnseian’s head, and Pezasus'’s neck: 

Down, down the linim, with iinpetuons whirl, thie he (civit’v3 became a member of boths ant afer βατῶν 

The Pindars and the Milton of a Carll. persed sve rine εἰ ἜΝ he cement thew. Son 
Silener, ye wolves! while Ralph to Cynthia howls, thease ber turned ty taway Where be bee see tie τας 

And imbe night hideous— Answer him, yo owls! eepectation of oll tie pobte writers, Where Crcourse: meat 


« ΝΕ ΕἸ αὐτὴν tere ἢ a “rot «ΟΣ, IM: . 
Sense, speceh, and mneasnre, living tongues and dead he aku les oan wat tie nal joer pina eee 
Let all LIVE way,—and Morris way be read. nla apps fiom bis works τὴ he wos πτι δεν in the pas 
Flow, Welsted, tlow ! ike thine is pirer, beer, 162: {fon ieee of {πὸ wmiost Hus rans charnciers OF Lie presets 
Th ἢ stale “oes thouch thin. ye verclear: ite i: POMP by such ὦ ΌΤΙ δ ἢ in Lie Sasgur heen 

ough slale, hot pe; rough tata, yet never clears ott ἡ ἃ boek af precasyseure: in Ue On iden, sone [ἢ 
the Horie τὰ ἀν in beri whack τὴ meet a yguite 
jedzes oronour ce bee sen ταν ὉΠ} bad misters SH love 
REMARKS. teres Fave rescued that way of ν ΤΠ ΠΣ (ron eonte np ta 
fee trate anes. he hae given is ote Wervy send ant spent cf 
made grent impression on the anes ofalisenabie nen. Mr his suthisor. is Ohlie—ls 1: Hehe ΩΣ ha MWe 
Pp. repented, apd lo vive τιν ον Nis repeal πος δε Ϊμαῖ. νι. coved om ᾿ I δηλ) 5} τι re ft fedes at ΠῚ hier ἐν > te 
to my two solu nes af Select Worke, tis atlerwareds to παν: wed nm μεσ i ι har. of tae J ἐμῶν δ ὄνον Ι eek accel at. 
two voles of Letiee! Πρ ον eth Wo should hence be- Pr saciid not be ΠΟΜΟΣ for hie honour, ae nes res steal 3 
lieve, the name of Mr. Deer bath aleoere pt inte (hia pees Ol" tere Vor nel of hve lian rte hed wen ness 
by rome mistake. But tha hence, gentle reader! thaw SUSE Bie miner ekeecent ani sue ΦΗΣῚ ΤΟΝ wee ae 
mayest beware, when thon givest thy Hennes ΤῊ such authors, ΠΘΉΝΣ " 1 τη) MALLE ys Men δι τὶ 4 ἐπ ae 2.1 Canin 
not to flatter thyecl! that thy mots.s ale geod nature οὐ Vor. 1 δ᾿ ᾿ 1, Mannie! Gattis. abo) These min hecer® 
charity. Te Τὰν ἢ ΠῚ. smh. ab | 4 ΗΝ care 

Ver 1523, Horneck and Roome.p Tie se tec were virn- the patie reer hy A Mere Wh deta .} When Wiis, , rt 
Jent party ταν αι σὸς wortsiy aT ee Jtesie Sand om world " oll moe ΧΗΣ an iw ut fhe ‘ wn Coury wie an 
think prophetesiliy, δὲ μὰ after the pugiscine af tar ρον οὗν oe Tew, FES oe ΟἿ Precis» «ἡ qh cUGT ce Gp td 
the farmer dyna. the tae δὲ ΠΕ τα] hac ἃ henour an the be atone canted cts Gf cainpeet tits 


RUMARKS, 


Mr. Dennis argues the samo way: ? My writings having 


etnjtayment, he fist was θεῖ, Plornech, aethor of a ‘Pow parts celte te poets, aod they to whol; 
Biliingsgite paper, ested tae Eline Geom κα Dectur Rae "Nhe body's enna νον the ἢ ani eel? 


ward Roone wae son Ὁ. ue ΠῚ ΤΑΈΗΣ ier far cas ia Dist 
street wet some al Chee por en? ΕΝ suing whers 

by maliemus θα 11 shea Sie TO rep meet ΘΕ ΟἹ 
ther guilty ot eo wevedert tire tees Wal nrrat tau thes > 
under jresceuton of bite τς αν. Che tat man wasimide eo ect et hte. We eas hot, therefore, but πανὶ 
the behowhiy i eae . 1115: Vote ee δ ον αὐ te + tors woo δ of ον, Ty wha. Ir: 
‘You ak ehy Reare cyeets yer with bie] kes Τ Mabh κα se ged ἃ toed acs ow τσὴ Sarttews 
Vet Wohi writs. is ἫΝ τή δ οα Τὰ} | eo steep νὸν Peres dey amd Grease trot Shakespear. 
You wont τς Ἐπ τ αν eit ia the cane | where we Sind He κρατὶ οὐ Ola νοις Gates, asd Pers, 

Phe jestishetuetes heads is: fare? ΘΕ ΚΘ laa dss τιν Petee vations, Ser, 
Pele waa the cuthor of veri: vite playa gid) pamrbles | Vere Sep lee {εἶπ alfiine f die Pire-side, {ἡ χροὶ tay 
Heo μηνί) αὶ chee. sca eur ae iad pom real ics besuates doen Hise, ae U ston dd vale τὴν ud 
Promyter. it, bot witha) the Lereur and quo fit ie the word. be 
Ver 153. Coad) An Elnard crite. λον χη a fteoh itte Lea paneevire on his putin. This it ia te here 
Fllire on ouratha eaiied fie Mock Tsep, and mars Ste de with wits; a cone tee ἅτ ΟἿΌΣ ἃ eehotiast τ οὖ 


Vherere dad hey δ δεν the examypoe af these msm 
we ee eer Pcie ane ther Soltewwers, is vchal 
Onto moe She doomed ions. Shea απ πεν δὲ ued ue 
Mato macht baw nae δ τὰ ἡ a nanie ena. to roe es 


soonyincna bleh in tev scape rs for bra, βολαν lee rane. oir. 
Ver πῆς Whee tre Sail whites onekes the waters) Ver π Ah, Tenuis, Geo Phe revter wie bra sd 
pers:} ‘Thera wer seven) sieees an caf tact norte of threat the ecuiee of fees Lotes, whom neers if otegar 


o? ca 4 


uiter pers δὲ Peron: re ΒΡ τ, de cong the {τῆ of sree Mir δα γε γεν Τὰ αὶ salen ced stl fue works, ΔῸΣ 
the sntiiige Toure ortho seen: whee momes dpe μεν σα τ vans δ seal he ment πο bag taney ted 
deed, woul be pans | spam i then ihe post alan Chom ἡκὶ χτλὴν tome bedi tog peer. Botta tri 1 looked up 
over ὙΠ} Οὐδ rein gg eral Von with sere cetrom, ter having πιο generesgely thea al 

Ver. Τῆι Ralph Jiencs Ralph aime ineeriel affer tthe re Sj eet bis eta sesh winners Te wradana ἃ ΤῊ 
the first echtions, hot Avwewa to on: awher deb ΠΣ ἈΤΙΣ poe bmn at tha aie. Rw les own πόδα of Ἡλι ΙΓ α 
Kweli pocce cia) 1 ΣΝ νιν very dliedve og Tan masif, | τσ, Jaeed's Gives, bere! Poee been abou threes. 
Mr. Gy, and beard Gee tae hi τ ἡ Cae oF F, tothe cedw ἔν clare Vea atten Mo Grup he was eth? 
entnid Nrata tesa This bwwortdcte: ἡ Δ ἐν ὅσ ἢ Ma ities who fat fu, αὐ ἰδ our poeta, etguyed tbe 


works with mae csr. sda the Jenimats. ob bone δ p rticgn Εἰρθκεν the dre by 


Var peated aie cut ho ste. above Mr ke Leona da wretebad Ver in Behail van pur &e? One of these was at 
rome kaye bate avr aetena ot dD Uieb Poaetaprine Geo or μὴ νει Sly ree ge ett d Phe Gromer, as the ath. 


ina [πίει dear. Meo We He whos ΕΝ χήν twas ec ne mod da enether ested Pasqain. in whieh Mr. 
tidthnew nod usnasespsteven Preah. Hons elvicedte | Pene yo. ogee bwin din κατ αὐ techingham, aad hiaep 
readtasihass Ci tcatio ge ete bot bern aplay.he PoP Roe ten ἘΝ oy cdsc paced ἀπ α piers aces ret tes Eee 
Bote aud ΝΥ ΘΗΝ le tn Wire te treads the Thad. catithd Honcisces, by 
ended gt iest ie the eommeanaank of ail such wreera, a pee lege Pind Dagar’, ἀέρι εν TN 

π|6 1 newenage sto wiaeh boo vos τὸ αι οι by ΠΧ} ΟΥ̓ αὐ othr ΙΒ of these gentiemed the work bos 


{τε Ania side ccived many) patience for pay. Dis eine e thea tweeter Mr. Peels. hed thea nies 
Vern Des. Maa Baebes dh Rho: Tlaeh κἢν 1. τη Ὁ eoloaver aeeanrige) hiv fem pntease he 
J 


Ver Wen Paw, Welbted, ol Or this author ree the πεσε,  Thow flew coed works bad ever apo ated (ae! 
Renius on Tach aye Sel Bae crabs imperaal) add to it | ope τη Ἔν ΠΣ σὰ sheave ΠῚ} dees? presvmang? bat there 
the ἢ] τ τσ divercnt ehsgacter of dint Nesspedecue) ete cies dames fe) Bo dcr 1. ἢ ene: pe 

Mr. We sted iad, dans youth. rabeed so groacespecty: tion! And were ὃν better fer ile patie, τ} a siikea 
tions of Cis Sature pane, iat there waen Lind of strugete | of nian ceca shen! ceme inte the τ Ἐς, wlaeh ace aur to 
νι ἵν πῇ the ane. enapent of fe two univer-itieg whieh [die os soenas burn than that the ecinenta saad Sura. £8 
should have the hunour of his cducation. ‘lo compound | one [ercules iu les cradts? 
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Equal in wit, and equally polite, 
Shall this a Pasquin, that a Grumbler write: 
Like are their merits, like rewards they share, 
That shines a consul, this commissioner.’ 
* But who is he, in closet closely-pent, 
Οἵ seber face, with learned dust besprent?’ 
* Right well mine eyes arecde the myster wight, 
On parchment scraps y-fed, and Wormius hight. 
To future ages may the dulness last, 
As thou preservest the dulness of the past ! 
There, dim in clouds, the poring scholiasts mark, 
Wits who, like owls, see only in the dark, 
A lumber-house of books in every head, 
For ever reading, never to be read: 
But, where each science lifts its‘modern type, 
History her pot, divinity her pipe, 
While proud philosophy repines to show, 
Dishonest sizht ! his breeches rent below ; 
Imbrown’d with native bronze, lo! Henley stands, 
Tuning lis voice, and balancing his hands. 


REMARKS. 


Tho union of these two authors gave occasion to this cpi- 
grain. 
*Rurnet and Ducket, friends in spite, 
(τὰς hissing out in verse | 
Both were κὸ forwaid, each would write— 
Su duil, each hung an a—. 
Thos Atiphistuensa (I have read) 
At cither cud asaiuis; 
Noue knows which leads or which is led, 
For both heads aro but tails.’ 


190 Meek modern farth to murder, hack, and maul; 


200 That beams on carth, cach virtue he inspires, 


How fluent nonsense trickles from his tongue ! 

How sweet the periods, neither eaid nor sung ! 

Sull break the benches, Henley ! with thy strain, 

While Sherlock, Ifare, and Gibson, preaca in vain. 

Oh great restorer of the good old stage, 

Preacher at once, and zany of thy age! 

Oh worthy thon of Εὐνρι 8 wise abodes, 

A decent priest, where monkeys were the gods! 

But fate with butchers placed thy priestly stall, 

° 

| And bade thee live, to Crown Britannia’s praise, 

In Toland’, ‘Tindal’s, and in Woolston’s days. 
Yet oh, my rons, a father’s words attend: 

‘So may the fates preserve the ears your lend :) 

‘Tis youra, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 

A Newton's cenins, or a Milton's flume : 

But oh ! with One, immortal One dispense, 

The sonrce of Newton's liht, of Bacon’s sense, 

[Content cach emanation of his fires 

220 

tach art he prompts, each charm he can create, 

| Whate’cr he gives, are given for your hate. 
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no mortal ever thought of; he had success agninst all appo- 
sitions Coallonged dis adver s to fur dizpulatons, and 
nove would ἀκ πε Δα ἢ αι; wert, τὸ κεἰς and ated: twelve 
hours ἃ day; composed three dissertatious a Week on al 
subjects; uadertook to leachan one yoar What schools aud 
uiverotives teach in tive; was not terrified by meoneeca, ine 
sults, or ratines, fut aii!) procecded, miatan d Las bald scheme, 
tnd put the chareh, and all that, in danger.’"—Weisted, 


After many editions of this poem, the author thought fit to! Narrativein Orat. Praisact. No. ἢν 


onut the names of these two perons, Whose Injury tu bam 
wis of +0 oid a date. 

Ver. bt. That shines a consul, this commirsioncr.) 
Sach places were given at this time to such sort of writers. 

Ver. 147, Myeter wight.) Uneouth mortal. 

Ver. 15. Wormins bight.) Let not this name, parely 

titivua, be conceited to mean the leamed Olaus Weimins; 
much tess (is it was unwarrantably foisted inte the surrepu- 
tien. «ἀπ ἢ") our own antiquary, ote. Thomas Hearne, who 
had ao way agzrieved our poet, but on the coutrary publist- 
ed many curious tracts Which he hath to bis great couteat- 
ent perused. 

Ver. 12. Wits who, like owls, &c.] There few lines 
exacily cescribe the right verbal eritie: the darker Li au- 
thor i«, the betler he ix pleased; hike the famous quack doe- 
wr, who put up in bis bille, he delighted in matters of dutli- 
εἰν. Sumebocy said well of these men, that their heade 
were Ebrari-s out of order. 

Ver. 10. Lo! Henley stands, &e.} J. Henley the 
orator; Le preqhed on the Suodays upon theological matters, 
andion the Wednesdays upon all other sciences, Each 
auditor paid one shilling. He dcelaimed «ome years against 
the grcuicst ya t-eons, and occasionally did our author that 
honour. Wel-ted, in Oratory 'Pransactions, No. 1, publi-h- 
ed by Henley himeel!, gives the following account of him: 
‘He was born at Melton Mowbray, in Leicestershire. From 
his own parizh schoo! he went τὸ St. John's College, in Cam- 
bndze. He began there tobe uneary: for it shocked him to 
find be waseoruaatdd τὸ bi lieve against his own judgment 
in pent. of relicion, philosophy, &c. for his genius leading 
hin freely to dispute all propositions, and call all points to 
account, he was i:spatient under those fetters of the tree 
barn mind. Berns admitted to prie-*’s orders, ke found the 


examination very ehort and supe: ficial, and that it was not ness he {τὸ ὙΠ th our creat geome ter. 


After having ΣΤ ἢ seiu [νι entione, he turned his 
thetusic to builvenezy deen all pulac aod puvate occur 
Mrences. All this passed in (ie sane reain, Where sometimes 
he broke jests, gid semetimes that bread which he called 
the primitive απ, Tho< wonderful person struck mes 
Jaiz, which he dispersed as Geketa to his enbseubers; Une 
cevies ἃ ΔΓ rocoe Τὸ tae mendian, with this mutto, 
AD SVMMA: undo below, INVENDAM VIAM AVT 
PACEAM. This up cahac a handed pounds a year given 
him for fie + c.ct serve ola weekly paper of uumtelligible 
Nonschse, τἀ ἢ the Hype Dieta. 

Ver. ὁ}. Sacuora, Tem, Gibszan,) Bishops of Salis- 
bury, Chichester, end Lone; Whose sermona sid pastoral 
letters Cul bowed to 1 ἐγ Country as well as stations, 

Ver 2b Or Toland, and Pind, ses Beok ii. Tho. 
Wooletuu wes an implies madman, who wrote ma most 
infolent sty mgumat the με γα ον of the Gorpel, ja the year 
{π|:9), &e. 

Ver. 213. Yet oh, my aena, &c.] The caution againet 
Hasphemy here given by adep cred sonof Pulaers to lia γοῖ 
visting hrotheen, is, as the port sightly intimates, not out 
οὐ tenderness to Ue esis of arbors, bat thor ewn. And so 
we sce Uhatwica that dapgercis τε πνοῆς on the open estab- 
eument of the Condesa in tis faarth book, she cueuurages 
ther seas, et! Uiey beg e-sstance to pollute the source of 
hight ἀν ἢ with the same virulence they had belure dene 
The purcat Cmanations tron it. 


Ver. 215. "Tia youre, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 
A Newton's geaius, ora Miton's tlh.me 1} 
Thankfully reecived, and freely uscd, is iia geneious Peenes 
by the beloved dase ptr of that proce of eabalistic dunees, 
the tremendous Hutchinson, Hear with what honest plain- 
‘Asto math matical 


neces-ary to conform to the Chriatian religion, in order!ésinonstrations, sath he, food). upon the proportians of 
either to deaeonsh'p or pritsthood. He came to town, and [lines and cirel-yto each other, and the ringing of clanges 
after having forsume years been a witer for book-ellera, he} pen fignres, these have no more to do with the greatest part 


had an arni.ition to be so for ministers of state. The only 
reason Le aid not rae inthe church, we aro tald, ‘was the 
envy of others, outa derelish entertained of him, because 
be wos net ΠΡ] to ba a complete spaniel.” However 
ho off: ret the acrsicoof his pen to two great men, of opinions 
and interests directly ooposite ; by both of whom being re- 
jected. he ect up a new project, ani atyled himeelf the Restorer 
of ancient Eloqnence. He thought ‘it as lawful to tuke a 
hiecence from the king and parliament in one place as ano- 
ther; at Hicke.‘s Hall, as at Doctors’ Commons; so set up 
bia oratory in Newport-market, Butcher-row. There,’ says 
his friend, ‘he had tho assurance to form a plan, which 


of philoso iy, than they have with the man inthe moon. 
Pedvo-t, the geal for this sort of gibberieh (matnensatical 
prncipls) is greatly abated of late: and though it is now 
upwards af tweaty years that the Daven of inadern philoso 

phers, sir Teane Newton, bas Tain with hia faes upon the 
eromed before the ark of God, Scripture plulasoplv: for so 
long Moses’s Principia have been published; ane the Trea- 
tize of Power Es-ential and Mechameal, in which sir Tsaae 
Newton's phiiasophy ia treated with the utmost contempt 
has been published a dozen yenrs; yet is there vor one Ὁ 

tha whole society who hath had the courage to attempt to 
raise himup. And so lut aim lie.” The Philosophical Pria- 
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Persist, by all divine in man unawed Immortal Rich! how calm he sits at ease 

But, Learn, ye Dunces! not to scorn your God.’ ’*Midst snows of paper, and ficrce hail of peas; 
Thus he, for then a ray of reason stole And, proud his mistress’ orders to perform, 

Half through the solid darkness of his soul ; Rides in the whirlwind, and directs the storm. 

But soon the cloud return’d, and thus the sire: But lo! to dark encounter in mid air, 

See now, what Dulness and her sons admire ! New wizards rise; I see my Cibber there ! 

See what the charms, that smite the simple heart Booth in his cloudy tabernacle shrined, 

Not touch’d by nature, and not reach’d by art.’ 230/On grinning dragons thou shalt mount the wind. 
His never-blushing head he turn'd aside, Dire is the conflict, dismal is the din, 

(Not halfso pleased when Goodman prophesied ;) | Here shouts all Drury, there all Lincoln’s-inn; 270 

And look’d, and saw a sable sorcerer rise, Contending theatres our empire raise, 

Swift to whose hand a winged volume flies : Alike their labours, and alike their praise. 

All sudden, gorgons hiss, and dragons glare, And are these wonders, son, to thee unknown ? 

And ten horn'd fiends and giants rush to war. Unknown to thee? These wonders are thy own. 

Hell rises, heaven descends, and dance on earth; These fate reservefl to grace thy reign divine, 

Gods, imps, and monsters, music, rage, and mirth, | Forescen by me, but, ah! withheld from mine. 

A fire, a jig, a battle, and a ball, ΠῚ Lud’s old walls thongh long I ruled, renown'd 

Till one wide conflagration swallows all. 240] Far as loud Bow’s stupendous bells resound ; 


Thence a new world, to nature’s Jaws unknown, 
Breaks out refulgent, with a heaven its own; 
Another Cynthia her new journey runs, 

And other planets circle ojher suns. 

The forests dance, the rivers upward rise, 
Whales sport in woods, and dolphins in the skies; 
And last, to give the whole creation grace, 


Though my own aldermen conferr’d the bays, 

To me committing their cternal praise, 28 

Their full fed heroes, their pacific mayors, 

Their annual trophies, and their monthly wars: 

Though long my party built on me their hopes, 

For writing pamphlets, and for roasting popes : 

¥et lo! in me what authors have to brag on! 

Lo! one vast egg produces human race. Reduced at last to hiss in my own dragon. 

Joy fills his soul, joy innocent of thought : Avert it, Heaven! that thou, my Cibber, e’er 

* What power,’ he cries, ‘ what power these wonders| Shouldst wag a serpent-tail in Smithficld fair! 

wrought 7’ 250] Like the vile straw that’s blown about the streets, 

‘Son; what thou seck’st is in thee! Look, and find|'The needy poet sticks to all he meets, 200 

Each monster meets his likeness in thy mind. Coach’d, carted, trode upon, now loose, now fast, 

Yet wouldst thou more ? in yonder cloud behold, And carried off in some dog’s tail! at last. 

Whose sarsenet skirts ure edged with flaming gold, 

A matchless youth! his nod these worlds controls, 

Wings the red lightning, and the thunder rolls. 

Angel of Dulness, sent to scatter round 

Her mazic charms o'er all unclassie ground : 

Yon stars, yon suns, he rears at pleasnre higher, 

Mlumes their light, and sets their flames on fire. 260 


a πο 
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Ver. 261. Immortal Rich!] Me. J. Rich, master of the 
theatre-royal in Covent-garden, wad the first that cacelied 
thie way. 

Ver. 266. IT ace my Cibb-r there!} The history of the 
foregoing absurdities ia verified by himedlf, in these wonls, 
(Life, chap. xv.) ‘Then sprang forth that suceession of 
monstrous medleys that have so loug infested the stage, 
which arose upon one another alternately at both hooses, 
outvieing each other in expense.’ fe then prorecids to ex- 
cuse his own part in them, as tollowa:— If Tam asbed why 
[ assented? 1 have no better excuse for my error than to 
confess I did it agninat my conscience, and bad vet virtue 
enough to starve. Had Heory IV. of France a better for 
chanving bix religion? 1 was still in my heart, as n.uck es 
he conld be, on the side of truth and aense: but with this 
differences, that I had their leave to quit them wheo they 
could not support me. But let the question go which way it 
will, Harry EVth has always been alowed ao great mas’ 
This must be confeeed atoll answer’ only the questing stil 
seems to be, 1, How the doing a thing against one’s cos- 
science ia an excuse for itt and, Jdly, It will be hard to prove 
how he got the leave of truth ond sense to quit their <ervies, 
unless be can produce a certifiente that he ever was in il 

Ver. 266, 287. Booth and Cibber were joint managers of 
the theatre in Drary-lane. 

Ver. 268. On grinning dragons thou shalt monnt ths 
wind.) In hia letter to Mr. P. Mr. C. solesonly declares this 
not to be hterally true. We hope, therefore, the reader will 
uoderetand it allegorically only. 

Ver. 282. Annual trophies on the lord-mayor’s day; aad 
monthly wars in the artillery ground. 

Ver. 283. Though long my party.) Rettle, Tike mast 
party writers, was very uncertain in Ins political principles 
He was employed to hold the pen in the character of a popish 
successor, but: afterwaures printed hia narrative on the othet 
side He had managed the ecremony of a famoue 
burninz, on Nov. 17, 1680; then became a trooper in kag 
James's army, at Hounslow-heath. After the Revolati 
he kept a booth at Bartholarrew-fair, where, in the ἃ 
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ciplen of Mosea asserted, ὅσο. p. 2, by Julias Bate, A. M. 
chapinin ta the right honourable the earl of Harrington. 
London, 1744, Rvo. Seribl. 

Ver. 228. But, Learn, ye Dunces! not to scorn your 
Gol.) ‘The hardest bison a dunce can learn. For being 
bred ty eeorp what he does net understand, that which he 
vodersanda least he will be apt to seorn most. Of which, 
to the disgrace of all government, and, in the poet's opinion, 
even of tuato! Duiness here) we have had a late example, 
io a hook entitled Philosophical Esaaysa concerning Human 
Understanding. 

Ver. 224. Not to scorn your God.’] See this subject 
pursued in Book ry, 

Ver. 232. (Not balfeo pleased, when Goodman prophesi- 
οἰ] Mr. Cibber tells aa, im his Life, p. 149, that Goodman 
betug at the rehearsal of a play, in which he had apart, 
clann’d him on the shoulder, and eried, ‘If he dors not make 
a good near, ΕἼ bed—d. * And? says Me. Cibber, ‘Tmake 
ita question, whether Alexander himself, or Charles the 
Twelthh of Sweden, when at the head of their first victorious 
annies, Could feel a greater transport in their bosoms than | 
Gid in m‘te.’ 

Ver 233. A sable xorcerer.] Dr. Faustus, the subject 
of ἃ καὶ of farece, which lasted in vogne two or three sen- 
sons, in whith both playhouses strove to outdo ench other 
for evar veara, All the extravaganees in the sixteen lines 
flowing, were introdneed on the stage, nnd frequented by 
persons of the first quality in England, to the twentieth aod 
thirtieth time. 

Ver. 237, Hell risee, henven dercenda, and dance on 
earth’) ‘Thia monstrons absurdity was actually represented] called St. George for England, he acted in his old age, in 8 

$a Tibbald's Rape of Proserpine. dtagon of green leather of his own invention: bo wae at [86 
Ver. 242 Lo!one vastegg.) In another of these farces\taken into the Charterhouse, und there died, aged sixty 
Haclequin is hatched upon the stage, out of ἃ large egg: 
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thy fortunes ! like a rolling stone, 
dy dulness still shall lumber on, 
ws heaviness shall never stray, 
up every blockhead in the way. 
all the patriot, thee the courtier taste, 
‘ry year be duller than the last, 
ed from booths, to theatre, to court, 
t imperial Dulness shall transport. 
opera prepares the way, 
5. forerunner of her gentle sway ; 
thy heart, next drabs and dice, engage, 
d mad passion of thy doting age. 
nou the warbling Polypheme to roar, 
cam thyself'as none Θ᾽ ἐγ scream'd before ! 
our cause, if heaven thou canst not bend, 
ἃ shalt move ; for Faustus is our friend ; 
ith Cato thou for this shalt join, 
« the Mourning Bride to Proserpine. 310 
eet! thy fall should men and gods conspire, 
xe shall stand, insure it but from fire ; 
' JEschylus appears! prepare 
r abortions, all ye pregnant fair ! 
s, like Semele’s, be brought to bed, 
pening hell spouts wild-fire at your head. 
Bavius, take the poppy from thy brow, 
ce it here! here, all ye heroes, bow ! 
this is he, foretold by ancient rhymes: 
gustus born to bring Saturnian times. 
lowing signs lead on the mighty year; 
e dull stars roll round and re-appear. 
our own true Phebus wears thy bays! 
las sits Jord chancellor of plays! 
π᾿ tombs see Benson’s titles writ! 
abrose Phillips is preferr’d for wit! 


300 


320 
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7. Thee shall the patriot thee the courtier taste, } 
n the first edrtion with blanks, * * and ἘΞ. Con- 
iwosure “they must needs mean nobody hut King 
nd (Σου ἢ Caroline; and said he would insist itwas 


See under Ripley rise a new Whitehall, 

While Jones’ and Boyle’s united labours fall : 
While Wren with sorrow to the grave desccnda, 
Gay dies unpension’d, with a hundred friends ; 
Hibernian politics, O Swift! thy fate ; 

And Pope’s, ten years to comment and translate. 


330 
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the king against Benson, for euch a misrepresentation; but 
the eurl of Sunderland, then secretary, gave them an assure 
ance that his majesty would remove hun, which was done 
accordingly. In favour of this man, the famous sir Christoe 
pher Wren, who had been architect to the crown tor ubove 
filty years, who had built most of the churches in Loudon 
laid the first stone of St. Paul's, and lived to fiuixrh at, had 
been displaced from his employment at the age of near 
ninety yeara. 

Ver. 326. Ambrose Phillips.) ‘He was,’ eaith Mr. J.icob, 
‘one of the wits at Button’s, and a justice of the pace: 
but he hath since met with higher preferment ip Treland: 
and a much greater character we have of him in Mr. Gil 
don’s Complete Art of Poetry, vol. 1, p. 151, "Το οὶ he 
confesses, he dares not set him quite on the same foot with 
Virgil, lest it should seem flattery, but he ia much πε Κα 
if posterity does got alford hint a greater esteem thau be at 
present enjoys.” {ὁ endenvourcd ‘0 create sume misttuder- 
standing between our author and Mr. Addison, whuiw alevo 
soon after he abused κα ἢ}. Hos constant cry was, chat 
Mr. P. was an enemy to the government; and in particular 
he waa the avowed auwhbor of a report very industrously 
spread, that he had a hand inn party-paper called the Ex- 
aminer: a falsehood well known to those yet living, who 
had the direction and publication of tt. 

Ver, 28. While Jones’ and Boyle's united labours falls] 
At the time when this: poem wae written, the banqueting- 
house of Whitehall, the church and pinzza of Covent-gar- 
den, and the palace and chapel of Sancerset-house, the 
works of the famous Inigo Jones, had been for many years 
so neglected, as te be in danger of τη, The pertico of 
Covent-garden church had been just thea restored and 
benantified, at the expense of the earl of Burlagteo τ who, at 
the same time, by his publication of the desig: sof that creat 
master and Palladio, as well ae by many noble buildings of 
his own, revived the true taste of architecture in this hing- 
dom. 

Ver. 330. Guay dies unpension’d, &e.) See Mr. Gay's 
fable of the Hare and many Friecds. This gentleman was 
early in the friendship of our anther, whieh continued to his 
death. He wrote several works of humour with great sue 
cess, the Shepherd's Week, Trivia, the What d'ye call it, 


e post cleared himself by filling up the blanks] Fables, and lastly the celebrated Beggar’a Opera; a piece 
Ἦ agrecably to the contest, and consistent with his!of satire which hit all tastes and degrees of men, from those 


ec.” Pret. to a collection of verses, letters, &c. 
fr. P. printed for A. Muore, p. 6. 
3. Polypheme 1 He translated the Italian opera 
mo; but unlortunately lost the whole jest of the 
‘he Cyclop asks Uly«ses his name, who tells him 
i¢ Noman: atter hs eye is put ont, he roars aad 
brother Cyclops to his aid: they inquira who has 
it he answers Noman: whereupon they all go 
tin. Our ingenious translater made Ulysses an- 
ike no name, whereby all that followed became 
ible. Tfenee it appears that Mr. Cibber (who 
meelf on cubscrifbing to the Fogtish translation of 
Jhad) had ποῖ that merit with respect to the 
or he might have been better instructed in the 
onology. 
m2, 20. FPauetus, Pluto, &c.)  Namea of misera- 
iwhich it wae the custom to act at the end of the 
«lies, to epoil the digestion of the audiences, 
I Tasnre it but from fire.) In Tibbald's faree 
pine, acorn field wae et on fire; whereupon the 
shouwe bad ἃ buen burnt down for the recreation 
retators, “They also rvith-d each other in showing 
sv of hel'-fire, in Dr. δι τ δ, 
3. Another Aixchylua appears!) [tis reported of 
ς that when hia tragedy of the Pories was acted, 
audience were eo terrified, that the children fell into 
he big-hellied women misearried. 
53. Oa poets? tomba seo Benson's tithes writ!) 
onson faurvever of the buil lings to hia majesty K. 
)zave ina report to the ford-, that their Haase and 
"να παντὶ adjoining were in immediate danger of 
Wrereupon the lords met in a committee to ap- 
eather plies to ait ing while the house should be 
wa. Batithe ng orepoae:! fo cause some other 
at te inepeet it, they ound it ia very good condi- 
9 lords, upon this, were going upon an address to 


of the highest quality to the very rabble: that verse of 
Horace, 


‘Primores populi arripuit, populumque tributim,’ 


could never be so justly applied as to this. The vast aue- 
cess of it wae unpreecdented, and almost inered:ble: what is 
related of the wonderful effect« of the ancient: n-uste ar 
tragedy hardly came up to it: Sophocles and Eunpidee 
were leer followed and famous. ft was acted in London 
sixty-three dave, uninterrupted ; and renewed the next eea- 
son with equal applauaes. Tt spread into all the great 
towns of England, was played in may places to the thirtieth 
and fortieth time, and at Bath and Bristol fiflv, é&e. It 
made ite progress into Wales, Scotland, and Trebind where 
it war performed twenty-four days together; it was last 
seted in Minorea. The fame of it was not confined to the 
author only; the Indies carried about with them the favour- 
ite aonga of it in fana: and houses were furnished with it ip 
acreens. The person who acted Pol'y, till then obeenre, be- 
came at once the favourite of the town: her pictures were 
engraved, and sold in grent numbers, her life written, books 
of letters and verses to ber published ; and pamphicts made 
even of her savings snd jean. 

Furthermore, it drove out of England, for that ecacon, the 
Malian opera, whch had carried all bef ire it for ten vears, 
That idol of the nobility and people, which the great critie 
Vir. Denn by the labours and outcries of a whole life could 
not overthrow, waa demolished by a single atroke of thiy 
centleman’s pen. ΤΊ happened in the year 1722. Yer ao 
gent wes hia modesty, that he coustantly prefixed to all the 
editions of it thie motto: Moe Are norimus ease nihil, 

Ver, 3% And Pope's, ten veare to comment and trange 
Inte.) The author here plainly aments, that he uns eo long 
emplayed in tracalating and commentug, We Weean Ue 
ΠῚ 1. in (71. and fished Win VAG. The edition of Sank 
speare (which Jo undertook wercly becuuse nubody dar 
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Piers κέεται Dl veer ts te eae, 
͵:.-...: ΝΣ ΟΣ hire, 
Ἵ. ᾿ς " 7 5 ' i ΄. " "Ὁ " "2 ς - es 
Γ᾿... ΜΝ wee 
T. : ἘΠ ΣΦ - 

A: , ." . : . 

"1, "ὁ - - "τοῦς ΣΝ Cre 
A: a eee . γ΄, .- ar) «4.58 wa! 
POOR THE POURTH 
T 2 @ ᾿ς ΜΝ ᾿ ᾿ - . “, - - Ν᾿ φ 
" ,,« . . . ΄ . 
t, ro . “ι, “.-ὦ . . oo a 
νι te rem - νι Κι Ξ "Uta tin 
batzooa-t*. oth ee es Peer ἀν δεν νον με 
1 ae ΣΕ δα ΣΕΝ ὁ τον εν ΡΣ νι κι καὶ ὁ Δι εν 
ti ‘ “4 ει ΣΌΣ δεν ὦ rent 
a δε Le Oe or ae "Rheoger: 
Di er are 0 Oe i ek de cea TF 


ΦΙλι}ν" fee MBPs, Weel Pe spegigtcn has le Ptaee 


Fer fet 45 sete oe ety ce Reeth aha fete ees Ay ree Fe, 


Wigs cr ter eee OR etree et rn oe ae the tr ons 
Of tar AN δας ecumedore Perret reg them 
OP τ wee ba dea hota BEIT bE at 
fu he. ema et ate we th CT: πε wh 
Reece bona ee th Sethe κα ΣΤΡ ee Cel aha: 
holt Po eee basa ow Pee νὰ Nhe 
ΕΒ et ot fa sence 
Peet bors Prana vives Ν τος Por reach ots Ν δὲν 


Bier stan pedo eee toy Το at tl τ have ζν ἔκ, 


Vir ἀπ κλ4. tee temps thea pee 2 ἴξιν fam, 


Sera’ bor that t eat, Na tts 7 ps ewes ater fon tle 
prose thee baa με: ste at tieties woasen 
tor uhoeet. las. amet ao Doubs ber yeune 


ntl aie ΓΤ ἀξ ΕΣ ἡ dress] ΛΠ tiear Gates: 
Oneoot all faces fg the eo. sm be ite Gra. 
Demo een 1 tae tng bosentan Pets af 
Chore trans pee ΤΗΝ teh ro (te eth ὨΣΣΣ ἢ 
Seeds ber pp rt Maeda ἡ δ Ru eaves 


a 
Fur ὅττι ets Πα πον ἧι Vath Ghee Tiagquay 


Qh. cP want ef ταν Maes res hater alo at. 


κα στα 4:8» ΓΟ ar debt perenne ah aml aie all busi- 
wood 41 τὸν ar Pesan Vath ἰπ δι τπι!ᾧ’ te Chese: τ μ- 
Peach. Τὴ Ὁ μα ιν. Adore. entreatime her te 
Hane theta Varia τὸ itd ge aly then over fo hints; 
1.11 Mecninius. death rma ak Gedope aimee of lis 
frit bat proees ins st eis ἃ eethedd Ce mee ΡΟ. 
ἀπε ιγ ἢ 4} ropes. Theoenteratroop erp ople fantas- 
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would font otear Gye vee noe in tie cradgery of eom- 
Tea PC 2 
ἌΝ ol thee Ἐ Ἐνάκ cy cry κάπαν ὃ ως ἯΙ σιν αὶ tit Gre te P25, 

Ver. 845. Pane eraly 511 ὙΠ Ἐν κ᾿ fery Ir ΠΣ γα μα. 
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nounts the throne: her head a cloud con-| But sobcr History restrain’d her rage, 


eal’d, 
| effulgence all below reveal’d: 
1s aspiring Dulness ever shines :) 
her lap her laureate son reclines. 
ith her footstool, science groans in chains, 
. dreads exile, penalties, and pains. 
yam'd rebellious :ogic, gagg’d and bound ; 
tripp’d, fair rhetoric languish'd on the ground; 
ted arms by sophistry are borne, 
meless Billingsgate her robes adorn. 
', by her false guardians drawn, 
in furs, and casuistry in lawn, 
5 they straighten at cach end the cord, 
s, when Dulness gives her Page the word. 30 
ithesis alone was unconfined, 
d for mere material chains to bind, 
pure space lifts her ecstatic stare, 
nning round the circle, finds it square. 
1 in tenfold bonds the Muses lie, 
1 both by Envy’s and by Flattery's eye ; 
> her heart sad Tragedy address'd 
rger wont to pierce the tyrant’s breast ; 


20 


REMARKS. 


), Her laureate son reclines.) With great judg- 
» imagined by the poet, that such a colleague as 
wad e.ected, should sleep on the throne, and bave 
2shure in the action of the poem. Accordingly be 
s hituie of uothing from the day of his anuinting; 
ised through the second book without taking part 
ing that was transacted about him; and through 
in profound sleep. Nor ought this, well consider- 
tn stranze in our duy~, when so many king-consorts 
ev the like. Seribl. 
urse our ¢Xcellent laureate took so to heart, that he 
to 41} magkind, ‘if he was oot as seldom asleep as 
* Botitia hoped the poet hath not injured him, 
τ verified his prophecy (p. 243 of his own Lite, Mvo. 
vhere he says, ‘the reader will be as much pleased 
ea dunce in my old age, as he wae to prove me a 
ickhead τῇ my youth. Wherever there was ony 
brisknese, or alnerity of any sort, even in sinking, 
vad it allowed ; but here, where there is pothing for 
» but to take bis natural rest, he must permit his 
to be silent. Ft is from their actions only that 
uve their character, and poets from their works; 
those he be as much asleep as any fool, the poet 
re him and them to sleep to all eternity.” Bentl. 
Her laureate.) ‘When L find my name in the aa- 
αν of this poet, I never look upon it us any malice 
me, bat profit to himsarlf. For he considers that 
is more known than most inthe nation: and there- 
k at the Jaurcate will be a sure bait ad captandum 
o catch litle readers.” Life of Colley Cibber, ch. ii. 
Pit be certain, that the works of our poet have 
if success to thie ingenious expedient, we heace de- 
nanswetable argument, that this fourth Daneind, 
sthe former three, bath had the author's last hand, 
by him intended for the press: or else to what pur- 
the crowned it, ag we ace, by this finishing stroke, 
able Lek at the laureate 4 Bentl. 
1, 22. Beneath her footatool, &e.] We are next 
i with the picture of those whom the goddess leads 
wity. Science is only depreased and confined 50 ar 
Je ed us -less; but wit or gening, as a more danger- 
active enemy, punished, or driven away: Dulness 
en reconciled in some degree with learning, but 
γΩῺ δὴν terns with wit. Aad accordingly it will be 
she 4 πα 1 acmething like each science, as casuie- 
vtry, &c. but nothing like wit; opera alone supply- 
10. 
.. Gives her Page the word.) There was ἃ judge 
me, ilways ready to hang any man that came be- 
of whieh he was auffered to give a hundred mise- 
apples, durieg a long hfe, even to his dotage.— 
he candid Seriblerus imagined Page hero to mean 
than a page or mute, and to allude to the custom 
ing atate criminals in Turkey by mutes or pagey. 
‘amare decent than that of our Page, who before 
Jany coe, louded him with reproachful Janzuage. 
δεν δέ. 


And promised vengeance on a barbarous age 40 
There sunk Thalia, nerveless, cold, and dead, 
Had not her sister Satire held her head : 
Nor couldst thou, Chesterfield! a tear refuse ; 
Thou weptst, and with thee wept each gentle muse , 
When lo! a harlot form soft sliding by, 
With mincing step, small voice, and languid eye: 
Foreign her air, her robe’s discordunt pride 
In patch-work fluttering, and her head aside ; 
By singing peers upheld on either hand, 
She tripp’d and laugh’d, too pretty much: to stand, 50 
Cast on the prostrate Nine a scornful look, 
Then thus in quaint recifativo spoke : 

“Ὁ Cara! Cara! silence all that train: 
Joy to great Chaos! let division reign : 
Chromatic tortures soon shall drive them hence, 
Break all their nerves and fritter all their sense ; 
One trill shall harmonize joy, grief, and rage, 
Wake the dull church, and lull the ranting stage ; 
To the same notes thy sons shall hum, or snore, 


And all thy yawning daughters cry, encore. 60 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 39. But sober History.] History attends on tragedy 
satire on comedy, as their substitutes ia the discharge of 
their dictinet functions; the one in bizh life, recording the 
ccimes and punishmeots of the great; the other in low, ex- 
posing the vices or fullics of the common proplo. But it 
may be asked, how cam» history and satire to be admitted 
with impunity to administer comfort to the Muses, even ia 
ths presence of the goddess, and im the midst of all her tri- 
umpha? ‘A question,’ says Senblerua, § which we thus re- 
solve: History was brought up in her infancy by Dulness 
herself; but being afterwards capoused in'o a noble house, 
she forgot (ns is usual) the humility of her birth, and the 
cares of ber early friends. ‘Thia occasioned a long estrange- 
ment between her and Dulacss. At Jength, in process of 
tims, they met together in a monk's cell, were reconciled, 
and became better friends thau ever. After this they bad a 
second quarrel, but it held not long, and are now uguin on 
reasonable terms, and so are likely to continue.’ ‘This ac- 
counts for the connivance shown to history on this occasion. 
But the boldness of satire springs from a very different 
cause; for the reader ought to know, that she alone of all 
the sisters is unconquerable, never to be silenced, when truly 
inspired and animated (as should seem) from above, for this 
very purpose, to oppose the kingdom of Dulness to ber last 
breath. 

Ver. 43. Nor couldst thou, &e.) ᾿' This noble person in 
the year 1737, when the act afureeaid was brought into the 
houze of Lords, opposed it in an excellent speech,’ saya Mr. 
CM: bber, ‘with a lively spirit, and uncommon eloquence.’ 
This speech had the honour to be answered by the said Mr. 
Cibber, with a lively spirit also, and in a manner very un- 
common, in the eighth chapter of hia Life and Manners. 
And hore, gentle reader, would [ gladly insert the other 
speech, whereby thou mightest judge between them; but I 
must defer it on account of some differences not yet adjusted 
betweon the noble anthor and niyself, concerning the trae 
reading of certain passages. Beatl. 

Ver. 45. When lo! a harlot form) The attitude given 
to this phantom repre<ents the nature and genius of the 
ftalinn opera; ite affected airs, cffi-mionte sounds, and the 
practice of patching up these operas with favourite songs, 
incoherently put together. There things were supported by 
the subscriptiona of the nobility. This circumstnoce, that 
opera should prepare for the opening of tho grand sezsions, 
was prophesied of in Book iii. ver. 305. 


‘ Already Opern prepares the way, 
The sure furcrunne. of her gentle sway.’ 


Ver. 54. Let division reign | Alluding to tho false tacte of 
playing tricks in music with 1 amberless divisions, to the ne- 
lect of that harmony which conforms to the sense, and 81» 
plies to the passions, Mr. Na dol bad introduced a great 
number of hands, and more va: ety of instruments into the 
orehestra, and emp'oyed even drums and cannon to make a 
fuller chorns: which proved so uch too manly for the fine 
ecntlemen of his age, that he was obliged (a cemave wwe 
eic into Leland, After which thes wera reduced, for wank 
of composers, to practice the patch-work vbove mentioned. 
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Another Phebus, thy own Phebus, reigns, On two unequal crutches propt he came, 

Joys in my jigs, and dances in my chains. Milton’s on this, on that one Johnston's name. 
But goon, ah coon! rebellion will commence, The decent knight retir’d with sober rage, 

If music meanly borrows aid from sense : j Withdrew his hand, and clos‘d the pompous page; 
Strong in new arms, lo! giant Handel stands, But (happy for him as the times went then) 

Like bold Briareus, with a hundred hands: Appear'd Apollo's mayor and aldermen, 

To stir, to rouse, to shake the soul he comes, On whom three hundred gold-capt youths aws.t, 
And Jove’s own thunders follow Mars’s drums. To Ing the ponderous volume off in state. 

Arrest him, empress, or you sleep no more—’ 70) When Dulness, smiling—* thus revive the wits! 


She heard, and drove him to the Thbernian shore. But murder first, and mince them all to bits; 20 
And now had Fume’s posterior trumpet blown, As erst Medea (cruel, so to save !) 


And all the nations summon'd to the throne. A new cdition of old .Eson gave; 
The young, the old, who feel her inward sway, Let standard authors thus, like trophies borne, 
One instinct seizes, and transports away. Appear more glorious as more hack'd and torn. 
None need a guide, by sure attraction led, And you, my eritics! in the chequer'd shade, 
And strong impulsive gravity of head : Admire new Eght thro’ holes yourselves have made 
None want a place, for all their centre found, Leave not a foot of verse, a foot of stone, 
Hung to the goddess, and coher'd around. A page, a grave, that they can call their own; 
Not closer, orb in orb, conglob’d are seen But spread, τὴν sons, your glory thin or thick, 
The buzzing bees about their dusky queen. 80, On passive pap«r, or on solid brick ; 1% 
The gathering nurnber, as it moves along, So by each bard an alderman shall sit, 
Involves a vast involuntary throng, A heavy lord shall hang at every wit, 
Who, gently drawn, and struggling lesa and less, And while on Fame’s triumphant car they ride, 
Roll in her vortex, and her pow’r contess : Some slave of mine be pinion’d to their side.’ 
Not those alone who passive own her laws, Now crowds on crowds around the goddess press, 
But who, weak rebels, more advance her cause. Each eager to present the first address. 
Whate’er of Dunce in college or in town Dunee scorning dunce behold the next advance, 
Snecrs at another, in toupee or gown; But fup shows fop superior complaisance. 
Whate’er of mongrel no one class admits, 
A wit with dunces, and a dunce with wits. 90 REMARES. 
Nor absent they, no members of her state, , , . 
Who pay her homage in her sons, the great ; N cr 113. The decent knight.] An eminent perron whe 
Β was abvut to publish ἃ very pompous edition of a great a0 
Who, false to Pharbus, bow the knee to Baal, thor al his own eapense. 


Or impious, preach his word without a call; Ver. 115, ἄς.) These four lines were printed in a pepe 
P »P " rate leaf by Me. Pope io the last edition, which be biaued 


Patrons, who sneak from living worth to dead, gave, of the Dunciad, with directions to the printer, to pas 
Withhold the pension, and set up the head ; this leaf into its place as soon as Sir T. H.'s Snakspeas 


i a ; should be published. 
Or vest dull flattery in the sacred gown, Ver. 119. “Ἴνα revive,’ &e.) The goddess applacds 


Or give from fool to tool the laurel crown: the practice of tacking the obscure osmra of pessen ποῖ 
And (last and worst) with all the cant of wit, eminent in any branch of learning, to those of tbe moet dup 


Without the soul, the muse’s hypocrite. tinguished “ Titers 5 cither by printing eshitioas of their works 
with jinpertinent alleratiuons of their text, a= in former a 


There march’d the bard and blockhead side by | stances: or by setting up monuments disgraced with thet 
side, own tie names nad tascephons, as in the batter, 


᾿ : ia? : Ver. 128. A page, a grave,] For what lees than ἃ grave 
Who rhym d for hire, and patroniz’d for pride. ean be granted toa dend author! or what leas than a page 


Narcissus, prais’d with all a parson’s power, can be aliowed a living one? 
Look’d a white lily sunk beneath a shower. Ibid. A page,] Pagina, not pedissequus. A page oft 
There mov'd Montalto with superior air; book, not a rervant, follower, of attendant; no pret bay 
. ’ . ὴ . had a page sinee the death of Mr. Thomas Darfy. ὁ 
His stretch’d-out arm display’d a volume fair; Ver. 181, So by each bard an alderman, &e.) Vide the 
Courtiers and patriots in two ranks divide Tombs of the Pocta, cditio Westmonart rienais. 
Ρ ’ 


Through both he pass’d, and bow'd from side to side; my eat he Beale by eldecnein Barker to the meow 


But as in graceful act, with awful eye, Ver. 18200 A heavy lord shall hang at every wit.) How 


Compos'd he stood, bold Benson thrust him by : 110 unnatural eu image, and bow ill supported! saith Aristar 
ehus. Had it been, 


A heavy wit shall hang a! every lord, 
REMARKS. comething might have been said, in an age en distinewished 
Ver. 76 to 101. Tt ought to be abserved that here are three| for well-jndg ag patrona, Por Jord, then, read load: that iy 
classes in this assemnbly. The first, of men absolutely and of debts here, and of commettaries hereafter, To this par 
avowedly cull, who naturally adhere to the goddess, and are| Pose, Conspicnons is the case of the poor author of Hudib 
imaged io the οἰ περ of the bees about their queen. The |“ hog hady, lonz einee weighed down tothe grave by ah 
sceond involuntaniy drawn to her, though not curing toown of debts, haa Tately had mone unmereiful lond of coinmer 
her influence; from ver, 81 τὸ (8). The third, of such as,| ties laid upon his spirits wherein the editor hae acl ivved 
though not members of her ete e, yet advance her servico | Mere than Virgil himeel4, when ke taraed critic, could buast 
by flattering [λυ πεν, cultivatin. nustaken Gilents, patronis- of, which was only, that be bad pieked gold aut of another 
ing vile ecrsbblors, diseouragin; living merit, or eetting up man’s dung; whereas the editor has picked it oat of be 
for wits, and men of taste ina s they understand nut; fram |W. Seri. 
ver. 91 to 10]. Aristurchue thicks the common reading right: and thet 
Ver. 1U8, —bow'd from sid: to side:} As being of no one the author ἢ τι self bad been xtrogeling, and but just ehakes 
rly. Of his land, when he wrote the folowing epigram: 
Ver. 110. Bold Benson.] Chia man end: avoured to raise} Μν lord corantains, that Pape, w ark mad with exrdens, 
himaelfto fame by creenng monuments, striking coins setting | Has lopo'd ties trees, the valne of three farthiogs: 
up heads, and procuring tranelatouxs of Milton: and after- Rot he*s ev neighbour, cries the peer polite, 
wards by as great a passion for Arthur Johoston, a Scotch, And if hell visu me, PU) wave ney right, 
physirian's Version of the Pealma, of which he printed many) Watt oa camqulsion ? and sennet my will, 
Gne editions. Sco more of him, Book iii. vor. 323. ᾿ A \owd’s ἀκοδνανναςε ¥ Liev Mion Ge bia Gull 
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! a spectre rose, whose index-hand 


h the virtue of the dreadful wand; 
er'd brow a birchen garland wears, 
: with infants’ blood and mothers’ tears. 
y Yein a shuddering horror runs; 
Winton shake through all their sons. 

is humbled, Westminster's bold race 
nd confess the Genius of the place : 
boy-senator yet tingling stands, 
ΙΒ his breeches close with both his hands. 
hus: ‘Since man from beast by words is 
own, 
6 man’s province, words we teach alone. 150 
ison, doubtful, like the Samian letter, 
n two ways, the narrower is the better. 
the door of learning, youth to guide, 
r suffer it to stand too wide. 
0 guess, to know, as they commence, 
opens the quick springs of sense, 
he memory, we load the brain, 
‘| wit, and double chain on chain, 
he thought to exercise the breath ; 
»them in the pale of words till death 
the talents, or πον δ᾽ ἐσ design'd, 

one jingling padlock on the mind: 
e first day he dips his quill ; 
tthe last ? a very poet stul. 

charm works only in our wall, 

too soon in yonder house or hal). 
ant Windham every muse gave o'er, 
ubot sunk, and was a wit no more! 
‘et an Ovid, Murray was our boast ! 
ly Martials were in Pulteney lost! 
some bard, to our eternal praise, 
en thousand rhyming nights and days, 
δ᾽ ἃ the work, the all that mortal can; 
th beheld that master-piece of man. 

ned the goddess, ‘ for some pedant reign ! 
itle James, to bless the land again; 
SSeS 
REMARKS. 
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scorning dunce behold the next advance, 
p shows fop superior complaizance. } 
to be asenbed xo much to the different manners 
and cole ge, as to the different effects which a 
Weorming and a cretence to wit, have on block- 
‘rae jucgment conssts in finding out the differ- 
rings, and wit in finding out their likene-ses, au 
is all discord and dissension, aud constantly bu- 
woving, examining, cunfuting, &c. while the fop 
in peace, Wih songs and hyinns of praise, ud- 
aracters, ΡΠ ΤΠ ΠΕ, de, 

The dreadful wand:) A cane usually borne 
asters, Which drives the poor souls about like the 
lereury. Seribi. 

Like the Samian Letter.]} The letter Y used 
ras, as an emblem of the different roads of virtue 


" qua Samios diduxit litera ramos.’—Pers. 

That master-nece of t.an.) Viz. an epigram. 
ao Dr. Sourh declared a perfect ep:gram to be as 
performance as an epe poem. And the entics 
pic poem is the greatest work human nature is 
4 


. Some gentle James, &c.1 Wilson telle us that 
Jaincea the first, took upon himself to teach the 
ne to Car, earl of Somerset; and that Gondomar, 
hambassador, would apenk false Latin to him, 
‘to give hit the pleasore of correcting it, whereby 
thimeelf into bis good graces, 

at prince was the fisst who assumed the title of 
rjeatv, which his loval clergy trnusferred from 
©The principles of passive obedience and non- 
rays the nuthor of the Dis-ertation on Parties, | 


which before hia tine hud skulked, perhaps in| 
2C 


401 
To stick the doctor’s chair into the throne, 
Give law to words, or war with words alone. 
Senates and courts with Greek and Latin rule, 
And turn the council to a grammar-schiool ! 180 


For sure, if Dulness sees a grateful day, 

"Tis in the shade of arbitrary sway. 

O! if my sons may learn one earthly thing, 

Teach but that one sufficient for a king ; 

That which my priests, and mine alone, maintain, 

Which, as it dies, or lives, we fall, or reign: 

May you, my Cam, and Isis, preach it long, 

“ The right divine of kings to govern wrong.’’’ 
Prompt at the call, around the goddess roll 

Broad hats, and hoods, and caps, a sable shoal: 190 

Thick and more thick the black blockade extends, 

A hundred head of Aristotle's friends. 

Nor wert thou, Isis! wanting to the day, 

(Though Christ-church long kept prudishly away.] 

Each staunch polemic, stubborn as a rock, 

Each fierce logician, still expelling Locke, 

Came whip and spur, and dash'd through thin and 

thick 

On German Crouzaz, and Dutch Burgersdyck. 

As many quit the streams that murmuring fall 

To lull the sons of Margaret and Clare-hall, 

Where Bentley late tempestuous wont to sport 

In troubled waters, but now sleepe in port. 
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some old homily, were talked, written, and preached into 
vogue in that inglorious reign.’ 

fer. 194. Though Chrat-church, &e.) This line ia doubt- 
less spurious, and foisted in by the impertinence of the edi- 
tor; aad accordingly we have put it in between hooks. For 
1 aftirm this college catne a» carly as any other, by its pro- 
per deputies; nor did any college pay homuge to Dulness in 
its whole body. Benti. 

Ver. 196. Sull expelling Locke.) In the year 1703 there 
was a mevting of the heads of the University of Oxford, to 
censure Mr. focke's Essay oo Hunan Understanding, and 
tu forbid the reading of it. See hia Letters an the last ouition. 

Ver. 198. On German Crouzaz, and Dutch purgersdyek ἢ 
There seema to be aa improbability that the ductore 
heads of houses shou'd ride on hurseback, whu of Jate da 
being gouly or unwieldy, bave kept their cuaches. But 
these are herses of great strength, and fit to carry any 
weight, as their German and Dutch extruction may mani- 
feat; and very famous we may conclude, being honoured 
with names, aa were the horses Pegasus and Bucephalus. 

Seridl. 

Though I have the greatest deference to the penctration 
of this eminent echoliast, and must own that nothing can be 
more natural than his snterpretation, or juster {δὲ that rule 
of criticism, which directs us to keep the literal sense, when 
20 apparent absurdity accompanies it (and sure there is po 
absurdity in supposing a logician on horseback,) yet still 1 
must needs think the hackueys here celebrated were not real 
horses, nor even Centaurs, which, for the suke of the learn- 
ed Chiron, 1 should rather be inclined to think, if [ were 
forced to find them four legs, but downright plain men, 
though logicians: and only thus metamorphos ἡ by a rule 
of thetoric, of which Cardinal Perron gives us an exemple, 
where he calls Clavius, U'n esprit pesant, lourd, sans subd- 
tilite, nt gentilrssr, un gros cheval d -illemagne.’ 

Here 1 profess to go opposite to the whale stream of com- 
mentators. [ think the poet only aimed, though awkwardly 
at an clegant Grecism in this representation; for in that laa: 
gunge the word ᾿έπσσος (horse) was often prefixed to others, 
to denote greatness of atrength; as ππιλαπαδῆν, ἐπ595 
γλωσσον, ἱππομαραόρον, and particularly WIIOr NG MON, 
A great connoisseur, Which comes nearest to the care in 
hand. Scip. Maff. 

Ver. 199. Thestreams.) The river Cam, running by the 
walla of these colleges, which are particularly !amous for 
their skill in disputation. 

Ver. 22. Sleeps ὦ port,) Viz. ‘Now retired into har- 
bour, afier the tumpests that had long agitated hie society.’ 
So Scriblerug. But the learned Scipio Maffei understands it 
of'a certain wind called Port, fram Oparta, a city o€ Ror 
gal, of which thie professor invited hun to drinks aoundantls, 


Bcip. Maff. De Compotationbus Academics. (Ana \o the 
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Before t2.6m march‘d that awfzi Aristarch : : For me, wha: Virg.l, Piiny may deny 

Plow 'd was bes front with many a ceep remark : i Minu.us or Sui.nzs shai] supo'y: 

His hat, wh.ch wever vai'd to human prde, "For Asie phrase τὰ Phaco let them seek, 

Walker w.th revereace touk, ard lad aside, εἶ poach in S.:das for anlceas'd Greek. 

Low bow'd the rest: he, hingiy, é.¢ but nod: In aacient senee J any needs will deal, 

So upright quakers pease bo) man aud God. | Be sure I give toem fragmenis, nota meal; Ὁ 
© Mistress)! diimues that rabble from vour throne : για Gelivis or Stubeus hash'd before, 

Αννα iv Ari-tarchua τοὶ unknown ἢ 210 Or chew'd ty bind o'd scholiasts o'er and o'e, 
The m.ghty πολι] δεῖ, vw Lose enweaned pains The crit.c eye, that microscope of wit, 

Made Horace dull, and Leimbled Milton's strains, = | News hs rs and pores, examines bit by bat: 

Turn what they will to verse, their toil is vain, How pans relate to parts, or they to whole, 
Critics like me shal] make it prose again. . Tue boy's harmony, the beaming soul, 

Koman and Greek grammarians ἢ know your better ;! Are things wh:ch Kuster, Burnham, Wasee shall we 
Author of something yet more great than letter; Wien inas’s whole frame is obvious to a flea 
While towering our your alph:.bet, uke Saul, * Ah th/nk rot, mistress ! more true dalness les 
Stands our cigammma, and οἷ προ them all. In foily’s cap, than w.sdom's grave disguise, %&# 
Tis trac, on words is still our whole debate, Like biovs, that never sink into the flood, 
Disputes of Me or Te, of Aut or At 220 On learning’s wurfice we but [:6 and nod: 

To sound or s:nk in cano O or A, ‘Thine is the genuine head of many a douse, 

Or give up Cicero to C or Κα, And much divinity without a N:: ;. 

Let Freind atlect to speak as Terence spoke, Nor cou:d a Barrow work on every block, 

And Alsop never but like Horace joke : Nor kas one Atterbury spoil’d the flock. 


See ! et:]i thy own, the heavy cannon roll, 
And metaphysic smokes involve the pole ; 
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_ ΝΞ For these we dim the eyes, and stuff the head 
King's ἐν cote Horace}. the sagacious annotator on Dr.) With all such reading as was never read: ® 

ings advice to Hurace.j “ ἐδ ᾿ ἊΣ 

Ver. 910, Armtarchus.) A famous commentator ar). For thee explain a thing til all men doubt it, 
content vu! Hoven whime ae has been frequentty used And write about it, goddess, and about it: 

egaity a Complete critic. 16 compliment paid by our! © . bow ‘ 
author ty this eminent professor, in applying lu him Fo great | “0 Epins the siik-worm amall its slender store, 
ἃ nine, wae the reawoo that be hath omitted τὸ comment on} And labours G2 it clouds itself all o'er. 


this part which coptaing his own praises. We shall, there-: What though we let some better sort of fool 


fore, supely that lows to our best ability. Serill. : τον EC) . 3 
Ver 214. Critica hke πιρ-Ὁ  Alluding to two famous Thrid every science, run through every school 


editions uf Hermes aud Mitan; whose richest veins of poe: : Never by tumbler throuzh the hoops was shown 
try he had prodigwly reduced to the poorest and most b--/ Such skill in passing all, and touching none. 


gathy prose.--Vi civ the learned scholipst is grievously min- : : τῷ αἱ 
taken. Asietsrehis κα no! beating bere of the wonders of He may indeed (if sober all this time) 


bis art in ἀρ ἢ απ αὶ the subiime; but of the usefulness of | Plague with dispute, or persecute with rhyme. 
it, in reducing the torgid te ite proper class; the wards! We only furnish what he cannot use 

‘make it prone again.” pinialy showing that prose it was. O ΜΝ . ὮΝ , . 

though arhamed of its original, and therefore to prose it} VF wed to what he must divorce, a muse ; 

should return. Indeed, much it in to be lamented that Dul-| Full in the midst of Euclid dip at once, 

ners doth not confine her critics to this useful task: and And petrify a genius to a dunce: 

commirsion them tu dismount what Aristophanes ecalis| 7 P y age . ᾿ 

Paya?’ sracsaus: a, all prose on horse-back. Servbl. Or, sct on metaphysic ground to prance, 
μ ver Are Author of momething yet more great than Jet- | Show all his paces, not a step advance. 

1] Alluding to those granmarians, such as Palamedes| yw; : : ἱ 
and Simourtes, who invented single letters. But Aristar- With the same cement, ever sure to bind, 
chua, whu tad found gut a double one, was therefore wor- | We bring to one dead level every mind ; 
thy οἵ double honour. ; ᾿ εἐἶτογιι!. Then take him to develope, if you can, 

er. 217, 218. ile towering o’er your alphabet, like 
Raul.—Stunda. our digamma,] "Allndes to the bonated And hew the block off, and get out the man. zn 
restoration of the Aolte digamina, in his long pro‘ected edi- | But wherefore waste I words ? I sce advance 
tien of Homer. He calle it something more than Setter, from] Whore, pupil, and lac'd governor, from France. 
the enormous fignre it would make among the other letters, 
besng one camimna, set upon the shoulders of another. 

Ver, 220, OF Mu or Te.) It wae a serious dispnte, about REMARKS. . 
which the learned wero much divided, and rome treatises | had it in their choice to cominent cither on Virgil or Mast 
written: had at been about mean aud Cvum it could not be | lius, Pliny of Souians, have chosen the worse gutbor, U 
more contested, than whether at the end of the first Ode of | mare freely te display their critical capacity. 

Horace, to tend, Me doctarum hedrre promia frontium,| Ver. 22", &e. Suidan, Gellius, Διο πα | The first 
οἱ 7: doctarum hedéra—Ry this the learned scholiast would | dictionary-writer, a collector of impertinent fuets end be 
seem to insinnite that the dispute was not about meum and | barous worda; the eecend a miunte cite; the third east 
tuum, which ida mistake: for ae ἃ venerable enge obsery- | thor, who gave his common plaice beak to the public, He 
eth, words are the counters of wise men, but the money of | we happen to find much mineemeat of old books. 
fools ; 60 that we see their property was indeed concerned. Ver. 945, 26. Barrow, Atterbury.) Eaase Barrow, Bt 
Scribl. |ter of Trinity, Francis Atterbury, dean of Christ chee 
Ver. 222. Or give up Cicero to C or K.) Grammatica® | both erent genioses and eloquent preachers; one more eo 
disputes abont the manner of pronouncing Cicero‘s name in| versant in the enblinie geometry, the other in classical leat 
Geeek. [εἰν ὦ dspute whother ia Latin the name of Her- | ing; but who equally made it their care to advance the f 
mnagorna should end in ax ora. Quiotilian quotes Cicero asl lite arta in their severtl socictior, ; 
writing it, Hennagorn, which Bentley rejects, and saya,| Ver. 72. Laced governor.] Why laced? Because μα 
Quianlian must be mistaken, Cieero could not write it so,] and silver are necessary trimming to denote the dress 
and that in this case be would not beLeve Ciera himself. | person of rank, and the governor mast he supped 10. 
Phese are don very words: Fao rera Cicrronem tta Scrip | foreign countries, to be a-linitted into courts anid other pla 
eisse me Crecront quidem atirmantt crediderim.—Epist. ad | of fair recepnon. But how comes Aristarehun to keew! 
ANlt. in te. Frag. Menoni. ct Phil, aight that thi zovernor came from France? Kaow! Wh 

Ver. SM Peind—Alaon.] Dr. Robert Freind, mas-| by the Ineed eat. 
fer of Wearminstor reboo!, and canon of Chriat-ehureh— “Ana. Whore, pani, and lneed governor.! Rome crax 
Dr Anheny Visop. a hapoy imitator of the Horanian atyle [Wave objected νὰ the ander here, being of apinian thal tb 

Ver. 226. Manihius and Sulinus.] Bome critica having | governor should lave the precedence before the whale, | 
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our hat'—nor more he deign'd to say, 

aw Ajax’ epectre strode away. 

id at once a gay ombroider'd race, 

ng push'd the pedante off the place : 

1d have spoken, but the voico was drown'd. 

anch-hora or by the opening hou. 

ame forward with an easy mien, 

vw St, James's and the queen. 

ath’ attendant orator begun : 

“e, great empress! thy accomplish'd son ; 

a the birth, and sacred from the rod, 

ws infant ! never scar'd with God, 

aw, one by one, his virtues wako ; 

or bege'd the blessing of a rake. 

st that ripeness, which #0 soon began, 

490 soon, he ne'er was boy nor mn. 

chool and college, thy kind clouds o'ercast, 
neeen the young ἄδποαν past : 290 
ursting glorious, all at once let down, 

ith his giddy larum half the town. 
en, o'er seas and lands he flew ; 
saw, and Europe saw him too. 

chy gifts and graces we display, 

y thou, directing all our way : 

the Seine, obsequious as she runs, 
reat Bourbon's ἔδει her silken sons ; 
now no longer Roman, rolls, 

Jian ant, Italian souls ; 

convents, bosom’d deep in vines, 
mber abbots, purple as their wines : 
C fragrance, lily-silver'd vales, 
anguor in the panting gales 
ringing, or of dancing slaves, 

pering woods, and lute resounding waves ; 
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be popil. But were he a0 placed, it might be 
tthe governor edt pupae 


rt 


‘nw in tho presence, 40 offensive to all serious 
‘rane more than the goad Seriblorus. 
‘The attendant ὁ 


1 The governor shore 
poet gives lun no particular aame: being va- 
esune, to offend of to do injustica to any, by 
fone tly with whom this character agro 

ually deservo it. ᾿ 
int seated wii 
Be 


anda any σοὶ 
inform 


The blessiog of a ταῖς.) feriblerus is hero 
"ἃ out what hould be. ‘He 
ted! to imagine it might be the mar- 
‘wut thia again, for the vulgarity of it. 
1s something anconinon seemed to be prayed! 
ter many steno all to the he 
fair arn, he at reste in thin, thal it wns 
ὁ πόδα pase for a wit: in which opinien lie for” 
© by ver. 316, whero the orator, speaking of bis 
hat be 
sued with glory, and with epirit whored, 


inuate that ber prayer wens heard. Hero 
‘olin ag ined, evry wher ele, Hy ope 
ἃ οἵ modern criticism, while he makes his avn 
Πα poetical expresso old open the door to 


03 
But chief her shrine where naked Venus keeps, 
And Cupids rile the lion of the deeps ; 
Where, eased of tleets, the Adriatic main 
Watts the smooth eunuch and enamour'd swain, 310 
Led by my hand, he saunter'd Furope round, 
And guther'd every vice on Cliristian ground ; 
Saw every court, heard every king declare 
His royal sense of operas or the fair; 
The stows and palace equally explored, 
Intrigued with glory, and with spirit whored; 
Tried all hors daueres, ull ligurure defined, 
Judicious drank, and greatly daring dined ; 
Dropp'd the dull lumber of the Latin store, 
Spoil'd his own language, and acquired no more; 320 
All classic learning lost on classic ground ; 
‘And last turn'd air, the echo of a sound ; 
Nee now, half-cured, and perfectly well-bred, 
With nothing but a solo in his head ; 
As much estate, and principle, and wit, 
‘As Jansen, Fleetwood, Cibber shall think ft; 
‘Stolen from a duel, follow'd by a nun, 
‘And if'a borough choose him, not undone: 
See, to my country happy I restore 
This glorious youth, and add one Venus more. 
Her too receive (for her my sou! adores,) 
So may the sons of sons of sons of whores 
Prop thine, O empress! like each neighbour throne, 
And make a long posterity thy own. 

Pleased, she accepts the hero and the dame, 
Wraps in her veil, and frees from sense of shame. 
‘Phen look’d, and «aw a lazy, lolling sort, 
Unseen at chureh, at scuate, of at court, 

Of ever-lstless loiterers, that attend 

No cause, no trust, no duty, and no friend, 
Thee ton, my Paridel! she mark'd thee there, 
Stretch’d on the rack of a too easy chair, 
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much erudition and learned conjecture: the blessing of & 
rake signifying uo more than thut he might be n ruke; the 
effects wa thing for ths thing ieelf, αὶ coramon figure, ‘The 
Jeurefal mother onl wished hur eon might be a rake, ox wall 
Knowing that it aitendant blessings would follow of course. 
fer... But chief, ee.) "Tlceo wa lines, i their force 
ef wingers and colouring, emulato aad equal the peoci of 

Vor, 08. And Cupi the deopa:) ‘The 
Winged uns the anne ut public, heretofore 
The mnst considera 


ido the fion of 
% Thi 


ary wind αν 
la in is 
ney Read bald 
tautology! Read holdly ax 
‘which is enough of conwcienre forsuch ἃ head x hay 
ite Taatine Bentl. 
‘Jansen, Fleetwood, Cibber.] ‘Three very emi 
persons, ull managers of playa: who, though not go~ 
[verors ly protexinn, tind, eneh in hia way, enucerned them 
selves in the eduration of youth ; βοᾷ regulated their wits, 
their morals, or their Guaaces, nt that period of their age 
whieh ia the most important, their entronre into the polite 
inlenta fur this end, weg 


solo? Why, 
be way thing ela: 7 Palpabl 


world, Of the Inst of these, and 
ΒΚ i, ver. I! 

‘Ver. ἈΠ]. Her too rereive, &e.)_ This confirms what the 
sarneid Scribl ie note an ver. 273, that the 


overont, πᾷ well aa the pup 
this Indy. 

Ver. 341. ‘Thee too, my Paridel!] "The poet seme ἰὼ 
speak of this young gentleman with great affection. ΤΌΘ 
nove ix tuken from Spenser, who wives it to ἃ wandering 
courily quire, tliat travelled about Gor Whe STE TeRAe NOR, 


linda particular interest in 


which many young “squires ace pow fond of wae, eA, 
Jeapocially to Paris, 
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As heard she ener ἀπὲ ng vist eoniess 
The witect penal κα ὦ ἀμέτε σὰν 


Phat beg gas ΟΠ Ν sed 


Sie pete: 


Berio 


Atos ἐν ἔν sere wore et Ward, 


"fe UW el ΥΣ head, 
πο πελταστὰς πος ein Poa bet cas bamd, 

F:. done his cours, 

Cane ering wean, faa where Puino dines. 


39] 


- iJ 
rh gs ers, ΤΌΣ 


So'tactie wily doy bs een ΤῺ cre Ὡς 
Wire ak On sont Danae Che empl sheen, 
Walk ΤΡ ΚΣ ated Στὴν Low pry oz here, now there, 
So hes bat pau, wiieperd Det tus prayer: 


“(γον qeaeogg eg jess! epantine = ite cheat: 


Ο πιὶν tivelond 0} over τὰ τς τὶ : 
Thy checerms: ts op Us aeseinva shed, 


But po τ ἢν πὶ {τῶν se ton the neide Lead, 
δ shalieich youth, ΙΝ ny ΣΟΥ 
Με: ate αν ἀρ [ΠΟ Ἰ ΣΟΥ τ coe: 
Thro τα Τρ ἢ δα θη heat tle Acleiag fawd, 
Ἀγ ἢν Co ter gods, and mortil, Ὁ} δὰ owl: 
Now seen Wess, naw a Cerone clear, 

Nay, Mutomet Sthe peeon at ne: ear: 


And bes ih. Dare , thatch be house be sold; 
To heal s Phate das far bride postpone, 
Honeur ss Syrian priace above his own; 
[τὴ of an Othe, ofl vouch it trie ; 
Blessdinane Niger, ἢ he knows of two.’ 
Mantas @erheard him: Mrumii:s, fool-renown'd, | 
Who Like las Cheops εἴτα above the around, 
Fierce as adder, swell'd and sad, 
Rattiing an ancient »3?ram at his head: 
‘Speak’st thon of Syrian princes ? ‘Traitor base ! 
Mine, goddess! mine is all the botned race. 


—- 
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. 4 
δε γα ἢ μὲ anes? Moss, Thesgh cot in gold, 


POPE'S POETICAL WORKS. 


Toe. ne bo wonto mass ther τα το rise: 
Pris vat Se αὐ κει ye fa ele Sein, Wie ae Whee 
Move coc ous set, from Gartarea ards te kees, 
Whi Slee sere chased Sim up the @ ep, 
Preactarcht ls Hermes. ood ἃ vinelw buig, 
the Gree.an gold 

Re ie euch dem -rec. wih porg eve, 
Denon bis entra sl] revered them thom; 
Do πε then shrouded anthat ising shone, 
And at ther se. ond Srh, they issue miu. 

"Witness, am at Ainmon! by whose borns I swore, 
Rela ἢ κοὐ Annus, ‘th < our paunch before 
Stull boars them fithf Ls aud that thus I eat, 
Ito refined tre preedaly woth the meat. 
To prove me. geddess " clear of ail design, 


a. 


Poa Liew δὲ σε αὐ fe een αὶ 


κοι 


(Pde with Posie sip, 88 weil as dine: 


There ali the τὸ τα shail at the labour sind, 
And Pte sz’ os dead bss sot, obstetric hand." 

The rode ss, smug. soem'd to give consent; 
So back to Polo, band in band they went, 

Then tick as loc ists blackening all th: ground, 
A tribe with weeds and shells fantastic crown'd, 
Ech with some wondrous wifi ipproach’d the power, 
A nesta toad, # Sings, ar a Hower, 400 


Bat dir the focomos!, two, with earnest zeal, 


And aspect .rden, to the throne anpeal, 
The tirst t.as open’d: ‘Hear Quy suppliants eall, 


370 Great queen, and coummoa mother of ns all! 


Fair from its humble bed [ rear'd this dower, 
Suckled, and cheer'd, with air, and sun, and shower: 
Nott on the paper ratF its leaves ἃ spread, 

Becht with the aided lritton tipp d his head; 


IThen throne in g'ase and named it Caroline: 


Fach anid ered, Charinvng! and each youth, Disine! 
Did nature's peneii ever blend such raya, 410 
Such varied τῆ in one promiscuous blaze? 
Now prostrve! dead ! beheld that Caroline : 


Ver. 347. Annis.) ‘Pie nase taken fron Anning the | No maid cries, Charming ' and no youth, Divine! 


mowk of Viterkas. Pacer lor apy run sie: <td τε τὶν x 
οἵ ubeinat πα τ ρῖν god discriplinies, which he wee| 
prompted to diy mere vanity: but our Aoaiue bad a mor | 
substantial motive, 

Ver. bet. Atacand Ceccops.) The first king of Athen- 
of whe itis bard to suppose: any coma are extant; but nut 
80 dn probable as what follows, that there shoud be any of 
Mahomet, who forbade all toeges: nod the etory of whose 
pigeon Wan domonkish faible. Nevertheless, one of these 
Anois > made a σα Ὁ aedalof that impuator, now 
fo the οὐ αι of n legned nobledeute. 

ει. ST). Mummins.) ἜΜ κι anme i not merely an adlu- 
sion to the ΜῈ ΣΝ he was ss food of, but probably refer 
red to the Romana genecal of that tame, who burned Co- 
rioth, ain! count ted Ue: corions stities to the eaptain of a 
ghig, aedurang bit, Sthat al they were lest or broken, he 
shoul procure others ty be ade in their stead) by whieh 
"μενα! beem (whatever may be preteuded) that Mummius 
Whine virtliono,. 

hid, Fool renawn'd,) A compound epithet in the Greek 
marner, renowned by fool or ronowned for making fouls, 

Vee ἢν, Cheops. A hing of σι whoee body was 
rertainty tobe known, as being buned idons on hit pyramid, 
maddox therefore more Κι πο than any of the C'eopatras. 
Μὴ τον mum, bong stolen by a wild Arah, waa pur- 
Chased by the σου» ἢ} αὖ Uexandria, aed teonsmitedd to the 
moscainial Maen: for μι οὐ οὐ which he brings a pox 
wave i δὲ τη γὴν Travels, where that accurate nad earned 
voyager a-sures us that he eas the sepuehre empty, whieh 
ages oxaethy, sath he, with the time of the theft: abave- 
τι}. ὑπ... Wut he omits to οὔ. ον that Herodotus tells 
the saine thing of it in his time. 

Ver STS. Speak"st then of δῖα τίμα princes? &e.] The 
@trarge story following, which may be tuken fora fietion of 
the poet, ia jositied by a true relation in Spout Voyages 
Vaillant (who wrote the History of the Svriin kings ae 11 1Ὲ 


: 
to be form) ΟἹ meca's) coming fiom the Levant, where be, 


And lo the wretch ! whose vile, whose insect lust 
Laid this σαν danghter of the spring in dust. 
Oh punish him, or to the Elysian shades 
Dismiss my soul, where no carnation fades " 
He ceased, and wept. With innocence of mics, 
The acensed stood forth, and thus address‘d the queet: 
*Of all the enamell'd race, whose gilvery wing 1 
Waves to the tepid zephyrs of the spring, 
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inct two physicians, af who he demanded arsistanee, Oat 
advised purgations, the ὦ] θὲ vomits. ἴα thes ace uay 
ho took nether, bat pussard hia way to Lyons, whee be 
found Iie ancient fread the Gunons phymaecian aed ansnpasry 
Dufour, fo whan he related fas adventure. Thsfane, with 
out staying to inquire about the uneasy svrentona of the 
burthen he eurricd, first oxked hing whether the 2adals 
were of the higher empire? He assured feu they were 
Du’our wos ravished wath the leepe of peoeaersine sve Γυ δ 
treasure: he bargarned woh him eu iho spot tor the πο 
vided ee! then sad wae te recover tle nia bos OWN ΟΝ μμηθθ. 

Ver dea. Witness great Ammen!) Jupiter Ameo 
Called to witness, ea the father of Aboy under, ta when these 
kings sucecededl in the division of the Mi icedsnian cinpitty 
and whore barns uicy wore on their medals, 

Ver 04. Dougie.) A physica οὐ great learning aad 
no lex taste) above all, enrion. no what retated to Huraes, 
of whem be collected every cdino.s, transtatim, aud com 
ment, to the pier ber of zecerib hur dred vetunmea 

Ver 40... And named t Caroine:] [tis a compliment 
whieh the florists usnatly pay ty princes aud great persom 
hoeve ther names to the test comes fiuwe-a of et 
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ong the fluid atmoephere, 

st shined this child of heat and air. 
arted from its vernal bower 

ime, and chased from flower to flower. 
»w'd; now in hope, now pain ; 
stopp’d ; it moved, I moved again. 

d, ‘twas on what plant it pleased, 

t fix’d, the beauteous bird I seized; 430 
lation was below my care; 

ddess ! only in my sphere. 

ed fact without disguise, 

ι6 it, need but show the prize ; 

3 this paper olfcrs to your eye, 

Jeath ! thia peerless butterfly.’ 

” ghe answer'd, ‘both have done your 


oth, and long promote our arts. 
iother, when she recommends 
ernal care our sleeping friends. 440 
1 soul, of Ileaven’s more frugal make, 
» keep fools pert and knaves awake ; 
atchman, that just gives a knock, 
pur rest to tell us what's a clock. 
: object every brain is stirr’d ; 

y waken to a humming-bird ; 
cluse, discreetly open’d, find 

atter in the cockle kind ; 
metaphysics at a loss, 
‘in a wilderness of moss ; 

at turns at superlunar things, 

a tail, may steer on Wilkins’ wings. 
d the sons of men once think their eyes 
given them but to study flies ! 
n some partial narrow shape, 
wuthor of the whole escape ; 

trifle ; or, who most observe, 
it their Maker, not to serve.’ 

ny task,’ replies a gloomy clerk, 

» mystery, yet divinely dark ; 

s hope aspires to see the day 

| evidence shall quite decay, 
implicit faith, and holy lies, 

npose, and fond to doginatize : 
creep by timid steps and slow, 
verience jay foundations low, 

sense to common knowledge bred, 
nature’s Cause through nature led. 
: thy mista, we want no guide, 
rrogance, and source of pride! 

ke the high priort road, 

downward till we doubt of God ; 
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Wilkins’ wings.] One of the first projectora 
Society, who, stmong many enlareed and ose- 
itertained the extravagant hope of a possibility 
noon; which his put some volatile geniusce 
wings for that purpose. 

When mornl evidence shall quite decay.) 
ridhenlous and absurd way of some mathema- 
sulatiog the gradual decay of moral evidence 
eal proportions: according to which caleula- 
fifty yenre it will he no longer probable that 
waa in (Σ τ}, or died in the sennte-house. See 
ogiz Chriatianm Principia Mathematica. But, 
‘ident, that facts of a thoueand years old, for 
now af probable aa they were five hundred 
is plain, that if in fifty more they quite disap- 
be owing, vot to their argumenta, but to the 
power of our goddess; for whose help, there- 
Ὃ reason to pray. 


Make nature still encroach upon his plan, 

And shove him off as far as e’er we can: 

Thrust some mechanic cause into his place, 

Or bind in matter, or diffuse in space. 

Or, at one bound, o’erleaping all his laws, 

Make God man’s image, man the final cause: 

Find virtue local, all relation scorn, 

See all in self, and but for self be born: 

Of nought so certain as our reason still, 

Of nought so doubtful as of soul and will. 

Oh hide the God still more! and make us see 

Such as Lucretius drew, a god like thee : 

Wrapp’d up in self, a god without a thought, 

Regardless of our merit or default. 

Or that bright image to our fancy draw 

Which Theocles in raptured visions saw 

Wild through poetic scenes the genius roves, 

Or wanders wild in academic groves ; 

That nature our society adores, 

Where Tindal dictates, and Silenus snores.’ 
Roused at his name up rose the bowzy sire, 

And shook from out his pipe the seeds of fire; 

Then snapp’d his box, and stroked his belly down, 

Rosy and reverend, though without a gown. 

Bland and familiar to the throne he came, 

Led up the youth, and call'd the goddess dame. 
hen thus: ‘ From priestcraft happily eset free, 

Lo! every finish'd son returns to thee : 

First, slave to words, then, vassal to a name, 

Then, dupe to party ; child and man the same; 

Bounded by nature, narrow’d still by art, 

A trifling head, and a contracted heart. 

Thus bred, thus taught, how many have I seen, 

Smiling on all, and smiled on by a queen! 

Mark’d out for honours, honour’'d for their birth, 

To thee the most rebellious things on earth : 
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Ver. 492. Where Tindal dictates, and Silenvus snores.) 
It cannot be denied but that this fine stroke of satire against 
atheism was well intended. But how must the reader smile 
at our suthor's officious zeal, when he is told, that at the 
time this was written, you might as soun have found a wolf 
in England as an atheist 1 The truth ia, the whole apecies 
was exterminated. There is a trifling difference, indeed, 
concerning the author of the achievement. Some, as Dr. 
Ashenburst, gave it to Bentley's Boylean Lectures. And 
he so well convinced that great man of the truth, that 
wherever afterwards he found atheist, ho always read it 
A theist. But, in spite of a claim so well made out, others 
gave the honour of this exploit to a later Boylean lecturer. 
A judicious apologist fur Dr. Clarke against Mr. Whiston, 
says, with no less elegance than positivencss of expression, 
‘Tt ia a most certain truth, that the Demonstration of the 
Being and Attributes of God, has extirpated and banizhed 
atheism out of the Christian world, p. Ie. It ia much to be 
lamented, that the clearest truths have «till their dark side. 
IIere we see it becomes a doubt which of the two Hercules’ 
was the monster-queller. But what of that? Since the 
thing is done, and the proof of it so certain, there is no 005 
casion for so nice a canvassing of circumatanceen.  Seribl. 

Ver. 492. Silenus.) Silenus was an Epicurean philoso- 
pher, as appears from Virgil, Eclog. vi. where he sings the 
principles of that philosophy in his drink. 

Ver. SOL. First alave to words, &c.] A recapitulation 
of the whole course of modern education described in this 
book, which confines youth to the study of words only in 
schools; subjects them to the authority of systems in the 
universities ; and deludes them with the names of party dis- 
tinctiona in the world; all equally concurring to narrow the 
understanding, and establish slavery and error in literature, 
philosophy, and politica. The whole finished in modern 
free-thinking: the completion of whatever is vain, wrong, 
and destructive to the bappiness of mankind; as it eesta- 
blishes self-love for the sole principle of action. 

Ver. 506. Smiled on by aqueen’ Le. This queena 
goddess of Dulness. 
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w-worm, or virtu profess, 
dignity of F. R. 8. 
free-masons, join the sileat race 
U Pythagoras's place : 
sta, or florists at the least, 
bers of an annual feast. 
γε meanest unregarded : one 
orian, one a Gormogon : 

least in honour or applause, 
imade Doctor of her laws. 
sing all, ‘ Go, children of my care, 
ow from theory repair. 
nands are easy, short, and full : 
5 proud, be selfish, and be dull. 
‘erogative, assert my throne ; 
finns each privilege your own. 
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lie forgotten, when their rare modesty would 
Aunties” Let us na, thertore, orergok 
hich have been dove her caure, by one Mr.) 
irda, ἃ gentler hes plenseid ta call him 
fut in reali, a Remtemen nly of 

or, to apeak bitn betty in ta language 
vrs te auch mushrocie,& envlomaof 
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arsal, and. wit 
| nature and politeness of Calibas in the Te 
happily finishes! the Dunce's progress in ps 
For a libelter ia nothing but a Grub-sireet 


10 Dulness of thes gentlemen of the Dun- 
gue atu his friends, who oro all gentlemen, 
sd much azaine ua for reAloctiow his bittl in 
lermnn of the last editinn,’ which we ho’ 
nat his Wrth, but his adoplinn only: αὶ 
become gentleman of the! 
inca gentlevieti, thi, αι 
τ to sieeiney tht Mr. ΤΊ, 
bo Mr. 71 
by tho Mu 


than that he 


sin of feathers, and a heart of lend. 
extonde much farther than to the person who 
anil takes in tho whole species of those. on 
eleration {to δὲ them fer some μερί and) 
sion) has beea bestowed in vain. ‘That worth- 


‘ luiterorn, that attend 
trust, no duty, and no (rien: 


p free-masons, jojn the silent race.) 
‘ee a very patticilay eencern for 
ute provided, tliat in ease they 
Yor azn (as was before pfrjposel) 10:9 Bus 
cork! set at ret thy ‘bn made free 
δ΄ tacitnénity ia the only e2svntiat qualifica 
ln elif af the discipies of Peihaz0r 
τ τῆ πὶ Gortnngt ο 
row'e of the frev-tn τσοὶ 
yonr own, fcr.) ‘This speech 
at parting, spay possibly fall short 
pctation : who may im zins: the oddone 
harge of more conke-jinne, ary fiom 
ae delivered, incite tui to the pene 
than to perronate| 


2 by thei 
eas (even 
he poet, Lam permuaded, will be jaslitied, and 


"The cap and ewitch bo snered to his grace; 

With staff and pumps the marquis leads the race; 

[From stage to stago the licensed earl may run, 

Pair'd with his fellow-charioteer the sun. 

‘The learned baron butterflies design, 

(Or draw to silk Arachne’s eubtile lin 

The judge to dance his brother sergeant call, 

The wenator at cricket urge the ball; 

The bishop stew (pontific luxury! 

‘A hundred souls of turkeys in a pie; 

‘The aurdy "squire to Gallic masters stoop, 

‘And drown his lands and manors in a soup. 

‘Others import yet nobler arts from France, 

‘Teach kings to fiddle, and make scnates dance. 

Perhaps more high some daring son may soar, 

Proud to my list to add one monarch more. 

And, vobly conscious, princes are but things 

Born for first ministers, as slaves for kings, 

‘Tyrant supreme ! shall threo estatea command, 

And make one mighty Dunciad of the land” 
‘More she had spoke, but yawn'd—Alll nature nods: 

‘What mortal can resist the yawn of gods? 

Churches and chapels instantly it reach'd τ 

(St. James's first, for leaden G— preach’d:) 

‘Then catch'd the schools; the Hall scarce kept 

awake; 
‘The convocation gaped, but could not speak: 610 
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Ver. 585. ‘Tho cap and switch, &e.] ‘The goddess’ po- 
ialanee of favour, in the distribution of her rewards, 
deserves our botice. Tt car ith thore bo 


nd hangman. 
at erhomes of efor: 


action, wh 
onnee δα Minersa 

eed, rom ἃ very singular 

this dows, with a great yawn; but we 


ing 10 rep, tho 
I, snuich more hard, 
μή τεῦ, τ mabelae, and not totally put to sence even by the 
fovlderte ‘Then the convocation, which thongh extremely. 
fiosirous to apeak, yet cannot, He house 


vonlsy whece, thy 


tons tty ealled the renee of the lot (i 
degree, 
tary, could not but cause some relaxation, 


xed that these worthy persons, ia \licit weveral 
auch as ean be expected from hem. 


Shy shapended) during the yawn ; (Fae be i" fiom our author 
ng an Jp 
{or the time, in all public affairs. ‘Seribl. 


Fat ould oot ny onace) but it apt 
“which, thongh 
‘Var. 610,’ The convocation gaped, bat could not speak] 
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Lost waa the nation’s sense, nor could be found, 
While the long solemn unison went round : 
Wide, and more wide, it spread o’er all the realm, 
E’en Palinurus nodded at the helm ; 
The vapour mild o’er euch committee crept ; 
Untinish'd treaties in each office slept ; 
Aud chiefless armies dozed out the campaign ! 
And navies yawn'd for orders on the main. 

O muse! relate (for you can tell alone, 
Wits have short memories, and dunces none) 
Relate who first, who Jast resign’d to rest ; 


Refore her, fancy's gilded clouds decay, 

And all its varying rainbows die away. 

Wit shoots in vain his momentary fires, 

The meteor drops, and in a flash expires. 

As one by one, at dread Medea’s strain, 

The sickening stars fade off the cthereal plain; 
Ae Argus’ eyes, by Hermes’ wind oppress’, 
Closed one by one to everlasting rest ; 

Thus at her felt approach, and secret might, 


620} Art after art goes out, and all is night: ( 


See skulking truth to her old cavern fled, 


Whose heads she partly, whose completely bless’d: | Mountains of casuistry heap'd o'er her head! 


What charms could faction, what ambition lull, 
The venal quiet, and entrance the dull ; 


Philosophy, that lean‘d on Heaven before, 
Shrinks to her second cause, and is no more. 


‘Till drown'd was sense, and shame, and right, and) Physic of metaphysic begs defence, 


wrong— 
O sing, and hush the nations with thy song! 
* * ἃ ἃ ἃ & ἃ ἃ ἃ ἃ ἃ ἃ & & 


In vain, in vain, the all-composing hour 
Resistless falls! the muse obeys the power. 
She comes! she comes! the sable throne behold 
Of night primeval, and of Chaos old ! 


REMARKS. 


Implving a great desire so to do, as the learnod scholiast on 
the place rightly observes. ‘Therefore, beware, reader, lest 
thou take this gape fur a yawn, which is attended with no 
desire but to go to rest, by nu means the disposition of the 
convocation; whose melancholy case in shurt is this: sho 
was, as is reported, infected with the general influence of the 
goddess: aud while she was yawning carelessly at her ease, 
Δ wanton courticr took hor at advantage, and in the very 
nick clapped a gag into her chops. Well, therefore, may we 
know her meaning by her gaping; and this distresaful pos- 
ture our poct here describes, just 88 she stands at this day, ἃ 
gad example of the effects οἵ Duluess and Malice, uncheck 
ed and despised. Bentl 

Ver. 615, 618. These verses wero written many years 
ae, and may be found in the state poems of that time. So 
that Scriblerus is mistaken, or whocver else have imagined 
this poem of u fresher date. 

Ver. 620. Wits havo short memories,)} This seems to 
be the reason why the pocts, when they give us acatalogue, 
constantly call for help on the muses, who, as the daughtcra 
of memor , are obliged not to forget any thing. So Homer, 


Τληϑυν 3° οὐκ ὧν ἐγὼ muincomas ονδ' ονομηνω, 
Es μη ᾽'Ολυμπιαδες Mavens, Διὸς αι γιοχοιο 
Cupar: pss, mua esas’ — 


And Virgil, Ain. VIL. 


Et meministis enim, dive, et memorare potestis: 
Ad nos vix tenuis fame perlabitur aura. 
But our poet had yet another reason for putting this task 
upon the mune, that, all besides being asleep, she only could 
relato what passed. Scribl. 
Ver. 624. Tho venal ΝΥ and, &c.}] It wore a problem 
worthy the solution of Mr. Ralph and his patron, who had 
lights that we know nothiog of, which required the greatest 
effort of our goddess's power—to entrance the dull, or to 
uiet tho venal. For though the venal may be more unrul 
than the dull, yet, on the other hand, it demands a muc 
greater expense of her virtue to ontrance than barely to 
quiet. Seribl. 
Ver. 020. She comes! she comes! ἄτα.) Here the muse, 
Jke Jove's cagle, afler a sudden stoop at ignoble gamo, 


And metaphysic calls for aid on sense! 

See mystery to mathematics fly ! 

In vain! they gaze, turn giddy, rave, and die. 
Religion, blushing, veils her sacred fires, 
And unawares morality expires. 

Nor public flame, nor private dares to shine ; 


630 Nor human spark is left, nor glimpse divine! 


Lo! thy dread empire, Chaos ! is restored ; 
Light dies before thy uncreating word: 

Thy hand, great Anarch ! lets the curtain fall 
And universal darkness buries all. 


REMARKS. 


soarcth again to the ekies. As prophecy hath ever beet 
of the chief provinces of poey, our poet here foretels 
what we feel, what we are to fear; and, in the style of ( 
prophets, hath used the future tense for the preterit; 1 
what Ire says shall be, is already to be seen i the wn 
of some even of our most adored authors, iv divinity. 
logophy, physics, metaphysics, &c. who are tuo goul 
ced, tu be named in such company. 

Ibid. The sable throne behold) The sable throm 
Night and Chaoa, here represented aa advancing ἢ ἐ 
guish the light of the sciences, in the firet place blet ou 
colours of fancy, and damp the fire of wit, before they 
ceed to their work. 

Ver. 41. Truth to her old cavern fied,) Alludir 
the saying of Democritus, that ‘ Truth lay at the buttor 
deep well, from whence he had drawn her;* though B 
says, ' He first put her in, beforo he drew her oat.’ 

Ver. 649. ligion, blushing, veils her sacred f 
Blushing as well ut the memory of the past overflow of 
ness, when the barbarous learning of so many ages 
wholly employed in corrupting the simplicity, and de 
the purity of religion, as at the view of these her false 
ports in the present; of which it would be endlcas to ree 
the particulars. However, amidst the extinction of all« 
lights, she is said anly to withdraw hers! ae hers alot 
its own nature is uncxtinguishuble and cternal. 

Ver. 650. And unawares murniity expires.) It spy 
from hence that our poct was of very difTerent scour 
from the author of the Characteriaticn, who has wrt 
formal treatise on virtue, to prove it not only real, but ὦ 
ble without the supy ort of religon. The word Cnaw 
alludes to the confidence of those men, who suppose 
morality would flourish best without it, end consequent! 
the surprise such would be in (if any such there are) * 
indeed, love virtue, and yet do all they can to rool ott 
religion of their country. 


THE 


ILIAD OF HOMER, 


TRANSLATED BY ALEXANDER POPE, ESQ. 


PREFACE. 


Homen is universally allowed to have had the|are not coldly informed of what was said or done as 
greatest invention of any writer whatever. The|from a third person; the reader is hurried out of 
praise of judgment Virgil has justly contested with|himself by the force of the poet's imagination, and 


kim, and others may have their pretensions as to par- 
ticular excellences; but his invention remains yet 
unrivalled. Nor is it a wonder if he has ever been 
acknowledged the greatest of poets, who most excel- 
Jed in that which is the very foundation of poetry. 
It is the invention that in different degrees distin- 
guishes all great geniuses: the utmost stretch of 
baman study, learning, and industry, which masters 
every thing besides, can never attain to this. It fur- 


turns in one place to a hearer, in another to a spec- 
tator. The course of his verses resembles that of the 
army he describes, 


Os δ᾽ ap" σῶν, woes τε πυρὶ χθὼν ware φεμόιτο, 


‘They pour along like a fire that sweeps the whole 
earth before it.’ It is, however, remarkable that his 
fancy which is every where vigorous, is not disco- 
vered immediately at the beginning of his poem in its 


uishes Art with all her materials, and without it Judg- | fullest splendour: it grows in the progress both upon 
ment itself can at best but steal wisely: for Art is|himself and others, and becomes on fire, like a cha- 
only like a prudent steward, that lives on managing/riot-wheel, by its own rapidity. Exact disposition, 
the riches of Nature. Whatever praises may be| just thought, correct elocution, polished numbers, 
given to works of judgment, there is not even a single | may have been found in a thousand ; but this poetic 
beauty in them to which the invention must not σοη- fire, this ‘vivida vis animi,’ in a very few. Even in 
tribute: as in the most regular gardens, Art can only|works where all those are imperfect or neglected, 
reduce the beautics of Nature to more regularity, and|this can overpower criticism, and make us admire 
@uch a figure, which the common eye may bet-jeven while we disapprove. Nay, where this appears, 


ter take in, and is therefore more entertained with. 
And perhaps the reason why common critics are in- 
elined to prefer a judicious and methodical genius to 
8 great and fruitful one, is, because they find it easier 
for themselves to pursue their observations through 
an uniform and bounded walk of Art, than to com- 
prehend the vast and various extent of Nature. 

Oar author’s work is a wild Paradise, where, if we 
-eannot see all the beauties so distinctly as in an or- 
dered garden, it is only because the number of them 
b infinitely greater. It is like a copious nursery, 
-whieh contains the seeds and first productions of 
every kind, out of which those who followed him 


though attended with absurdities, it brightens all the 
rubbish about it, till we see nothing but its own splen- 
dour. This fire is discerned in Virgil, but discerned 
as through a glass, reflected from Homer, more shi- 
ning than fierce, but every where equal and constant : 
in Lucian and Statius it bursts out in sudden, short, 
and interrupted flashes: in Milton it glows like a 
furnace kept up to an uncommon ardour by the force 
of art: in Shakspeare, it strikes before we are aware, 
like an accidental fire from heaven; but in Homer, 
and in him only, it burns every where clearly, and 
every where irresistibly. 

I shall here endeavour to show how this vast in- 


have but selected some particular plants, each accor-| vention exerts itself in a manner superior to that of 
cording to his fancy, to cultivate and beautify. Iflany poet, through all the main constituent parts of 
seme things are too luxuriant, it is owing to the rich-|his work, as it is the great and peculiar characteristic 
nees of the soil; and if others are not arrived to per-| which distinguishes him from all other authors. 


fection or maturity, it is only because they are over- 
Tun and oppressed by those of a stronger nature. 


This strong and ruling faculty was like a powerful 
star, which, in the violence of its course, drew all 


ltis to the strength of this amazing invention we|things within its vortex. It seemed not enough to 
are to attribute that unequalled fire and rapture which | have taken in the whole circle of arts, and the whole 
δ 80 forcible in Homer, that no man of a true poetical |compass of nature, to supply his maxims and reflec- 
Spirit is master of himself while he reads him. What|tions: all the inward passions and affections of man- 
writes, is of the most animated nature imaginable ;/kind, to furnish his characters; and all the outward 
¢very thing moves, every thing lives, and is put in|forms and images of things for his descriptions; but 


δέῦου. 


Ifa council be * palled, ora battle fought, you| wanting yet an ampicr sphere to expar 


vate in, ‘hse 
AQ 
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that of Turnus seems no way peculiar, but as it is in 


a superior degree; and we see nothing that differen-| 


ces the courage of Mnesthus from that of Sergesthus, 
Cloanthus, or the rest. In like manner it may be re- 
marked of Statius’s heroes, that an air of impetuosily 
runs through them all; the same horrid and savage 
courage appears in his Capaneus, Tydeus, Ilippome- 
don, ἄς. They have a parity of character, which 
taakes them seem brothers of one family. I belicve 
when the reader is led into this track of reflection, if 
he will pursue it through the Epic and Tragic writers, 
he will be convinced how infinitely superior in this 
pomt, the invention of Homer was to that of all 
nthers. 

The speeches are to be considered as they flow from 
the characters, being perfect or defective as they 
agree or disagree with the manners of those who ut- 
erthem. As there is more variety of characters in 
-be Iliad, so there is of speeches, than in any other 
poem. 
expresses it ;) that is, every thing is acted or spoken. 
It is hardly credible in a work of such length, how 
small a number of lines are employed in narration. 
In Virgil, the dramatic part is less in proportion to 


It is certain there 
is not near that number of images and descriptions in 
any Epic poet; though every one has assisted him- 
self with a great quantit out of him: and it is evident 
of Virgil especially, that he Las scarce any compari- 
sons which are not drawn from his master. 

If we descend from hence to the expression, we see 
the bright imagination of Homer shining out in the 
most enlivened furms of it. We acknowledge him the 
father of poetical diction, the first who taught that lan- 
guage of the gods tomen. His expression is like the 
colouring of some great masters, which discovers it- 
self to be laid on boldly, and executed with rapidity 
It is indeed the strongest and most glowing imagina- 
ble, and touched with the greatest spirit. Aristotle had 
reason to say, [Ile wag the only poet who had found 
out living words ; there are in him more daring figures 
and metaphors than in any good author whatever 
An arrow is impatient to be on the wing, a weapon 


greatness, horror and confusion. 


Every thing in it has manners (as Aristotle 'thirsts to drink the blood cf an enemy, and the like. 


Yet his expression is never too big fur the sense, but 
justly great in proportion to it. It is the sentiment 
that swells and fills out the diction, which rises with 
‘it, and forms itself about it: for in the same degree 


the narrative ; and the apeeches often consist of gen-|that a thought is warmer, an expression will be bright- 
eral reflections or thoughts which might be equally jer; as that is more strong, this will become more 
just in any person’s mouth upon the same occasion. | perspicuous: like glass in the furnace, which grows 


As many of his persons have no apparent characters, 
so many of his speeches escape being applied and 
judced by the rules of propriety. We oftener think 
of the anthor himself when we read Virgil, than when 
we are engaged in Homer: all which are the effects 
of a colder invention, that interests us less in the ac- 
tion described : Homer makes us hearers, and Virgil 
leaves us readers. 

If in the next place we take a view of the senti- 
ments, the same presiding faculty is eminent in the 
sublisnity and spirit of his thouglits. Longinus has 
given his opinion, that it was inthis part Homer prin- 
cipally excelled. What were alone sufficient to 
prove the grandeur and excellence of his sentiments 
in general, is, that they have so remarkable a parity with 
those of the Scripture: Dupori, in his Gnomologia 
Homerica, has coilected innumerable instances of 
this sort. And it is with justice an excellent modern 
writer allows, that if Virgil has not so many thoughts 
that are low and vulgar, he has not so many that are 
sublime and noble ; and that the Roman author sel- 
dom rises into very astonishing sentiments, where he 
is not fired by the Iliad. 

If we observe his descriptions, images, and similes, 
we shall find the invention still predominant. To 
what else can we ascribe that vast comprehension of 
images of every sort, where we see each circumstance 
of art, and individual of nature, summoned together, 
by the extent and fecundity of his imagination; to 
which all things, in their various views. presented 
themselves in an instant, and had their impressions 
taken off to pertection, at a heat? Nay, he not only 
gives the full prospects of things, but several] unexpect- 
ed peculiarities and side-views, unobserved by any 
painter but Homer. Nothing is so surprising as the 
descriptions of his battles, which take up no less than 
half the Iliad, and are supplied with so vast a variety 
of incidents, that no one bears a likeness to another ; 
euch different kinds of deaths, that no two heroes are 


to a greater magnitude and refines to a greater clear- 
ness, only as the breath within is more powerful, and 
the heat mor? intense. 

To throw his Janguage more out of prose, Homer 
seems to have affected the compound epithets. This 
was a sort of composition peculiarly proper to poetry, 

‘not only as it heightened the diction, but as it assisted 
and filled the numbers with greater sound and pomp, 
and likewise conduced in some measure to thicken 
the images. On this last consideration I cannot but 
attribute these also to the fruitfulness of his invention, 
since (as he has managed them) they are a sort of 
supernumerary pictures of the persons or things 
to which they are Joined. We see the motion of 
Hector’s plumes in the epithet «:;v5200.2:, the land- 
scape of Mount Neritus in that of ssv2e.cvaa:;, and so 
of others; which particular images could not have 
been insisted upon so long as to express them ἰὴ ἃ 
description (though but of a single line) without di- 
verting the reader too much from the principal action 
or figure. As a metaphor iy a short simile, one of 
these epithets is a short description. 

Lastly, if we consider his versitfication, we shall be 
sensible what a share of praise is duc to his invention 
in that. [16 was not satisfied with his language as he 
found it scttled in any one part of Greece, but search- 
ed through its different dialects with this particulae 
view, to beautify and perfect his numbers: he consid- 
ered these as they had a greater mixture of vowels or 
consonants, and accordingly employed them as the 
verse required a greater smoothness or strength. 
What he most affected was the Ionic, which has a 
peculiar sweetness from its never using contractions, 
and from its custom of resolving the diphthongs into 
two syllables, so as to make the words open them- 
sclves with a more spreading and sonorous fluency 
With this he mingled the Attic contractions, the 
broader Doric, and the feebler Holic, which often 
rejects its aspirate, or takes off its accent; and cam- 


wounded in the same manner; and such a profusion) pleted this variety by altering some \etiera with the 
of noble ideas, that every battle rises above the last in|license of poctry. ‘Thus hia measures, inaead ῳ 
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being fetters to his sense, were always in readiness to! the greatest genius, Virgil the better artist. In one 
run along with the warmth of his rapture, and even’ we most admire the man, in the other the work: Ho 
to give a "farther representation of his notions, in the' mer hurries and transporta us with a commanding 
correspondence of their sounds to what they signified.’ impetuosity, Virgil leads us with attractive majesty. 
Out of all these he had derived that harmony, which‘ Homer scatters with a generous profusion, Virgil 
makes us confess he had not /only the richest head): bestows with a careful magnificence: Homer. like the 
but the finest ear in the world. ‘This is so great aj Nile, pours out his riches with a boundless overflow 
truth, that whoever will but consult thetune of his! Virgil, like a river in its bunks, with a gentle and 
verses, even without understanding therm (with the constant atreain. When we behold their battles, me 
game sort of diligence as we daily see practised in‘thinks the two poets resemble the heroes they cele- 
the case of Italian operas, will find more sweetneas,: brate : Homer, boundless and irresistible as Achilles, 
variety, and majesty of sound, than in any other lan- beara all before him, and shines more and more as 
guage or poetry. ‘he beauty of his numbers is al- the timult increases: Virgil, calmly daring like Ene 
lowed by the critics to be copied but faintly by Virgil as, appears undisturbed iu the midst of the action; 
himself, though they are so juat to ascribe it to the disposes all about him, and conquers with tranquillity, 
nature of the Latin tongue: indeed the Greek has, And when we look upon their machines, Homer 
some advantages, both from the natural sound of its seems like his own Jupiter in hia terrors shaking 
words, and the turn and cadence of its verse, which Olympus, scattering the lightnings, and firing the 
agree with the genius of no other language. Virgil heavens; Virgil, hke the same power in his beneve 
Was very sensible of this, and used the utmost dili- lence, counselling with the goda, laying plans for ear 
gence in working up a more intractable language to pires, and regularly ordering hia whole creation. 
whatsoever graces it was capable of; and in particu-! But after all, it is with great parts ax with great vis 
Jar, never failed to bring the sound of his line to a tnes, they naturally border on some imperfection; 
beautiful agreement with ity sense. If the Grecian-and it is often hard to distingnish exactly where the 
poet has not been so frequently celebrated on this ac-' virtue ends, or the fant begins. As prudence may 
count as the Roman, the only reason is, that fewer sometimes sink to suspicion, so may a great judemest 
critics have understood one language than the other. decline to coldness; and as magnanimity may ΤΕ 
Dioaysius of Halicarnassus has pointed out many of -up to profusion or extravagance, xo my ἃ great it 
our author’s beauties in this kind, as his treatise of the vention to redundancy or wildness. If we look upoa 
Composition of Words. It suffices at present to ob- Homer in this view, we shall perceive the chief o> 
serve of his numbers, that they flow with so much jections against him to proceed from so nuble a came 
case, as to make one imagine Homer had no other jas the excess of this faculty. 

care than to transcribe as fast as the muses dictated:| Among these we may reckon some of his Marvel 
and at the same time with so much furce and inspirit-|lous Fictions, upon which so much criticism has 
ing vigour, that they awaken and raise us like the; been spent, as surpassing all the bounds of probabtir 
sound of a trumpet. They rol] atong as a plentiful, ty. Perhaps it may be with great and superior souls 
river, always in motion, and always full; while we'as with gigantic bod-es, which, exerting themselves 
are borne away by a tide of verse, the most rapid, lwith unusual strength, exceed what is commonly 
and yet the most smooth imaginable. thonght the due proportion of parts, to become 


Thus on whatever side we contemplate Homer, what 
principally strikes us is his invention. It is that which 
fonns the cliaracter of cach part of his work; and ac- 
cordingly we find it to have made his fable more ex- 
tensive and copious than any other, his manners more 
lively and strongly marked, his speeches more affect-| 
ting and transported, his sentiments more warm and: 
sublime, his images and descriptions more full and 


miracles in the whole; and, like the old herves 
of that make, commit something near extravagance, 
amidst a scrics of glorious and inimitable perform 
ances. Thus Homer has his speaking horses, an 
Virgil his myrtles distilling blood, where the batter 
has not so much as contrived the easy interventios 
‘ofa Deity to save the probability. 

It is owing to the same vast invention, that his εὲ- 


animated, his expression more raised and daring, andi miles have been thought too exuberant and full of er 
his numbers more rapid and various. I hope, in what|enmstances. The force of this faculty is seen in 50» 
has been said of Virgil, with regard to any of these|thing more, than its inability to confine itself to that 
heads, 1 have no way derogated from his character.'single circumstance upon which the comparison is 
Nothing is more absurd or endless, than the common grounded ; ; it runs out into embellishments of add 
methed of comparing eminent writers by an opposi- tional images, which, however, are πὸ managed & 
tion of particular passages in them, and forming a ποῖ to overpower the main one. Tis aimiles are like 
judement from thence of their merit upon the whole. | pictures, where the principal figure has not only i 
We onzht to have a ecrtain knowledge of the princi-: proportion given agreeable the original, but is alo 
pal character and distinguished excellence of each:'set off with occasional ornaments and prospects. 
it isin that we are to consider him, and in proportion|The same will account for hia manner of heapiags 
to his degree in that we are to admire him. No au-! number of comparisons together in one breath, whes 
thor or man ever excelled all the world in more than: his fancy suggested to him at once so many vanes 
one faculty ; and as Homer has done this in invention, !and correspondent images. The reader will casi 
Virgil basin judement. Not that we are to think:extend this observation to more objections of the 
Homer wanted judatnent, because Virgil had it in a!same kind. 
more eminent degree; or that Virgil wanted inven-| If there are others which scem rather to charge bia 
tion, because Homer possessed a larger share of it: with a defect or narrowness of genius, than an exces! 
each of these great authors had more of both than lof it, those reeming defects will be found upon exza 
perhaps any man besides, and are only said to have! ination to proceed wholly Crom the nature of the times 
Jess in comparison with one ansther. \omer waa\be lived in. Buch are bia Grower represematna of 
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ids, and the vicious and imperfect manners ofhis 
s. But I must here speak a word of the latter, as 
point generally carried into extremes, both by 
nsurers and defenders of Homer. It must be a 
Ὁ partiality tu antiquity, to think with Madame 
r, ‘ that those times and manners are so much the 
excellent, ag they are more contrary to ours.’* 
can be 90 prejudiced in their favour as to magnify 
licity of those ages, when a spirit of revenge and 
Ὑν )υιποὰ with the practice of rapine and rub- 
reigned through the world ; when no mercy was 
a, but for the sake of lucre, when the greatest 
es were put to the sword, and their wives and 
iters made slaves and concubines? On the other 
I would not be so delicate as those modern 
» Who are shucked at the servile offices and 
c1uployments in which we sometimes see the 
v of Hlomer engaged. There is a pleasure in 
ra view of that simplicity, in opposition to the 
y of succeeding ages; in beholding monarchs 
mt their guards, princes tuading their tlocks, and 
easca drawing water from the springs. When 
ad Hummer, we ought to reflect that we are rea- 
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blessed.’t Now among the divine honours, which were 
paid them, they might have also in common with the 
gods, not to be mentioned without the solemnity of 
an epithet, and such as might be acceptable to them 
by its celebrating their famihes, actions, or qualities, 
What other cavils have been raised against Ifomer, 
are such as hardly deserve a reply, but will yet be 
taken notice of as they occur in the course of the 
work. Many have been occasioned by an injudicious 
endeavour to exalt Virgil; which is much the same. 
as if one should think to raise the superstructure by 
undermining the foundation: one would imagine by 
the whole course of their parallels, that these critics 
never so much as heard of Homer's having written 
first ; a consideration which, whoever compares these 
two poets, ought to have always in his eye. Some 
accuse him for the same things which they overlook 
or praise in the other; as when they prefer the table 
and moral of the .Eneis to those of the Iliad, for the 
same reasons which might set the Odysses above 
the ASnueis : as that the hero is a wiser man ; and the 
action of the one more beneticial to his country than 
that of the other: or else they blame him for not doing 
what he never designed ; as because Achilles is not 


the most ancient author in the heathen world; 
nosc Who consider him in this light, will double! as good a prince as .Eneas, when the very moral of 
pleasure in the perusal of him. Let them think his poein required a contrary character ; it is thus that 
are growing acquainted with nations and pe ΤῊΝ Rapin judges in his comparison of Homer and Virgil. 
re now 20 more ; that they are stepping alinost Others select those particular passages of Homer, 
thousand years back into the remotest antiquity, ‘which are not so laboured as some that Virgil drew 
ulertaining themselyes with a clear and surpris-|out of them ; this is the whole management of Scali- 
wion of th:ngs no where else to be found, the ger in his Puetices. Others quarrel with what they 
rue mirror of that ancient world. By this means take for low and mean expressions, sometimes through 
their greatest obstacles will vanieh; and what)a false delicacy and refinement, oftener from an ig- 
y creates their dislike will become a satisfaction. | norance of the graces of the original; and then triumph 
s consideration may further serve to answer for!in the awkwardness of their own translations : this is 
mstant use of the same epithets to his gods and the conduct of Perault in his Parallels. Lastly, there 
s, such as the far-darting Phoebus, the blue-eyed are others, who, pretending to a fairer proceeding, 
i the swift-fuoted Achilles, ἄς. which some. distinguish between the personal merit of Homer, 
censured as impertinent and tediously repeated. land that of his work; but when they come to assign 
: of the gods depended upon the powers and the causes of the great reputation of the Ihad, they 
s then believed to belong to them, and had con- found it upon the ignorance of his times and the pre- 
da weight and veneration from the rites and judice of those that followed: and in pursuance of 
n devotions in whichthey were used: they were ‘this principle, they make those accidents (such as the 
of attr.butes with which it was a matter of reli-' contention of the cities, &c.) to be the causes of his 
o salute thei or all occasions, and which it was fame, which were in reality the consequences of his 
everence to omit. As for the cpithets of great merit. ‘The same might as well be said of Virgil or 
Mons. Boileau is of opinion, that they were inthe!any great author, whose gencral character will in- 
2 of surnames, and repeated as such; for the! fullibly raise many casual additions to their reputation. 
4 having no names derived from their fathers,|This is the method of Mons. de la Motte; who yet 
obliged to add some other distinction ofeach per- confesses upon the whole, that in w hateverage Homer 
either naming his parents exproesly, or his place had lived, he must have been the greatest poet of his 
h, protession, or the like: as Alexander the gon of jnation, and that he may be said in this sense to be 
ς Herodotus of Halicarnassus, Diogenes the Cy-, the master even of those who surpassed him. 


c. Homer, Leretore, complying with the custom 
country, used such distinctive additions as bet- 
reed with poetry. And indeed we have some- 
parallel to these in modern times, such as the 


| of Harold Harefoot, Edmund Ironside, Ed-|era, he’ still continues superior to them. 


In all these objections we see nothing that contra- 
dicts his title to the honour of the chief invention ; 
and as long as this (which is indeed the character- 
istic of poetry itself? remains unequalled by his follow. 
A cooler 


Longshanks, Edward the Blaclt Prince, ἄς judgment nay commit fewer faults, and be more ap- 
this be thought to account better for the proprie-| proved in the eyes of one sort of critics: but that 
1 for the repciition, I shall add a farther conjec-| warmth of faney will carry the loudest and most 


Hesiod, dividing the world into ita ditferent ages, 
aced a fourth age between the brazen and the 
ne, οὗ" Heroes distinct from other men ; adivine 
‘ho fought at Thebes and Troy, are called demi- 
ind live by the care of Jupiter in the islands of the 
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universal applauses, which holds the heart οἵα reader 
under the strongest enchantment. Homer not only 
appears the inventor of poetry, but excels all the in- 
ventors of other arts in this, that he has swallowed 
up the honour of those who succeeded him. What 


τ Hesiod. lib. 1. ver. 105, ΝΑ. 
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he Jas done admitted no increase, it only left room 
for contraction or regulation, 110 showed all the 
stretch of taney at once; and if he has’ failed in 
some of his flights, it was but because he attempted 
every thing. A work of this hind seems like a mighty 
tree which rises from the most vizorous seed, is im- 
proved with industry, Hourishes and produces the 
finest fruit: nature and art conspire to raise it: plea- 
sure and profit join to make it valuable: and they who 
find the justest faults, have only said, that a few bran- 
ches (which run luxuriant through a richness of na- 
ture) might be lopped into furm to give it a more 
regular appearance. 

Having now spoken of the beanties and defects of 
the original, it remains to treat of the translation, with 
the same view to the chief characteristic. As far as 
that is seen in the main parts of the poem, such as 
the table, manners, and sentimeuta, no translator can 
prejudice it but by wilful omissions and contractions. 
As it also breaks out in every particular image, de- 
scription, and simile; whoever lessens or too much 
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vilely creeping in his train, while the poet himself is 
al] the time proceeding with an unaffected and equal 
majesty befure them. However, of the two er 
treines, one could sooner pardon frenzy than frigidty : 
no author is to be envied fur such commendations as 
he may gain by that character of sty!e, which ka 
friends must acree together to call simplicity, and the 
rest of the world will call dalness. There is a grace- 
ful and diguitied simplicity, as well as a bald and 
sordid one, which ditfer as mueh from each other as 
the air ofa plain man from that of a sloven ; 1 is one 
thing τὸ be tricked up, and another not to be dressed 
atall. Simplicity is the mean between oetentation 
and rusticity. 

This pure and noble simplicity is no where in suck 
perfection a» in the Scripture and our author. One 
may aflirm, with all respect to the inspired writings, 
that the divine Spirit made use of no other words 
but what were intelhgibic and common to men οἱ 

jthat time, and ip that part of the world; and as Homer 
is the anthor nearest to those, his style must of coarse 


Ν" π | 
eoftens those, takes off trom this chief character. [t}beara greater resemblance to the sacred books than 


is the first grand duty of un interpreter, to give his 
author entire and unmaimed ; and for the rest, the 
diction and versitic:tion only are his proper province ; 
since these must be his own ; but the others, he is to 
take as he finds them. 

It should then be considered what methods may 


that of any other writer. This consideration (te 
cether with what has been observed of the panty of 
some of his thoughts} may methinks induce a tranr 
lator on the one hand to give into several of thoes 
general phrases and manners of expression, whick 
have ataineda veneration even in our language from 


afford some equivalent in our language for the graces: being used in the Old Testament ; ay on the other, te 


of these in the Greek. Jt is certain no hiteral trans- 


avoid those which have been appropriated to the 


lation can be just to an excellent original in a superior} Divinity, and in a manner consigned to mystery and 


Janguige: but it is a great mistake to imagine (as 
many have donc) that a rash paraphrase can make 
amends for this general defect ; which is no less in 
danger to lose the spirit of an ancient, by deviating 
into the modern inanners of expres:ion. If there be 
eomctimes a darkness, there is often a light in anti- 
guity, which nothing better preserves Uinn a version 


religion. 

For a farther preservation of this air of simplic-ty, 
a particular care should be taken to expreas wih 
al] plainness those moral sentences and provertal 
speeches which are so numerous in this poet. They 
have something venerable, and as 1 may s1y oraculay, 
in that unadorned gravity and shortuess with which 


almost Jiterak I know no liberties one oncht tojthey are delivered: a grace which would be utterly 
take, but those which are necessary for transfusing| Jost by endcavouring to give them what we call ἃ 
the spirit of the original, and supporting the poetical! more ingenious (that is, a more wiodern) turn in Ue 
style of the translation: and I will venture to say,| paraphrase. 

there have not been invre men misled in former times| Perhaps the mixture of same Grocisms and old 
by a servile dull adherence to the letter, than have; words after the manner of Milton, if done without too 
been deluded in ours by a chimerical and insolent! much allectation, might not have an ill effect ina 
hope of rising and improving their author. It is not} version of this particular work, which must of aay 
to be doubted that the fire of the poem is what aj other sceras to require a venerable antique cust. Bat 
translator should principally rezard, as it is most|certainly the use of modern terms of war and ge 
likely to expire in his managing: however, it is his vernment, such as platoon, campaign, junto, or 8 
safest way to be content with preserving this to his' lhe (into which some of his translators have futer) 
utmost in the whole, with endeavouring to be more cannot be allowable; those only excepted, without 
than he finds his author is, in soy purCealar place. Itwhich it is impossible to treat the subjects in aay 
is a great seeret in writing to Know when to be plain, ‘living language. 

and when to be poetical and figurative; and itis what: There are two peculiarities in Homer's diction 
Hoiner will teach us, if we will but follow modestly: which are a sort of marks, or moles, by which every 
in his footsteps. Where his diction is bold and lofty, common cye distinguishes him at first sight: thor 
let us raise ours as high as we can; but where his is, who are not his greatest admurers look upon them a 
plain and humble, we ought nut to be deterred from defects, and those who are, seem pleased with thea 
imitating him by the fear of ineurring the censure of as beauties. { speak of hia compound epithets, asd 
amere English critic. Nothing that belongs to'of his repetitions. Many of the former cannot be 
Homer srems to have b-cn more commonly mistaken done literally into English without destroying te 
than the just patch of his style: sume of his transla-| purity of our language. To believe such should be 
tors having swelled into fustian ina proud contidence! retained as slide easily of themselves inte an Feglab 
of the sublime; others sunk into flatness in a cold, compound, witheut vieleace to the ear ar to the me 
and timorous notion of simpheity, Methinks 1 see! ecived rales of composition : as well as those which 
these ditl-rent follower. of Homer, some sweating and have reecived a sanction from the authoruty of oft 
straining after hive by violent leapsand bounds (the'be+t poets, and are become δι] τ through their at 
certain signs of fuise mettle ;) others slowly and ser|of them; such as the cloud-compelling Jove, dc. As 
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whenever any can be as fully and sig- 
iressed ina single word aa in a com- 
16 course to be taken is obvious. 
cannot be so turned as to preserve their 
fone or two words, may have justice 
y circumlocution: as the epithet εὐνοσι- 
nountain, weuld appear little or ridicu- 
ἃ literally “leaf-shaking,” but affords a 
in the periphrasis : “ The lofty mountain 
aving woods.” Others that admit of 
fications, may receive an advantage by a 
iation according to the occasions on 
ire introduced. For example, the epi- 
), «xueszhcs, Or “far-shooting,” is capable 
itions ; one literal in respect to the darts 
onsigns of that god; the other allegorical 
) the rays of the sun: therefore in such 
Apollo is represented as a god in per- 
ise the former interpretation ; and where 
‘the sun are described, I would make 
latter. Upon the whole, it will be ne- 
vid that perpetual repetition of the same 
h we find in Homer: and which, though 
accommodated (as has been already 
ear of those times, is by no means so 
ne may wait for opportunities of placing 
they derive an additional beauty from 
;on which they are employed ; and in 
operly, a translator may at once show 
his judgment. 
mer’s repetitions, we may divide them 
ts; of whole narrations and specches, 
ences, and of one verse or hemistich. | 
t impossible to have such a regard to 
cher to lose so known a mark of the 
one hand, nor to offend the reader too 
other. ‘The repetition is not ungrace- 
eeches where the dignity of the speaker 
yrt of insolence to alter his words; as 
3 from gods to men, or from higher 
*riors in concerns of state, or where the 
f religion seems to require it, in the 
of prayers, oaths, or the like. In other 
re, the best rule is, to be guided by the 
distance, at which the repetitions are 
original: when they follow too close, 
y the expression; but it is a question 
fessed translator be authorised to omit 
e tedious, the author isto answer for it. 
ing to speak of the versitication. Ho- 
been said) is perpetually applying the 
‘ense, and varying it on every new sub- 
indeed one of the most exquisite beau- 
, and attainable by very few: I know 
τ eminent for it in the Greek, and Vir- 
Iam sensible it is what may sometimes 
ince, when a writer is warm, and fully 
his image: however, it may be reason- 
they designed this, in whose verse it so 
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and Ogilby. Chapman has taken the advantage of 
an immeasurable length of verse, notwithstanding 
which, there is scarce any paraphrase more loose and 
and rambling than his. He has frequently interpola- 
tions of four or six lines, and 1 remember one in the 
thirteenth book of the Odysses, ver. 312, where he 
has spun twenty verses out of two. Tle is often 
mistaken in so bold a manner, that one might think 
he deviated on purpose, if he did not in other places 
of his notes insist so much upon verbal tritles. He 
appears to have had a strong afiectation of extracting 
new meanings out of his author, insomuch as to 
promise, in his rhyming preface, a poem of the mys- 
teries he had revealed in Homer: and perhaps he 
endeavoured to strain the obvious scnse to this end 
His expression is involved in fustian, a fault for which 
he was remarkable in his original writings, as in the 
tragedy of Bussy d’ Amboise, &c. In a word, the na- 
ture of the man may account for his whole perform- 
ance; for he appears, from his prefuce and remarks, 
to have been of an arrogant turn, and an enthusiast 
in poetry. His own boast of having finished half the 
Iliad in less than fifteen weeks, shows with what 
negligence his version was performed. But that 
which is to be allowed him, and which very much 
contributed to cover his defects, is a daring fiery 
spirit that animates his translation, which is some- 
thing like what one might imagine Hoiner himyelf 
would have writ before le arrived at years of dis- 
cretion. 

Hobbes has given us a correct explanation of the 
sense in general ; but for particulars and circumstances 
he continually lops them, and often omits the most 
beautiful. As for its being esteemed a close transla- 
tion, I doubt not many have been led into that error 
by the shortness of it, which proceeds not from bis 
following the original line by line, but from the con- 
tractions above mentioned. [116 sometimes omits 
whole similes and sentences, and is now and then 
guilty of mistakes, into which no writer of his learn- 
ing could have fallen, but through carelessness. His 
poetry, as well as Ogilby’s, is too mean for criticism. 

It is a great loss to the poetical world that Mr. 
Dryden did not live to translate the Iliad. He has 
left us only the first book, and a small part of the 
sixth: in which if he has, in some places, not truly 
interpreted the sense, or preserved the antiquities, it 
ought to be excused on account of the haste he was 
obliged to write in. IIe seems to have had too much 
regard to Chapman, whose words he sometimes 
copies, and has unhappily fullowed him in passages 
where he wanders from the original. However, had 
he translated the whole work, I would no more have 
attempted Homer after him than Virgil, his version of 
whom (notwithstanding some human errors) is the 
most noble and spirited translation | know in any 
language. But the fate of great geniuses is like that 
of great ministers; though thcy are confessedly the 
first in the commonwealth of letters, they must be 


vears in a superior degree to all others.| envied and calumniated, only fur being at the head 
ave the earto be judges of it ; but those: of it. 


| see Ehave endeavoured at this beauty. 


That which in my opinion ought to be the endea- 


hole, I must confess myself utterly in-| vour of any one who translates Homer, is above all 
ng justice to Ilomer. 1 attempt him in| things to keep alive that spirit and tire which makes 
ie but that which one may entertain|his chief character; in particular places where the 
vanity, of giving a more tolerable copy | sense can bear any doubt, to follow the strongest and 
iny entire translation in verse has yet| most poetical, as most agreeing with that character; 
ave only those of Chapman, Elobbes,| to copy him in all the variations of his style, und the 
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konelpess, Doan old] obaervaten Ἦν trie, that the 
strange tant ΣῪ in τὴν wore! os tuitef fuols ta 
τσὴ οὔ μιν. Mr, Adil -on wastie feat whose advice 
determined) me to undertake Gas tisk who Wap 
pleavd to wete te omeoon thst aecas.ion ia euch 
terres ἂψ ΓΞ ἐσεῖς repeit without vanitv. To was 
obiiged to Sir Ruchard Sted fora very early recom 
Mendaton of my undertanng to the pattic. Dr. 
Beaif promote! my interest with that warmth with 
whieh he always eerves his frend. The humanity 
and [τὰν τε κα of Sap Samuel Garth are what I never: 
kiew wantuer on any orreion. [ΠΠῊ εξ ale ae- 
knowledse, with infinite pleasure, the ΤΕΥ friendly 
offees, a. weil as sinenre erite j-ms of Mr. Congreve, 


whe had led sae: the way in transtating some partstinake the satisfaction of lite, 


of Homers as bwreh for the sake of the world he 
had presented wie in the rest. Dust add the names 
of Mr. Rowe and Dr, Parnell, though T shall take a 


ἢ ἃ eke of his trendsh.p. do miust attr.bute τὸ te 
Se mersve that of sev ral ethers of my frends, to 
nha all aonnanledgments are rendered unnecer 
sary by the στιν σὸς of a familar corresponience: 
atd Jam :ctisted 1 can no way better oblige δα οἵ 
the.r turn, i.30 by iy snence. 

In shor, ΓΕ αν fund more patrons than ever Hoe 
mer wanted. Tie would fave thoucht humself bappy 
to have met the same favour at Athens that has been 
shown me by its learned rival, the university of Or 
‘ford. my anthor had the wits of alter-ages fur bs 
‘detendere, his translator has had the beauties of the 
prescrt for his advocates: a pleasure too great to ὃς 
‘chanced fur any farne in reversion. And 1 can hardly 


envy tum those pumpous honours he received alter 


‘de: in, when 1 retlect on the enjoyment of so misy 
‘agrecalde obliumations, and easy friendships, whieh 
This distinction 1 the 
more to be acknowledged, as it is shown to ote 
whose pen has never gratitied the prejudices of par 
ticular purties, or the vanities ΟΥ̓ particular mea. 


farther oppurtunity of daing justice to the last, whose| Whatever the success may prove, I shall never repent 
good nature to give it a great panepyric; is no less|of on undertaking in which 1 have experencved the 


extenave than his) learns. 
gentlemen ia not entirely undeserved by one who 
bears ther -o trie an atfeetion. 


Of the hemour no many of the great have done mer 


while tie first names of the age appear as my sub- 


The fivour of these! candour and friendstup of so many persons of met; 


and in which | hope to pass svine of thase yeare of 


Bat what can Isay;youth that are gencraily lort in a circle of folbes, 


after a manner nerher wholly upnaeful to aber 
nor disagreeable tu inyeelf. - 
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By these he begs ; and lowly bending down, 
Extends the sceptre and the laurel crown. 
He sued to all, but chief implored for grace 
The brother-kings of Atreus’ royal race. 

Ye kings and warriors! may your vows be crown'd, 
And Troy’s proud walls lie level with the ground: 
May Jove restore you, when your toils are o’er, 

Safe to the pleasures of your native shore ; 

But oh! relieve a wretched parent's pain, 

And give Chryseis to these arms again ; 

If mercy fail, yet let my presents move, 

And dread avenging Phebus, son of Jove. 30 

The Greeks in shouts their joint assent declare, 
The priest to reverence, and release the fair 
Not so Atrides: he, with kingly pride, 

Repulsed the sacred sire, and thus replied : 

Hence, on thy life, and fly these hostile plains, 
Nor ask, presumptuous, what the king detains; 
Hence, with thy laurel crown and golden rod, 

Nor trust too far those ensigns of thy god. 

Mine is thy daughter, priest, and shall remain; 

And prayers, and tears, and bribes, shall plead in vain, 
Till time shall rifle every youthful grace, 4l 
And age dismiss her from my cold embrace, 

In daily labours of the loom employ’d, 

Or doom'd to deck the bed she once enjoy’d. 

Hence then, to Argos shall the maid retire, 

Far from her native soil and weeping sire. 

The trembling priest along the shore return'd, 
And in the anguish of a father, mourn'd. 
Disconsolate, not daring to complain, 

Silent he wander’d by the sounding main : 50 
Till, safe at distance, to his god he prays, 
The god who darts around the world his rays 

O Smintheus! sprung from fair Latona’s line, 

Thou guardian power of Cilla the divine, 

Thou source of light! whom Tenedos adores, 

And whose bright presence gilds thy Chrysa’s shores: 
1 hungry vultures tore ; If e’er with wreaths I hung thy sacred fane, 

sand Atrides strove. Or fed the flames with fat of oxen slain; 

‘eign doom, and such the will of] God of the silver bow ! thy shafts employ, 

Avenge thy servant, and the Greeks destroy. 60 

Thus Chryses pray’d : the favouring power attends 
And from Olympus’ lofty tops descends. 

Bent was his bow, the Grecian hearts to wound, 

Fierce as he moved, his silver shafts resound. 

Breathing revenge, a sudden night he spread, 

And gloomy darkness roll’d around his head. 

The fleet in view, he twang’d his deadly bow, 

And hissing fly the feather'd fates below. 

rable father stands, On mules and dogs the infection first began; 

signs grace his hands: And last, the vengeful arrows fix’'d on man 70 
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For nine long nizhts through a!l the dusky air, 
The pyres, thick-flaming, shot a dismal glare. 
But ere the tenth revolving day was run, 
Inspired hy Juno, Thetis’ godlike son 
Convened to council all the Grecian train ; 
For much the goddcss mourn'd her heroes slain. 
The assembly seated, rising o'er the rest, 
Achilles thus the king of men address’d : 
Why leave we not the fatal Trojan shore, 


And measure back the seas we cross‘d before? 80 
The plagne destroying whom the sword would spare, 


Tis time to save the few remains of war. 

But Ict some prophet, or some sacred sage, 
Explore the cause of great Apollo's rage ; 

Or learn the wasteful vengeance to remove, 

By mystic dreams, for dreams descend from Jove. 
If broken vows this heavy curse have laid, 

Let altars smoke, and hecatombs he paid. 

So heaven, atoned, shall dying Greece restore, 


And Phebus dart his burning shafts no more. 90 


He said, and sat: when Chalcas thus replied ; 
Chalcas the wise, the Grecian priest and guide, 
That sacred scer, whose comprehensive view 
The past, the present, and the future knew: 
Uprising slow, the venerable sage 
Thus spoke the prudence and the fears of age. 

Beloved of Jove, Achilles! wouldst thou know 
Why angry Phecbus bends his fatal bow ? 
First give thy faith, and plight a prince’s word 
Of sure protection, by thy power and sword. 
For I must speak what wisdom would conceal, 
And truths, invidious to the great, reveal. 
Bold is the task, when subjects, grown too wise, 
Instruct a monarch where his error lies : 
For though we deem the short-lived fury past, 
Tis sure, the mighty will revenge at last. 

To whom Pelides: From thy inmost soul 


Speak what thou know'st, and speak without controul: 


D’en by that god I swear, who rules the day, 


To whom thy hands the vows of Greece convey, 110 


And whose bless'd oracles thy lips declare ; 

Long as Achilles breathes this vital air, 

No daring Greek of all the numerous band 

Against his priest shall lift an impious hand: 

Not e’en the chief by whom our hosts are led, 

The king of kings, shall touch that sacred head. 
Encouraged thus, the blameless man replies : 

Nor vows unpaid, nor slighted sacrifice, 

But he, our chief, provoked the raging pest, 

Apollo's vengeance for his injured priest. 

Nor will the god's awaken'd fury cease, 

But plagues shall spread, and funeral fires increase, 

Till the great king, without a ransom paid, 

To her own Chrysa send the black-eyed maid. 

Perhaps, with added sacrifice and prayer, 

The priest may pardon, and the god may spare. 
The prophet spoke; when with a gloomy frown 

The monarch started from his shining throne ; 

Black choler fill'd his breast that boil’d with ire, 

And from his eye-balls flash'd the living tire. 

Augur accursed! denouncing mischief still, 

Prophet of plagues, for ever boding ill! 


Sull must that tongue some wounding message bring, 


And still thy priestly pride provoke thy king ? 
For this are Pharbus’ oracles explored, 

To teach the Greeks to murmur at their lord 7 
For thes with fiischoods is my houour stain’d, 
Is heaven oeuded, and a pricet profaned ; 


100 


120 


130 


Because my prize, my beauteous maid I hold, 
And heavenly charms preter to proffer’d gold? 19 
A maid, unmnatch'd in manners as in face, 

Skill’d in cach art, and crown'd with every grace. 
Not half so dear were Clytrmnestra’s charms, 
When first her blooming beauties bless‘d my arms. 
Yet ifthe gods demand her, let her sail ; 

Our carcs are only for the public weal: 

Let me be deem’d the hateful cause of all, 

And suffer, rather than iny people fall. 

The prize, the beauteous prize, I will resign, 

So dearly valned, and so justly mine. Ἰώ 
But since fur common good I yield the fair, 

My private loss let grateful Greece repair; 

Nor unrewarded let your prince complain, 

That he alone has fought and bled in vain. 

Insatiate king! (Achilles thus replies) 

Fond of the power, but fonder of the prize! 
Wouldst thou the Greeks their lawful prey should yield, 
The due reward of many a well-fought field? 

The spoils of cities ras’d, and warriors slain, 

We share with justice, as with toil we gain: = 10 
But to resume whate'er thy avarice craves 

(That trick of tyrants) may be borne by slaves. 
Yet if our chief for plunder only fight, 

The spoils of Hien shall thy loss requite, 
Whene'er by Jove’s decree our conquering power 
Shall humble to the dust her lofty towers. 

Then thus the king: Shall I my prize resiga 
With tame content, and thou posseas‘d of thine? 
Great as thon art, and like a god in fight, 

Think not to rob me of a soldier's right. 1 
At thy demand shall I restore the maid? 

First let the just equivalent be paid ; 

Such as a king might ask ; and let it be 

A treasure worthy her, and worthy me. 

Or grant me this, or with a monarch’s claim 

This hand shall seize some other captive dame 
The mighty Ajax shall his prize resign, 

Ulysses spoils, or e’en thy own be mine. 

The man who suffers loudly may complain ; 

And rage he may, but he shall rage in vain. [3 
But this when time requirea.—It now remains 

We launch a bark to plough the watery plains, 
And waft the sacrifice to Chrysa’s shores, 

With chosen pilots and with labouring oars. 

Soon shall the fair the sable ship ascend, 

And some deputed prince the charge attend; 

This Creta’s king, or Ajax shall fulfil, 

Or wise Ulysses see perform'd our will; 

Or, if our royal pleasure shall ordain, 

Achilles’ self conduct her o’er the main: 199 
Let fierce Achilles, dreadful in his rage, 

The god propitiate, and the pest assuage. 

At this, Pclides, frowning stern, replied : 

O tyrant, arm'd with insolence and pride! 
Inglorious slave to interest, ever Join’d 

With fraud, unworthy ofa royal mind ! 

What generous Greek, obedient to thy word, 
Shall form an ambush, or shall lift the sword? 
What cause have I to war at thy decree? 

The distant Trojans never injured me ; 30 
To Phthia’s realms no hostile troops they led; 
Safe in her vales my warlike coursers fed ; 

Far hence removed, the hoarse-resounding mah 
And walls of rocks, secure my native reign; 
Whose fruitful sei luxuriant harvests grace, 
Rich in her fruits, and in her martial race. 


‘ 
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6 sail’d, a voluntary throng, Forbear! (the progeny of Jove replies) 

re a private, not a public wrong: To calm thy fury I forsake the skies: 

e to Troy the assembled nations draws, Let great Achilles, to the gods resign’d, 

, ungrateful, and thy brother's cause? 210 ΤῸὸ reason yield the empire o’er his tind. 

rp pay our blood and toils deserve; By awful Juno this command is given; 

J and injured by the man we serve ? The king and you are both the care of heaven. 

vt thou threat to snatch my prize away, The furce of keen reproaches let him feel, 

ie deeds of many a dreadful day 7 But sheath, obedient, thy revenging steel. 290 
s small, O tyrant! match’d with thine, For I pronounce (and trust a heavenly power) 

wn actions if compared to mine. Thy injured honour has its fated hour, 

each conquest is the wealthy prey, When the proud monarch shall thy arms implore, 
mine the sweat and danger of the day. And bribe thy friendship with a boundless ature. 

ria] present to my ships 1 bear, Then let revenge no longer bear the sway, 

1 praises pay the wounds of war. 220| Command thy passions, and the gods obey. 

v, proud monarch! I’m thy slave no more;{ To her Pelides: With regardful ear 

shall waft me to Thessalia’s shore. *Tis just, O goddess! I thy dictates hear. 

\chilles on the Trojan plain, Hard as it 18, my vengeance J suppress: 

oils, what conquest, shall Atrides gain ? Those who revere the gods, the gods will bless. 290 
3the king: Fly, mighty warrior! fly, He said, observant of the blue-eyed maid ; 

we need not, and thy threats defy. Then in the sheath return'd the shining blade. 

ant not chiefs in such a cause to fight, The goddess swift to high Olympus flies, 

e himself shall guard a monarch's right. And joins the sacred senate of the skies. 

5 kings (the gods’ distinguish’d care) Nor yet the rage his boiling breast forsook, 

Ὑ superior none such hatred bear ; 290. Which thus redoubling on Atrides broke ; 

d debate thy restless soul employ, O monster! mix'd of insolence and fear, 

s and horrors are thy savage joy. Thou dog in forehead, but in heart a deer ! 

ast strength, "twas heaven that strength be-| When wert thou known in ambush'd fights to dare, 
ow'd ; Or nobly face the horrid front of war ? 300 
v, vain man! thy valour is from God. Tis ours the chance of fighting fields to try, 

unch thy vessels, fly with speed away, Thine to look on, and bid the valiant die. 

own realms with arbitrary sway: So much ‘tis safer through the camp to go, 

1ee not, but prize at eqnal rate And rob a subject, than despoil a foe. 

rt-lived friendship, and thy groundless hate. |Scourge of thy people, violent and base! 

at thy earth-born Myrmidons ; but here Sent in Jove's anger on a slavish race, 

e to threaten, prince, and thine to fear. 240; Who, lost to sense of gencrous freedom past, 

the god the beauteous dame demand, Are tamed to wrongs, or this had been thy last. 

shall waft her to her native land ; Now by this sacred sceptre hear me swear, 

| prepare, imperious prince! prepare Which never more shall Jeaves or blossoms bear, 310 
s thou art, to yield thy captive fair : Which sever'd from the trunk (as I from thee) 

thy tent Pll seize the blooming prize, On the bare mountains left its parent tree; 

ed Briseis with the radiant eyes. This sceptre, form'd by temper'd steel to prove 

halt thou prove my might, and curse the | An ensign of the delegates of Jove, 

our From whom the power of laws and justice springs 
r0d'st a rival of imperial power ; (Tremendous oath ! inviolate to kings :) 

ice to all our host it shail be known, By this I swear, when bleeding Greece again 

igs are subject to the gods alone. 250 | Shall call Achilles, she shall call in vain. 

ies heard, with grief and rage oppress’d, When, flush’d with slaughter, Hector comes to spread 
tt awell'd high, and labour’d in his breast. |The purpled shore with mountains of the dead, 320 
ing thoughts by turns his bosom ruled, Then shalt thou mourn the affront thy madness gave 
ed by wrath, and now by reason cool’d : Forced to deplore, when impotent to save : 


ompts his hand to draw the deadly sword, /Then rage in bitterness of sou}, to know 
ro’ the Greeks, and pierce their haughty lord ;|This act has made the bravest Greek thy foe. 


uspers soft, his vengeance to controul, He spoke ; and furious hurl'd against the ground 
m the rising tempest of his soul. His sceptre starr'd with golden studs around. 

ἢ anguish of suspense he stay'd, Then sternly silent sat. With like disdain 

alf unsheath’d appear'd the glittering blade, |The raging king return’d his frowns again. 

swift descended from above, 261} To calm their passions with the words of age, 

the sister and the wife of Jove; Slow from his seat arose the Pylian sage, 330 
h the princes claim'd her equal care ;) Experienced Nestor, in persuasion skill'd, 

she stood, and by the golden hair Words sweet as honey from his lips distill’d; 
rcized ; to him alone confess'd ; Two gencrations now had pase’d away, 

cloud conceal'd her from the rest. Wise by his rules, and happy by his sway ; 

, and sudden to the goddess cries, Two ages o’er his native realm he reign’d, 

by the flames that sparkle from her eyes:) | And now the example of the third remain’d. 

nds Minerva in her guardian care, All view'd with awe the venerable man ; 

nly witness of the wrongs I bear 270} Who thus with mild benevolence began : 

treus son. then Iect those eyes that view What shame, what woe is this to Greece! what joy 


ing crime, behold the vengeance too. To Troy's proud monarch, and the friends of Troy! 
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That adverse gods commit to stern debate 
The best, the bravest of the Grecian state. 
Young as ye are, this youthful heat restrain, 
Nor think your Nestor’s years and wisdom vain. 
A godlike race of heroes once I knew, 
Such as no more these aged eyes shall view ! 
Lives there a chief to mateh Pirithous’ fame, 
Dryas the bold, or Ceneus’ deathless name ; 
Theseus, endued with more than mortal might, 
Or Polyphemnusy, like the gods in fight? 
With these of old to toils of battle bred, 
In early youth my hardy days I Jed ; 
Fired with the thirst which virtuous envy breeds, 
And sinit with love of honourable deeds. 
Strongest of men, they pierced the mountain boar, 
Ranged the wild deserts red with monsters’ gore, 
And from their hills the shagvy Centaura tore, 
Yet these with soft persuasive arts 1 rway'd : 
When Nestor spoke, they listen’d and obey‘d. 
If in my youth e’en these estecm'd me wise, 
Po you, young warriors, hear my age advise. 
Atiidea, seize not onthe heauteous slave : 
That prize the Grecks by common suffrage gave : 
Nor thou, Achilles, treat cur prince with pride ; 
Let kings be just, and sovere‘gu power preside. 
Thee, the first honoura of the war adorn, 
Like gods in strenath, and of a goddess born ; 
Him awful majesty exalta above 
The powers of earth, and scepter'd sons of Jove. 
Tet both unite, with well-consenting mind, 
So shall authority with strength be join’d. 
Teave me, O king! to calm Achilles’ rage ; 
Rule thou thyself, as more advanced in age. 
Forbid it, gods! Achilles should be lost, 
The pride of Greece, and bulwark of our host. 
This said, he ceased. The king of men replies: 
Thy years are awful, and thy words are wise : 
But that imperious, that unconquer'd soul, 
No laws can limit, no respeet controul. 
Before hia pride must his superiors fall, 
His word the law, and he the lord of all ? 
Him must our hosta, our chiefs, ourselves obey ? 
What king can beara rival in his sway ? 
Grant that the gods his matchless force have given ; 
Has foul reproach a privilege from heaven? 
Here on the monarch's speech Achilles broke 
And furious thus, and interrupting, spoke : 
Tyrant! I well deserved thy galling chain, 
To live thy slave, and still to serve in vain, 
Should 1 submit to each unjust deeree , 
Command thy vassals, but command not me. 
Scize on Briseis, whom the Grecians dvom’d 
My prize of war, yet tamely see resumed : 
And seize secre; no more Achilles draws 
His conquering sword in any woman's cause; 
The gods command me to forgive tho past; 
But let this first invasion be the last: 
For know, thy blood, when next thou darest in- 
vacde, 
Shall etream in vengeance on my reeking blade. 
At this they ceased : the stern debate expired: 400 
The chiefs in sullen majesty retired. 
Achilles with Patroclus took his way, 
Where near his tents his hollow versels lay. 
Meantime Atrides lannch’d with numerous oars 
A well-rige’d ship for Chrysa's sicred shores; 
Fligh on the deck was fair Chryseiis placed, 
And sage Ulysees with the conduct graced : 


341: Safe in ker sides the heeatomb they stow'd, 


Then awiflly καρ, cut the liquid road. 

The host te expiate, next the king prepares, 410 
With pure lustrations, and with solemn prayers. 
Wash’'d by the briny wave, the pious train 
Are cleansed, and cast the ablutions in the main. ! 
Along the shore whole heratombsa were laid, 

And bulls and goats to Phebus’ altars paid. 
The sable fumes in curling spires arise, 


350] And waft their grateful odours to the skies, 


The army thus in sacred rites engaged, 

Atrides still with deep resentment raged. 
To wait his will two sacred heralds stood, 
Talthybius and Eurybatea the good. 
Haste to the fierce Achilles’ tent (he cries ;) 
Thence bear Briseta as our royal prize : 
Submit he must! or, if they will not part, 
Ourself in arms ahail tear her from his heart. 

The nmwilling heralds act their lord's commands: 


360: Pensive they walk along the karren sands: 


Arrived, the hero in his tent they find, 

With gloomy aspect, on his arm reclined. 

At awful distance Jong they silent stand, 

T.oath to advance, or speak their hard command; 

Deceut confusion! This the godlike man 

Perceived, and thas with accent mild began: 
With leave and honour enter our abodes, 

Ye sacred ministers of men and gods! 

I know your message; hy constraint you came; 


40 


370 | Not you, but your imperious lord I blame. 


Patroclus, haste, the fair Briseis bring ; 
Conduct my captive to the haughty king. 

But witness, heralds, and proclaim my vow, 
Witness to gods above, and men below! 

But first, and loudest, to your prince declare, 
That lawless tyrant whose commands you bear, 
Unmoved aa death Achilles shall remain, 
Thongh prostrate Greece should bleed at every tein: 
The raging chief, in frantic passion lost, 


40 


380: Blind to himself, and useless to his host, 


Unskill'd to judge the future by the past, 

In blood and slaughter shall repent at last. 
Patroclus new the unwilling beauty brought; 450 

She, in κοῦ sorrows and in pensive thought, 

Pass'd zilent, ax the heralds held her hand, 

And oft looh'd back, slow moving o'er the strand. 

Not go his Joss the fierce Achilles bore; 

But sad retiring to the sounding shore, 

O'er the wild margin of the deep he hung, 


400] That kindred deep from whence his mother sprang; 


There, bathed in teara of anger and disdain 
Thus loud Jamented to the stormy main: 

O parent goddess! since in early bloom a 

Thy son must fall, by too severe a doom; 
Sure, to so short a race of glory born, 
Great Jove in justice should this span adorn: 
Honour aad fame at least the Thunderer owed; 
And il) he paye the promise of a god, i 
If yon proud monarch thus thy son defies, 
Obscures my glories, and resumes my prize. 

Far in the deep recesaes of the main, 

Where aged Ocean holds his watery reign, 

The goddess-mother heard. ‘The waves divide: 4:0 
And like a mist she rose above the tide; 

Beheld him mourning on the naked shores, 

And thus the sorraws of his soul explores: 

Why grieves my son? Thy anguish let me share, 
Reveal the cause, and trust a parent's care. 
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ἮΪΥ sighing, said: To tell my woe, Why have I born thee with a mother's throes, 
nention what too well you know. To fates averse, and nursed for future woes ? 

2bd, sacred to Apollo's name, So short a space the light of heaven to view! 
realm,) our conquering army came, So short a space! and fill’d with sorrow too! 

sure loaded and triumphant spoils, 480 O might a parent's careful wish prevail, 

st division crown’d the soldier's toils ; Far, far from Mion should thy vessels sail ! 

: Chryseis, heavenly prize! ws led, And thou, from camps remote, the danger shun, 
elected, to the general’s bed. Which now, alas ! too nearly threats my son. 

τ of Phebus sought by gifts to gain Yet (what I can) to move thy suit I'll go 556 
eous daughter from the victor’s chain ; To great Olympus crown’'d with fleecy snow. 

he reach’d, and lowly bending down, Meantime, secure within thy ships, from far 

ἢ the sceptre and the laurel crown, Behold the field, nor mingle in the war. 

g all: but chief implored for grace, The sire of gods and all the ethereal train, 

ier-kings of Atreus’ royal race: On the warm limits of the farthest main, 

rous Greeks their joint consent declare, 490, Now mix with mortals, nor disdain to grace 

tto reveren ‘e, and release the fair. The feasts of Ethiopia's blameless race; 

trides : he, with wonted pride, Twelve days the powers indulge the genial rite, 
insulted, and his gifts denied. Returning with the twelfth revolving light. 

ted sire (his god's peculiar care) Then will I mount the brazen dome, and move 560 
us pray’d, and Phebus heard the prayer: |The high tribunal of immortal Jove. 

il plague ensues; the avenging darts The goddess spoke: the rolling waves unclose : 
tly, and pierce the (:recian hearts. Then down the deep she plunged from whence she 
t then, inspired by heaven, arose, And left him sorrowing on the lonely coast, (rose, 
ts the crime, and thence derives the woes. |In wild resentment for the fair he lost. 

e first the assembled chiefs incline 500} In Chrysa's port now sage Ulysses rode ; 

the vengeance of the power divine ; Beneath the deck the destined victims stow’d ; 

ng in his wrath, the monarch storm’d; The sails they furl’d, they lash’d the mast aside, 

he threaten’d, and his threats perform’d: | And dropp'd their anchors, and the pinnace tied. 
Chryseis to her sire was sent, Next on the shore their hecatomb they land, 570 
r'd gifts to make the god relent ; Chryseis last descending on the strand. 

he seized Briseiis’ heavenly charms, Her, thus returning from the furrow’d main, 

1y valour’s prize defrauds my armas, Ulysses led to Phoebus’ sacred fane ; 

the votes of all the Grecian train ; Where at his solemn altar, as the maid 

ice, faith, and justice, plead in vain. He gave to Chryses, thus the hero said: 

Jess! thou thy suppliant son attend, 6510] Hail, reverend priest ! To Phabus’ awful dome 
Olympus’ shining court ascend, A suppliant I from great Atrides come : 

the ties to former service owed, Unransom’d here receive the spotless fair; 

for vengeance to the thundering god. Accept the hecatomb the Greeks prepare ; 

thou triumph’d in the glorious boast, And may thy god who scatters darts around, 580 
1 stood’st forth of all the ethereal host, Atoned by sacrifice, desist to wound. 

Id rebellion shook the realms above, At this, the sire embraced the maid again, 
aunted guard of cloud-compelling Jove. So sadly lost, so lately sought in vain. 

e bright partner of his awful reign, Then near the altar of the darting king, 

like maid, and monarch of the main, Disposed in rank, their hecatomb they bring: 
or-gods, by mad ambition driven, §20| With water purify their hands, and take 

eat with chains the Omnipotence of heaven, |The sacred offering of the salted cake ; 

I'd by thee, the munster Titan came While thus with arms devoutly raised in air, 

rods Briareus, men /geon name,) And solemn voice, the priest directs his prayer: 
wondering skies, enormous stalk'd along ; God of the silver bow, thy ear incline, 

iat shakes the solid earth so strong :* Whose power encircles Cilla the divine; 

nt-pride at Jove’s high throne he stands, Whose sacred eye thy Tencdos surveys, 

idish'd round him all his hundred hands; ‘| And gilds fair Chrysa with distinguish'd rays ! 
ghted gods confess'd their awful lord, If, fired to vengeance at thy priest's request, 

app’d the fetters, trembled, and adored. Thy direful darts inflict the raging pest ; 

idess, this to his remembrance cal), 530|Once more attend ! avert the wasteful woe, 

: his knees, at his tribunal fall; And smile propitious, and unbend thy bow. 

him far to drive the Grecian train, So Chryses pray'’d. Apollo heard his prayer : 
them headlong to their ficet and main, And now the Grecks their hecatomnb prepare ; 

the shores with copious death, and bring Between their horns the salted barley threw, 600 
eks to know the curse of such a king : And with their heads to heaven the victims slew: 
nemnon lift his haughty head The limbs they sever from the enclosing hide ; 

his wide dominion of the dead, The thighs, selected to the gods, divide : 

iro in blood, that e’er he durst disgrace On these, in double cauls involved with art, 

lest warrior of the Grecian race. The choicest morsels lay from every part. 

py son! (fair Thetis thus replies, 540 | The priest himself before his altar stands, 

ars celestial trickle from her eyes) And burns the offering with his holy hands, 


Pours the black wine, and sees the flames aspire , 
* Neptune. The youths with instruments surround the fire : 
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The thighs thus sacrificed, and entrails dress’d, 610! But part in peace, secure thy prayer is sped: 


The assistants part, tranalix, and roast the rest : 
Then spread the tables, the repast prepare, 
Each takes his seat, and each receives his share. 
When now the rage of hunger was repreas'd, 
With pure libations they conclude the feast ; 


The youths with wine the copious goblets crown'd, 


And pleas'd dispense the flowing bowls around. 
With hymns divine the joyous banquet ends, 
The Pwans lengzthen'd till the sun descends ; 


The Greeks, restored, the grateful notes prolong; 620 


Apollo listens, and approves the song. 
"Twas night ; the chiefs beside their vessel lie, 
Till «oxy morn had purpled o'er the sky: 


Then launch, and hoist the mast; indulgent gales, 


Supplied by Pha-bus, fill the swelling sails; 
The milk-white canvass bellying as they blow, 
The parted ocean foams and roars below : 
Above the bounding billows swift they flew, 
Till now the Grecian camp appear'd in view. 
Far on the beach they haul their bark to land, 
(The crooked keel divides the yellow sand ἢ) 


Then part, where stretch'd along the winding bay 


The ships and tents in winding prospect lay. 
But raging still, amidst his navy sat 

The stern Achilles, steadfast in his hate ; 

Nor mix’d in cumbat, nor in council join’d ; 

But wasting cares lay heavy on his mind: 

In his black thoughts revenge and slaughter roll, 

And sceaes of blood rise dreadful in his soul. 


Witness the eacred honours of our head, 

The nod that ratities the will divine, € 
The faithful, fix’d, irrevocable sign ; 

This seals thy suit, and this fultils thy vows— 
He spoke, and awful bends his sable orows ; 
Shakes his ambrosial curls, and gives the nod; 
The stamp of fate, and sanction of the gad: 
High heaven with trembling the dread signal took 
And all Olympus to the centre shook. 

Swift to the seas profound the goddess fies, 

Jove to his sturry mansion in the ekies. 

The shining synod of the immortals wait ( 
The coming god, and from their thrones of state 
Arising silent, rapt in holy fear, 

Refore the majesty of heaven appear, 
Trembling they stand, while Jove assumes the thro 
All, but the god’s imperious queen alone : 

Late had she view'd the silver-fuoted dame, 
And all her passions kindled into flume. 

Say, artful manager of heaven (she cries,) 

Who now purtakes the secrets of the skics? 
Thy Juno knows not the decrees of fate, ‘ 
In vain the partner of imperial state. 

What favourite coddess then those cares disides, 
Which Jove in prudence from his eonsart hides? 

To this the Thunderer: Seck not thea τὸ find 

The sacred counsels of almighty mind : 
Involved in darkness lies the great decree, 


639 Nor can the depths of fite be pierced by thee. 


Twelve days were pist, and now the dawning light | What fits thy know ledze, thou the first shalt know 


The gods had snmmon‘d to the Olympian height : 


Jove first ascending from the watery bowers, 
Leads the long order of ethereal powers. 
When like the morning mist in early day, 
Rose from the flood the daughter of the sea; 
And to the seats divine her ilizht address’d. 
There, far apart, and high above the rest, 


The Thundcrer sat; where old Olympus shrouds 


‘The tirst of gods above and men below ; 

But thou, nor they, shall search the thoughts tha! 

Deep in the close recesses of my soul. ᾿ 
Full on the sire the goddess of the skies 

Roll'd the large orbs of her majestic eyes, 

And thus return’d: Austere Saturniug, sy, 

From whence this wrath, or who controuls thy 551 

Thy boundless will, for me, remains in force, 


His hundred heads in heaven, and props the clouds. | And all thy counsels take the destined couree. 
Suppliant the goddess stood: one hand she placed 650, But ‘tis for Greece I fear: for late was seen 


Beneath his beard, and one his knees embraced. 

If eer, O father of the gods! («he said,) 

My words could please thee, or my actions aid ; 

Some marks of honour on my son bestow, 

And pay in glory what in life you owe. 

Fame is at least by heavenly promise due 

To life so short, and now dishonour'd too. 

Avenge this wrong, oh ever just and wise ! 

Let Greece be humbled, and the Trojans rise ; 

Till the proud king, and all the Achaian race, 

Shall heap with honours him they now disgrace. 
Thus Thetis epoke : but Jove in silence held, 

The sacred! counsels of his breast conceal'd. 

Not so repulsed, the goddess closer press'd, 


Sull grasp’d his knees, and urged the dear request. 


O sire of gods and men! thy suppliant hear; 
Refuse, or grant: for what has Jove to fear? 
Or, oh! declare, of all the powers above, 

Ia wretched Thetis least the care of Jove? 
She said: and sighing thus the god replies, 
Who rolls the thunder o’er the vaulted skies: 


What hast thou ask’d ? Ah why ehould Jove engage: Pence at his heart, and pleasure his design, 


In foreign contests, and domestic rage, 

The gods’ complaints, and Juno's fierce alarms, 
While I, too partial, aid the Trojan arms? 

Go, lest the haughty partner of my sway 

With jealous cycs thy close access survey: 


[In close consult the silver-footed quern. 

Jove to his Thetis nothing could deny, 

Nor was the signal vain that shook the sky. 
What fatal favonr has the goddess won, 

To grace her fierce inexorable san ? 

Perhaps in Grecian blood to drench the plain, 
And glut his vengeance with my people slain. 

Then thus the god: Oh restless fate of pride, 

That strives to learn what heaven re-olves to bide 


-ν 


| Vain is the search, presumptuous and abhort'd, 


Anxious to thee, and odious to thy lord. 
Let this suffice, the immutable decree 
No force can shake: what is, that ought to be. 
Goddess, submit, nor dare our will withstand, 
But dread the power of this avenging hand: 
The united strength of all the gods above 
In vain resist the omnipotence of Jove. 

The Thundercr spoke, nor durst the queen 
A reverend horror silenced all the sky. 


κι 


670); The feast disturb'd, with sorrow Vulcan saw 


His mother menaced, and the gods in awe; 4 
Thus interposed the architect divine : 

The wretched quarrels of the morta] state 

Are far unworthy, gods! of your debate - 

Let men their days in senseless strife employ ; 
We, in eternal peace, and constant joy. 
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less-mother, with our sire comply, 
‘he sacred union of the sky ; 
} to rage, he shake the blest abodes, 
red lightning, and dethrone the gods. 
ut, the Thunderer stands appeased; 750 
15 power is willing to be pleased. 
lean spoke; and rising with a bound, 
bow] with sparkling nectar crown’d, 
[τὸ Juno in a cheerful way, 
2 cried) be patient and obey: 
1 are, if Jove his arm extend, 
jeve, unable to defend. 
o daring in your aid to move, 
and against the force of Jove ? 
ir cause I felt his matchless might, 760 
long downward from the ethereal height ; 
he day in rapid circles round ; 
sun descended, touch’d the ground : 
| fell, in giddy motion lost ; 
ns raised me on the Lemnian coast. 
and to her hands the goblet heaved, 
h a smile, the white-arm'd queen re- 
sd. 
: rest he fill’d; and in his turn, 
lips applied the nectar’d urn. 
1 awkward grace his office plies, 
ngnish'd laughter shakes the skies. 
Liest gods the genial day prolong, 
ibrosial, and celestial song. 
d the lyre; the Muses round 
alternate aid the silver sound. 
i¢ radiant sun, to mortal sight 
swift, roll’d down the rapid light. 
ir sturry domes the gods depart, 
‘monuments of Vulcan’s art: 
eonch reclined his awful head, 
uinber'd on the golden bed. 
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BOOK II. 


ARGUMENT. 
af the sIrmy, and Catalogue of the Forces. 


irsuance of the request of Thetis, sends a 
ision to Agamemnon, persuading him to 
my to batdle; mm order to make the Greeka 
their want of Achill+3. The general who 
With the hopes of taking Troy withont his 
but fears the artuy was discouraged by his 
id the late plague, ag well aa by the length 
ntrives to make trial of their disposition by 
n. Le first communicates his design to the 
council, that he would propose a return to 
s, and that they should put a stop to them 
sal was embraced. Then he assembles the 
and upon moving for a return to Greece, 
mously agrce to it, and run to prepare the 
y are detained by the management of Ulys- 
hastises the insolence of Thersites. ‘The 
‘recalled, several speeches made on the oc- 
lat length the advice of Nestor followed, 
to make @ general muster of the troops, 
de them into their several nations, before 
nled to battle. This gives occasion to the 
ulnerate all the forces of the Greeks and 
ba large catalogue. 


BOOK II. 
Now pleasing sleep had seal'd each mortal eye, 
Stretch'd in the tents the Grecian leaders lie, 
The immortals slumber’d on their thrones above; 
All, but the ever-wakeful eyes of Jove. 
To honour Thetis’ son he bends his care, 
And plunge the Greeks in all the woes of war: 
Then bids an empty phantom rise to sight, 
And thus commands the vision of the night : 
Fly hence, deluding dream! and light as air, 
To Agamemnon’s ample tent repair. 
Bid him in arms draw forth the embattled train, 
Lead all his Grecians to the dusty plain. 
Declare, e’en now ‘tis given him to destroy 
The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy. 
For now no more the gods with fate contend, 
At Juno’s suit the heavenly factions end. 
Destruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall, 
And nodding Ilion waits the impending fall. 
Swift as the word the vain illusion fled, 
Descends, and hovers o'er Atrides’ head ; 
Clothed in the figure of the Pylian sage, 
Renown’'d for wisdom, and revered for age; 
Around his temples spreads his golden wing, 
And thus the flattering dream deceives the king : 
Canst thou, with all a monarch’s cares oppress’d, 
Oh Atreus’ son! canst thou indulge thy rest? 
Ill fits a chief who mighty nations guides, 
Directs in council, and in war presides, 
To whom its safety a whole people owes, 
To waste long nights in indolent repose. 
Monarch, awake! ‘tis Jove’s command [ bear, 
Thou, and thy glory, claim his heavenly care. 
In just array draw forth the embattled train, 
Lead all thy Grecians to the dusty plain ; 
E’en now, O king! "tis given thee to destroy 
The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy. 
For now no more the gods with fate contend, 
At Juno's suit the heavenly factions end. 
Destruction hangs o’er yon devoted wall, 
And nodding Ilion waits th’ impending fall. 
Awake, but waking, this advice approve, 
And trust the vision that descends from Jove. 
The phantom said ; then vanish’d from his sight, 
Resolves to air, and mixes with the night. 
A thousand schemes the monarch’s mind employ ; 
Elate in thought, he sacks untaken Troy: 
Vain as he was, and to the future blind ; 
Nor saw what Jove and secret fate design’d ; 
What mighty toils to cither host remain, 
What scenes of grief, and numbers of the slain! 
Eager he rises, and in fancy hears 
The voice celestial murmuring in his ears. 
First on his limbs a slender vest he drew, 
Around him next the regal mantle threw, 
The embroider’d sandals on his feet were tied: 
The starry faulchion glitter'd at his side ; 
And Jast his arm the massy sceptre loads, 
Unstain’d, immortal, and the gift of gods. 
Now rosy morn ascends the court of Jove, 
Lifts up her light, and opens day above. 
The king despatch'd his heralds with commands 
To range the camp and summon all the bands: 
The gathering hosts the monarch’s word obey ; 
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ployed in this book consists not entirely of While to the fleet Atrides bends his way. 
Che scene lies in the Grecian camp, and upon|In his black ship the Pylian prince he found, 


ire; toward the cnd, it removes to Troy. 


There calls a senate of the pecra around . 
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The acess {πη the }. nz of mea express‘d 
The counsels liivesrez on he arvful brecee. 

Pries.2a τ confedergees! wth atwertive ear 
Rire.ce me words, and ered what vos hear. 
Late as 1 stumberd ia the s.2dea of ogi, 

A dream divine oppeard before my sight, 
Worne viscenary form Lae Nester came, 

T:.¢ «ame in Lahit, and in mien the same. 

The hesver!y pianton hover'd o'er my head, 
Asc, dorst tes sleep, ob Atreay son? ‘he said 57 
Ι fia a εἰπε who miz\ty nat.ons gusdes, 
Direets in council, and τι war presides, 

To whom its safety a whole pecple owes, 

To waste Inng nights in indolent repose. 
Mosarch, awake! ‘us Jove’s command I bear, 
Thou and thy glory claim h:s heavenly care. 
Jo suet ἀστὴν driw forth the emintled train, 
And Icad the Grecians to the dusty plain; 
F’en now, O king! ‘tis given thee to destroy 
The lofty towers of wide-extended Troy. 

For now no more the gods with fate contend, 
At Juno's wut the heavenly factions end. 
Destruction tangs o’er yon devoted wall, 

And nodding I}:on waits the impending fall. 
This hear observant, and the gods obey ! 

The vision spoke, and pass'd in air away. 
Now, valiant chiefs! since heaven itse!f alarms, 
Unite, and rouse the sons of Greece to arms. 
But first with caution try what yet they dare, 
Worn with nine years of unsuccessful war 

To move the tropa to measure back the main, 
Be mine; 2nd yours the province to detain. 

He spoke, and sat; when Nestor rising said 
(Nestor, whom Py!os’ sandy realms obey’d :) 
Pnoces of Greece, your faithful ears incline, 
Nor doult the vision of the powers divine ; 
Sent by great Jove to him who rules the host,— 
Forbid it heaven! this warning should be lost! 
Then let us haste, obey the god’s alarms, 

And juin to rouse the sons of Greecc to arms. 


Thus spoke the sage. The kings without delay 


Dissolve the council, and their chief obey : 
The sceptred rulers lead : the following host, 


jAnc Low tke mark of Acamemnon's rega 
jeer τὸ al: Argos asd controuls the main. 
Ος thas} br zi: scep:re now the king reclined, 


70’ And arful thes Ῥτοδους ςεὰ the speech design'd: 


“be sons of Mars! parmake your leader's care, 

- Herces of Greece, and brothers of the war! 1] 
‘Of paral Jove wih juss.ce | compiain, 

‘And Leaven‘y oracles believed in vain. 

LA «τῷ return was promisee to our toils, 
Rezows'd, τῷ .mpiazt, aad enrich’d with spoils; 
.Now shamefur ἢ. ct t sloze can gave the hast, 
Our blood, our treasure, aad our glory lost. 

"So Jove decrees, resistiess lord of all! 


80 At whose command whole empires rise or fall: 


| He shakes the feebie props of human trust. 
And towns and arm.es humbles to the dust. —s Kk 
' What shame tu Greece a fruitless war to wage, 
|Oh lasting shame in every future age! 
Once great in arma, the common scorn we grew, 
Repulsed and bailed by a feeble foe. 
So small their number, that if wars were ceased, 
And Greece tri.mphant held a gezeral feast, 
1 All rank’d by tens ; whole decads when they dim 


90 Must want a Trojan slave to pour the wine. 


| But other forces have our hopes o'erthrown, 

And Troy prevails by armies not herowns. i 
Now nine long years of mighty Jove are ma, 
Since first the libours of this war bezan. 

Our cordage torn, decay'd our vessels lie, 

And scarce inaure the wretched power to fly. 
Ilaste then, for ever Jeave the Trojan wall' 

Our weeping wives, our tender children eal: 
Love, duty, safety, summon us away, 


100,’ Tis nature’s voice, and nature we obey. 


Our shatrer'd barks may yet transport us οἷ δὴ 

Safe and inzlorioua, to our native shore. 

Fly, Grecians, fly, your sails and oars employ 

And dream no more of heaven-defended Troy. 
Hiss deep design unknown, the hosts appmre 

Atrides’ speech. The mizhty numbers more. 

So το] the billows to the Icarian shore, 

From cast and south where winds begin to reat, 

Burst their dark mansions in the clouds and sweep 


Pour'd forth by thousands, darkens all the coast. 110, The whitening surface of the ruffled deep. 


As from some rocky cliff the shepherd sees 
Clustering in heaps on heaps the driving bees, 


Rolling, and blackening, swarms succeeding swarms, 


With deeper murmurs and more hoarse alarms; 
Dusky they spread, a close embodied crowd, 
And o’er the vale descends the living cloud. 

So, from the tents and ships, a lengthening train 


And as on corn when western gusts descend, 
Before the blast the Jofty harvests bend ; B 
Thus o’er the field the moving host appears, 
With nodding plumes and groves of waving speals 
The gathering murmur spreads, their trampling feet 
Beat the Joose sands, and thicken to the fleet. 
With long-resounding cries they urge the train 


Spreads all the beach, and wide o’ershades the plain:|To fit the. ships, and launch into the main. 


Along the region runs a deafening sound : 


They toil, they sweat, thick clouds of dust arise, 


Bencath their footsteps groans the trembling ground : |The doubling clamours echo to the skies. 


Fame flies before, the messenger of Jove, 
And shining soars, and claps her wings above. 
Nine sacred heralds now, proclaiming loud 


The monarch’s will, suspend the listening crowd. 


Soon as the throngs in order ranged appear, 
And fainter murmurs died upon the ear, 

The king of kings his awful figure raised ; 
High in his hand the golden sceptre blazed : 
The golden sceptre, of celestial frame, 

By Vulcan form'd, from Jove to Hermes came: 
To Pelops he the immortal gift resign’d ; 

The immortal gift great Pelops left behind, 

In Atreus’ hand, which not with Atreus ends, 
To righ Thyestesa next the prize descends; 


121] E’en then the Greeks had left the hostile plain, 


And fate decreed the fall of Troy in vain; 

But Jove's imperial queen their flight survey'd, 

And sighing thus beapoke the blue-eyed maid: 
Shall then the Grecians fly ? O dire disgrace! 

And leave unpunish’d this perfidious ? 

Shall Troy, shall Priam, and the adultefous spomt 

In peace enjoy the fruits of broken vows? 

And bravest chiefs, in Helen’s quarrel slain, 


130} Lie unrevenged on yon detested plain? 


No: let my Greeks, unmoved by vain alarms, 
Once more refulgent shine in brazen arms, 3 
Haste, goddess, haste ! the flying host detais, 
Wor \et one sail be hoisted on the main, 
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ys, and from Olympus’ height, Long had he lived the scorn of every Greek, 

shipe precipitates her flight : Vext when he spoke, yet still they heard him speak 
in public cares, she found, Sharp was his voice ; which, in the shrillest tone 
council like the gods renown'd : Thus with injurious taunts attack’d the throne: ᾿ 

ith generous grief the hero stood, Amidst the glories of so bright a reign, 

s sable vessels to the fload: What moves the great Atrides to complain ? 

s, divine Laertes’ son ! "Tis thine whate’er the warrior’s breast inflames, 
Greeks (the martial maid begun) 5310) ΤΊα golden spoil, and thine the lovely dames. 

" country bear their own disgrace, With all the wealth our wars and blood bestow 

ernal leave to Priam's race ? Thy tents are crowded, and thy chests o’erflow. 280 
ous Helen still remain unfreed ? Thus at full ease in leaps of riches roll’d, 

ged a thousand heroes bleed ? What grieves the monarch? Is it thirst for gold? | 
‘ous Ithacus ' prevent the shame, Say, shall we march with our unconquer'd powers 
armies, and your chiefs reclaim. (The Greeks and I,) to Ilion's hostile towers, 
sistiess eloquence employ, And bring the race of royal bastards here 

nmortals trust the fall of Troy. For Troy to ransom at a price tuo dear ? 

divine confess'd the warlike maid, But safer plunder thy own host supplies: 

ἃ, nor uninspired obey’d : 220] Say, wouldst thou seize some valiant leader's prize ? 
ig first Atrides, from his hand Or, if thy heart to generous love be led, 

2 imperial sceptre of command. Some captive fair, to bless thy kingly bed ? 290 
, attention and respect to gain, Whate’er our master craves, submit we must, 

flies through all the Grecian train, Plagued with his pride, or punish'd for his lust. 

of name, or chief in arms approved, Oh women of Achaia! men no more! 

h praise, or with persuasion moved. Hence let ua fly, and let him waste his store 

like you, with strength and wisdom blest,| In loves and pleasures on the Phrygian shore. 
imples should confirm the rest. We may be wanted on some busy day, 

h’s will not yet reveal’d appears ; When IIector comes : so great Achilles may: - 
courage, but resents our fears. 230 From him he forced the prize we jointly gave, 
‘Greeks his fury may provoke ; From him the fierce, the fearless, and the brave : 
king in secret council spoke. And durst he, as he ought, resent that wrong, 900 
ur chief, from Jove his honour springs; {This mighty tyrant were no tyrant long. 
‘dreadful is the wrath of kings. Fierce from his seat at this Ulysses springs, 
amorous vile plebeian rose, In generous vengeance of the king of kings. 

‘proof he check'd, or tamed with blows. | With indignation sparkling in his eyes, 
ι slave, and to thy betters yield ! He views the wretch, and sternly thus replies : 

ike in council and in field! Peace, factious monster, born to vex the state, 
at dastards would our host command? | With wrangling talents form’d for foul debate: 
e war, the lumber of a land. 240; Curb that impetuous tongue, nor rashly vain 

retch, and think not here allow'd And singly mad, asperse the sovereign reign. 
of tyrants, an usurping crowd. Have we not known thee, slave? of all our host, 316 
monarch Jove commits the sway ; The man who acts the least, upbraids the most 7 
laws, and him let all obey. Think not the Greeks to shameful flight to bring, 
rds like these the troops Ulysses rul'd; | Nor let those lips profane the name of king. - 
silenced, and the fiercest cool’d. For our return we trust the heavenly powers ; 
assembly roll the thronging train, Be that their care ; to fight like men be ours. _ 
ihips, and pour upon the plain. But grant the host with wealth the general load, 


they move, as when old ‘Ocean roars, | Except detraction, what hast thou bestow'd 7 
huge surges to the trembling shores : 250) Suppose some hero should his spoils resign, 
ig banks are burst with bellowing sound, | Art thou that hero 1 could those spoils be thine 7 


smurmer and the deeps rebound. Goda ! let me perish on this hateful shore, 320 
ie turpult sinks, the noises cease, And let these eyes behold my son no more, 

ilence lulls the camp to peace. If, on thy next offence, this hand forbear 

ily clamour’d in the throng, To strip those arms thou ill deservest to wear, 

loud, and turbulent of tongue : Exped the council where our princes meet, 
: shame, by no respect coatroll'd, And send thee scourged and howling through the 
usy, in reproaches bold : fleet. 
malice studious to defame: He said, and cowering as the dastard bends; 
s joy, and Jaughter all his aim. The weighty sceptre on his back descends : 
: gloried with licentious style, On the round bunch the bloody tumours rise ; 

great, and monarchs to revile. The tears spring starting from his haggard eyes: 
uch as might his soul proclaim; Trembling he sat, and shrunk in abject fears, 9390 
3 blinking, and one leg was lame: | Fram his vile visage wiped the scalding tears. 
in-shoulders half his breast o’erspread, | While to his neighbour each express’d his thought: 
vestrew'd his long mis-shapen head. Ye gods! what wonders has Ulyeses wrought ! 
ankind his envious heart possess'd, What fruits his conduct and his courage yield ; 
6 hated all, but most the best. _ |Great in the couacil, glorious in the field ! 
\chilles still his theme : Generous he rises in the crown’s defence, 


vandal his pelignt supreme, ἢ 970] To carb the factious tongue of inselence. 
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Such just examples on offenders shown, Vow'd with libations and with victims then, 

Sedition s:lence, and assert the throne. Now vanish'd like their smoke : the faith of mea! 
"Twas thus the general voice the hero praised, While useless words consume the unactive houn, 

Who rising, high the imperial sceptre raised: 341. No wonder Troy so long resists our powers. 

The hlue-vcyed Pallas, his celestial friend, Rise, great Atridea! and with courage sway: ἐν 

(in form a herald; bade the crowds attend. We march to war if thou direct the way. 

The expecting crowds in still attention hung, But leave the few that dare resist thy laws, 

To hear the wisdom of his heavenly tongue. The mean deserters of the Grecian cause, 

Then deeply thoughtful, pausing ere he spoke, To grudge the conquests in'ghty Jove prepares, 

His silence thus the prudent hero broke : And view with envy our successful wars. 
Unhappy monarch ! whom the Grecian race, On that great day when fint the martia} train, 

With shame deserting, heap with vile disgrace. Big with the fate of Nion, plough'd the main; 

Not such at Argos was their generous vow, 350 | Jove, on the right, a prosperous signal sent, 

Once all their voice, but ah! forgotten now, And thunder rolling shook the firmament. 

Ne’er to return, was then the common cry, Encouraged hence, maintain the glorious strife, & 

Till Troy’s proud structures should in ashes lie. Till every soldier grasp a Phrygian wife, 

Behold them weeping for their native shore ! Till Helen’s woes at full revenzed appear, 

What could their wives or helpless children more? | And Troy's proud matrons render tear for tear. 

What heart but meits to leave the tender train, | Before that day, if any Greck invite 

And, one short muath, endure the wintry main? | His country’s troops to base, inclorious flight; 

Few leagues removed, we wish our peaceful seat, | Stand forth that Greek! and hoiat his sail to fly, 

When the ship tosses, and the tempests beat: ' And die the dastard first, who dreads to die. 

Theo well may this long stay provoke their tears, =! But now, O monarch! all thy chiefs advise: 

The tedious length of nine revolving years. 361. Nor what they offer, thou thyself despise. 

Not for their grief the Grecian host I blame; Among those counsels let not mine be vain; 4} 

But vanquish'd! baffled ! ch eternal shame! In tribes and nations to divide thy train; 

Expect the time to Troy’s destruction given, His separate troops let every Jeader call, 

And try the fate of Calehas and of heaven. Each strengthen each, and all envourage all. 

What pass‘d at Aulis, Greece can witness bear, What chief, or soldier, of the numerous band, 

And all who live to breathe this Phrygian air. Or bravely fights, or ill obeys command, 

Beside a fountain's sacred brink we mised ; When thus distinct they war, shall soon be kaez3, 

Our verdant altars, and the victims blazed ; 369° And what the canse of Ion not o’erthrowa ; 


(‘Twas where the plane-tree spread its shades around,) | If fate resists, or if our arms are slow, 
The altars heaved ; and from the crumbling ground § [If gods above prevent, or men below. 


A mighty dragon shot, of dire portent ; To him the king: How much thy yearsereel #9 
From Jove himself the dreadful sign was sent. In arts of council, and in speaking well! 
Straight to the tree hig sanguine spires he roll’d, QO wouid the gods, in love to Grrecce, decree 

And curl’d around in many a winding fold. But ten such rages as they grant in thee; 

The topmost branch a mother-bird possess’d ; Such wisdom soon should Priam’s force destroy, 
Eight callow infants fill’d the mossy nest ; And goon should fall the haughty towers of Troy! 
Hereelf the ninth; the serpent as he hung, But Jove forbids, who plunges those he hates 
Ktretch’d his black jaws, and crash’d the crying young; ; In fierce contention and in vain debates. 

While hoverinz near, with miserable moan, 3311 Now great Achilles from our aid withdraws, 

The drooping motker wail'd her children gone. By me provoked ; a captive maid the cause: 

The mother last as round the nest she flew, If e’er as friends we join, the Trojan wall a 
Seized by the beating wing, the monster slew : Must shake, and heavy will the vengeance fall. 
Nor long survived ; to marble turn’d he stands But now, ye warriors, take a short repast; , 

A lasting prodigy on Aulis’ sands. And, well refresh'd, to bloody conflict haste. 

Such was the will of Jove; and hence we dare His sharpen‘d spear let every Grecian wield, 
Trust in his omen, aud support the war. And every Grecian fix his brazen shield ; 

For while around we gazed with wondering eyes, _| Let all excite the fiery steeds of war, 

And trembling sought the powers with sacrifice, And all for combat fit the rattling car, 

Full of his god, the reverend Calchas cried : 390 | This day, this dreadful day, let cach contend ; 

Ye Grecian warriors! lay your fears aside. No rest, no respite, till the shades descend, 

This wondrous signal, Jove himself displays, Till darkness, or till death, shall cover all, #0 
Of long, long labours, but eternal praise. Let the war bleed, and Ict the mighty fall ; 

As many birds as by that snake were slain, Till bathed in sweat be every manly breast, 

So many years the toils of Greece remain ; With the huge shield each brawny arm deprest, 
But wait the tenth, for Ilion's fall decreed ; Fach aching nerve refuse the lance to throw, 
Thus spoke the prophet, thus the fates succeed. And each spent courser at the chariot blow. 

Obey, ye Grecians: with submission wait, Who dare, inglorious, in his ships to stay, ‘ 
Nor let your flight avert the Trojan fate. Who dares to tremble on this signal day, 


He said : the shores with loud applauses sound, 400} That wretch, too mean to fail by martial power, 
The hollow ships each deafening shout rebound. The birds shall mangle, and the dogs devour. 
Then Nestor thus: these vain debates forbear, The monarch spoke; and atraight a murmur roe. 
Ye talk like children, not like heroes dare. Lond as the surges when the tempest blows, fl 
Where now are all your high resolves at last? That dash’d on brokeo rocks tumultuous mar, 

Your leagues concluded, your engagements past’? ἃ And foam and thonder on the stony shore. 
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» the tents the troops dispersing bend, That o’er the winding of C:tyster’s springs, 

are kindled, and the smokes ascend ; Stretch their long necks, and clap their rustling 
y feats they sacrifice, and pray wings, 

the dangers of the doubtful day. Now tower aloft, and course in airy rounds ; 

“five yearn’ age, large limb’d and fed, Now light with noise: with noise the field resounds 
high altars Agamemnon led ; Thus numerous and confused extending wide, 

le the noblest of the Grecian peers ; 480 | The legions croud Scaminder's flowery side ; 

or first, as most advanced in years. With rushing troops the plains are cover'd o’er, 

e Idomenus, and Tydeus’ son, And thundering footsteps shake the sounding shore. 
ess,and Ajax Telamon ; Along the river's level meads they stand, 550 
e Ulysses in his rank was placed ; Thick as in spring the flowers adorn the Jand, 

elaus came unbid, the last. Or leaves the trees; or thick as insects play, 

3 surround the destined beast, and take The wandering nation of a summer's day, 

d offering of the salted cake : That, drawn by milky steams at evening hours, 

s the king prefers his solemn prayer: Ὧι gather'd swarms surround the rural bowers ; 
whose thunder rends the clouded air, From pail to pail with busy murmur run 

ve heaven of heavens hast fix'd thy throne, | The gilded legions, glittering in the sun. 

of gods ! unbounded and alone! 49] 90 throng’d, so close the Grecian squadrons stood 

1 before the burning sun descends, In radiant arms, and thirst for Trojan blood. 

5 night her gloomy veil extends, Each leader now his scatter’d force conjoins, 56C 

ie dust be laid yon hostile spires, In close array, and forms the deepening lines. 

‘a palace sunk in Grecian fires, Not with more ease, the skilful shepherd swain 

“s breast be plunged this shining sword, Collects his flock from thousands on the plain. 

rhter'd heroes groan around their lord ! The king of kings, majestically tall, 

ray'd the chief: his unavailing prayer Towers o’er his armies, and outshines them all: 

‘e refused and tosa'd in empty air: Like some proud bull that round the pastures leads 
averse, while yet the fumes arose, 500! His subject herds, the monarch of the meads. 

iew toils, and doubled woes on woes. Great as the gods, the exalted chief was seen, 

yers perform’d, the chiefs the rite pursue, | Tis strength like Neptune, and like Mars his mien; 

‘+y sprinkled, and the victim slew. Jove o’er his eyes celestial glories spread, ὅτι 

3 they sever from the inclosing hide, And dawning conquest play'd around his head. 

is, selected to the gods, divide. Say, virgins, seated round the throne divine, 

, in double cauls involved with art, All-knowing goddesses ! immortal Nine! 

cest morsels lie from every part. Since earth’s wide regions, heaven's unmeasured 
cleft wood the crackling flames aspire, height, 

+ fat victim feeds the sacred fire. And hell's abyss, hide nothing from your sight, 

15 thus sacrificed, and entrails dress'd, 510)(We, wretched mortals! lost in doubts below, 

tants part, transfix, and roast the rest ; But guess by rumour, and but boast we know,) 

ead the tables, the repast prepare, Oh say what heroes, fired by thirst of fame, 

538 his seat and each receives his share. Or urged by wrongs, to Troy’s destruction came ? 
he rage of hunger was suppress‘d, To count them all, demands a thousand tongues, 580 

‘rous Nestor thus the prince address’d : A throat of brass, and adamantine lungs. 

id thy heralds sound the loud alarms, Daughters of Jove, assist ! inspired by you, 

the squadrons sheath’d in brazen arms: The mighty labour dauntless I pursue : 

i¢ the occasion, now the troops survey, What crowded armies, from what climes they bring 
-o war when heaven directs the way. - Their names, their numbers, and their chiefs, I sing. 
the monarch issued his commands ; 520 ; . 

he loud heralds call the gathering bands. The Catalogue of the Ships. 

fs inclose their king; the host divide, The hardy warriors whom Beeotia bred, 

and nations rank’d on either side. Penelius, Leitus, Prothut‘nor led : 

he midst the bluc-eyed virgin flies ; With these Arcesilaus and Clonius stand, 

ik to rank she darts her ardent eyes: Equal in arms, and equal in command. . 

dful xgis, Jove’s immortal shield, These head the troops that rocky Aulis yields 590 

n her arm, and lighten'd all the field: And Eteon’s hills, and Hyrie’s watry fields, 


16 vast orb a hundred serpents roll’d, And Scheenos, Scholos, Groa near the main, 
he bright fringe, and seem'd to burn in gold. | And Mycalessia’s ample piny plain. 

each Grecian's manly breast she warms, 530 | Those who in [eteon or Ilesion dwell, 

eir bold hearts, and strings theirnervous arms; |Or Harma, where Apollo's prophet fell ; 


they sigh, inglorions to return, Heleon and Hylé, which the springs o’erflow ; 
she revenge, and for the combat burn. And Medeon lofty, and Ocalea low ; 
me mountain, through the Jofty grove, Or in the meads of Haliartus stray, 
:kling flames ascend, and blaze above, Or Thespia sacred to the god of day. 
expanding, as the winds arise, Onchestus, Neptune 8 celebrated groves ; 600 
cir long beams, and kindle half the skies: |Copx, and Thisbd, famed for silver dovez, 
the polish'd arms, and brazen shields, For fiocks Erythra, Glissa for the vine; 
y splendour flash'd along the fields. Platea green, and Nisa the divine. 


their number than the embodied cranes, 540] And they whom Thebe's well-built walle inclose, 
white swans in Asius’ watry plains, Where Myda, Eutreais, Corone tose ἃ 
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And Arné rich, with purple harvests crown'd : 
And Anthedon, Beotia’s utmost bound. 

Full fifty ehips they send, and each conveys, 
Twice sixty warriors through the foaming seas. 
To these succeed Aspledon's martial train, 
Who plough the spacious Orchomenian plain. 
Two valiant brothers rule the undaunted throng, 

Itilmen and Agcalaphus the strong, 

Sons of Astyoche, the heavenly fair, 

Whose virgin cliarms sulalued the god of war: 
(In Actor's court as she retired to rest, 


610 


In twelve black ships to Troy they steer ther 
course, 

And with the great Athenians join their force. 
Next move to war the generous Argive train, 

From high Traezent, and Maseta‘s plain, 

And fair gina circled by tle main: 

Whom strong Tyrithe’s lofty walls surround, 

And Epidaur with viny harvests crowa’d; GB 

And where fair Asinen and Hermion show 

Their cliffs alhove, and ample bay below. 

These by the brave Enryalus were led, 


The strength of Mars the blushing maid compress'd:) . Great Sthenelus, and greater Diomed ; 


Their troops in thirty sable vessels sweep, 
With equal oars, the hoarse-resounding deep. 


The Phocians next in forty barks repair, 620 


Epistrophus and Schedius head the war. 

From those rich regions where Cephissus leads, 

His siiver current through the flowery meads ; 

From Panopia, Chrysa the divine, 

Where Anemoria’s stately turrets shine, 

Where Pstho, Daulis, Cyparissus, stood, 

And fair Lilwa views the rising flood. 

These ranged in order on the floating tide, 

Close, on the left, the bold Brrotians’ side. 
Fierce Ajax led the Locrian squadrons on, 

Ajax the Jess, Otleus’ valiant son; 

Skill'd to direct the flying dart aright ; 

Swift in pursuit, and active in the tight. 

Hin, as their chief, the chosen troops attend, 

Which Bessa, Thronus, and rich Cynos send : 

Opus, Calliams, and Searphe’s bands ; 


And those who dwell where pleasing Augia stands, 


And where Boiigrius floats the lowly lands, 
Or in fair Tarphe’s sylvan seats reside, 


In forty vessels cut the liquid tide. 640 


Euboi nest her martial sons prepares, 

And sends the brave Abantes to the wars: 
Breathing revenge, in arms they take their way 
From Chalcis’ walls, and strong Eretria ; 

The Isteian fields tor generous vines renown'd, 
The fair Carystos, and the Styrian ground ; 
Where Dios froin her towers o’erlooks the plain, 
And high Cerinthus views the neighbouring main. 
Down their broad shoulders falls a length of hair; 


Their hands dismiss not the long lance in air; 650 


But with protended spears in fighting fields, 
Pierce the tough corslets and the brazen shields. 
Twice twenty ships transport the warlike bands, . 
Which bold Elphenor, fierce in arms, commands. 
Full tifty more from Athens stem the main, 
Led by Menestheus through the liquid plain, 
(Athens the fair, where great Erecthens sway'd, 
That owed his nurture to the blue-eyed maid, 
But trom the teeming furrow took his birth, 


The mighty offspring of the foodtal earth. 660 


Vim Pallas placed amidst her wealthy fane, 
Adored with sacrifice and oxen slain; 

Where, as the years revolve, her altars blaze, 
And all the tribes resound the goddess’ praise.) 


No chief like thee, Menestheus ! Greece could yield, 


To tnarshal armies in the dusty field, 

The extended wings of bate to display, 
Or close the embodied host in firm array. 
Nestor alone, improved by length of days, 


For martial conduct bore an equal praise. 670 


With these appear the Salaminian bands, 
‘Vhom the vigantic Telamon commands; 


But chief ‘T'ydides bore the sovereign sway ; 

In fourscore barks they plouzh the watery way. 
The proud Mycené arms her martial powers, 

Cleoné, Corinth, with imperial towers, 

Fair Arethyrea, Ornia’s fruitful plain, 

And -¥gion, and Adrastus’ ancient reign: 


| And those who dwell along the sandy shore, 8 


And where Pellenc yields her fleecy store, 
Where Helicé and Hypéresia he, 

And Gonoussa's spires salute the sky. 

Great Agamemnen rules the numerous band, 
A hundred vessels in long order stand, 


630 And crowded nations wait his dread command. 


| High on the deck the king of men appears, 
} And his refulgent arms in triumph wears ; 
Proud of his host, unrivall’d in his reign, 
In silent pomp he moves along the main. τῷ 
His brother follows, and to vengeance warms 
The hardy Spartans, exercised in arms: 
Phares and Brysia’s valiant troops, and those 
Whom Lacedxmon'’s lofty hills inclose : 
Or Messe’s towers for silver dovea renown'd, 
Amyclz, Latis, Augia’s happy ground, 
And those whom (1tylos’ low walls contain, 
And Helos, on the margin of the main: 
These, o’er the bend:ng ocean, Helen's cause, 
In sixty ships with Menelaiis draws: 70 
Eager and loud from man to man he flies, 
Revenge and fury flaming in his eyes ; 
While, vainly fond, in fancy oft he heare 
The fair-one's grief, and sees her falling tears. 
In ninety sail, from Pylos’ sandy coast, 
Nestor the sage conducts his chosen host: 
From Amphigenia‘s ever-fruxful land; 
Where .¥ipy high, and little Pteleon stand; 
Where beauteous Arené her structures shows, 
And Thryon’s walls Alpheiis’ streams inclose: 1 
And Dorion, famed for Thamyris’ disgrace, 
Superior once of all the tuneful race, 
Till, vain of mortals’ empty praise, he strove 
To match the seed of cloud-compelling Jove! 
Too daring bard! whose unsuccessful pride 
The immortal muses in their art defied. 
The avenging Muses of the light of day 
Deprived his eyes, and snatch’d his voice away; 
No more his heavenly voice was heard to sing, 
His hand no more awaked the silver string. 
Where under high Cylené, crown'd with wood, 
The shaded tomb of old AZpytus etood ; 
From Ripé, Stratie,.Tegea’s bordering towns, 
The Phenean fields, and Orchomenian downs, 
Where the fat herds in plenteous pasture rove, 
And Stymphelus with her surrounding grove, 
Parrhasia, on her snowy cliffs reclined, 
And high Enispe shook by wintry wind, 
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ntinca’s ever-pleasing site ; Where many seas and many sufferings past, ἡ 
the Arcadian bands unite. 740|On happy Rhodes the chief arrived at last : 
aor, glorious at their head There in three tribes divides his native band, 
n,) the mighty squadron led. And rules them peaceful in a foreign land : 810 
supplied by Agamemnon’s care, ‘| Increased and prosper’d in their new abodes, 
ting seas the wondcring warriors bear; |By mighty Jove, the sire of men and gods, 
dattle on the appointed plain, With joy they saw the growing empire nse, 
ull the dangers of the main. And showers of wealth descending from the skies. 
ere fair Ielis and Buprasium join; Three shipe with Nireus sought the Trojan shore 
nin here, and Myrsinus confine, Nireus, whom Agliie to Charopus bore ; 
i there, where o'er the valleys rose Nireus, in faultless shape and blooming grace, 
rock ; and where Alisium flows; ἠδ] ΤΊ loveliest youth of all the Grecian race ; 
‘ chiefs (a numerous army) came; Pelides only match'd his early charms ; 

and glory of the Epean name. But few his troops, and small his strength .n 
quadrons these their train divide, arms. 
en vessela through the yielding tide. Next thirty galleys cleave the liquid plain, . 
iphimacus, and Thalpius one ; Of those Calydnz’s sea-girt isles contain ; 
s, and that Petitus’ son;) With them the youth of Nisyrus repair, 
g from Amarynceus’ line; Casus the strong, and Crapathus the fair, 

ilyxenus, of force divine. Cos, where Eurypylus possess’d the sway, 

10 view fair Elis o’er the seas Till great Alcides made the realms obey : 

ss’d islands of the Echinades, 760|These Antiphus and bold Phidippus bring, 
tls under Meges move, Sprung from the god by Thessalus the king. 
leus the beloved of Jove. Now, Muse, recount Pelasgic Argos’ powers, 
ilichium from his sire he fled, From Alos, Alope, and Trechin’s towers ; 830 
ὁ Troy his hardy warriors led. From Phthia’s spacious vales; and Hella, bless’d 
w'd through the watery road, With female beauty far beyond the rest. 

'isdom equal to a god. Fall fifty ships beneath Achilles’ care, 

‘hom Cephalenia’s isle inclosed, The Achaians, Myrmidons, Hellenians bear ; 

ields along the coast opposed ; Thessalians all, though various in their name ; 

r Ithaca o’erlooks the floods, The same their nation, and their chief the same. 
Neritos shakes his waving woods, 770] But now inglorious, stretch’d along the shore, 

ipa’s rugged sides are scen, They hear the brazen voice of war no more; 

ky, and Zacynthus green. _ |No more the foe they face in dire array : 

‘lve galleys with vermilion prores, Close in his fleet their angry leader lay, ' 848 
conduct sought the Phrygian shores. Since fair Briseis from his arms was torn, 

16 next. Andremon’s valiant son, The noblest spoil from δας κ᾽ ἃ Lyrnessus borne, 

n’s walls, and chalky Calydon, Then, when the chief the Theban walls o’erthrew, 
'ylené, and. the Olenian steep, And the bold sons of great Evenna slew. 

beaten by the rolling deep. There mourn'd Achilles, plunged in depth of care, 
rarriors from the Frolian shore, But soon to rise in slaughter, bloud, and war. 

sons of GEncus were no more! 780| To these the youth of Phylace succeed, 

of the mighty race were fied! ες {Itona, famous for her fleecy breed, 

elf, and Meleager dead ! And grassy Pteleon deck'd with cheerful greens, 
ire now trust the martial train, The bowers of Ceres, and the sylvan scenes, 850 . 
sels follow through the main. Sweet Pyrrhasus, with blooming flowrets crown'd, 
y barks the Cretan king commands, And Antron’s watry dens, and cavern’d ground. 
Lyctus, and Gortyna’s bands, These own'd as chief Protesilas the brave, 

ho dwell where Rhytion’s domes arise, | Who now lay silent in the gloomy grave : 

rastus glitters to the skies, The first who boldly touch'd the Trojan shore, 
Phastus silver Jardan runs; And dyed a Phrygian lance with Grecian gore, 

red cities pour forth all her sons. 700] There lies, far distant from his native plain ; 

“d, Idomencus, beneath thy care, Cnfinish'd, his proud palaces remain, 

dreadtul as the god of war. And his sad consort beats her breast in vain. 

ia, the son of Hercules, His troops in forty ships Podacres led, 860 
ft vessels through the foamy seas; Iphiclus’ son, and brother to the dead ; 

s'with everlasting sunshine bright, Nor he unworthy to command the host; _ 

dus, and Carmirus white. Yet still they mourn’d their ancient leader lost. 
rother fierce Alcides hore, The men who Glaphyra’s fair soil partake, 

8 walls, and Sello’s winding shore, Where hills encircle Babe's lowly lake, 

y towns in ruins spread the plain, Where Phere hears the neighbouring waters fall, 

ir blooming warriors early slain. 800| Or proud lolcus lifts her airy wall, 

1en to manly years he crew, In ten black ships embark'd for Ilion’s shore, 

le, old Licymnius, slew ; . With bold Eumelas, whom Alcesté bore : 

strain’d to quit his native place, All Pelias’ race Alcesté far outshined, . 800 
: vengeance of the Herculean race, The grace and glory of the beauteous kind. 

ilt, and with a numerous train ‘| The troops Methome or Thaumacia yrelda, 


‘les, wander'd o'er the main; Olizon's rocks, or Melibaa’a felts, 
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With Philoctetes sail'd, whose mate hiess art 
From the tough bow directs the feather'd dart. 
Seven were his ships: each vesse tity row, 
Skul'd in his secenee of the Girt and bow: 
But he Jay mz.ng on the Lemnin ground ; 
A poiaonons Hydra give the bura nz wound ; 
There groan’d the cluef iu azot.s uz pap, 
Whorn Greece at length eho wish, por wish in 
vain. 
His forces Medon Jed from Lemnos’ shore, 
Oileus’ ron, whom beanteous Rena bore. 


550 But the brave chiefs the icgier.ous hfe deplored, 
And wandering o'er the comp, required thes lord. 


| But Thetis’ son now shines in arms no more: 
_ His troops. neglected on the sandy shore, 

‘In emrty a:r the:r sportive javeling throw, 
Or whirl tue disk, or bend an idle bow : 


Unstain'd with biood his cover'd chariots stands 
he immortal coursers zraze along the strand; 


Now, like a desuge, covering all around, 
“Tie siting armies swept along the ground; 
Swift 2s a ποῦ of fire, when storms arise, 


The (Echalan race, in those high towers con- : Fioats tie wide Geld, and blazes to the skies. 


tain ἃ, 
Where once Rarstus in proud tri:mph reign'd, 
Or where her huminbler vurre’s Tricea rears, 
Or where home, rouz with rocks, appears, 
In thirty sail the ΚΡΊΓΚΙ ΤΙΣ waves divide, 
Which Podulinus and Machaon guide. 
To these tig skill their purent-god* imparts, 
Divine professors of the Lealng arte. 
The bold Ormenan and Asterian bands 
Jo forty barks Eurypsdus commands, 
Where ‘Titan tides tis hoary head in snow, 
And where Uyperia's siver fountains flow. 
Thy troops, Argi:sa, Polyparies leads, 
And E leon, shelrer'd by Oty περι" shades. 
Gyrtone'’s warriors; and where Orthé lies, 
And Oledsron's chalky chills arise. 
Sprung from Pirithoiis of immortal race, 
The fruit of fair Hippodamce’s embrace, 
(That day, when hurl'd from Pelion’s cloudy head, 
To diotant deny the shaggy Centaurs fled,) 
With Poly prtes join’d in equal sway 
Leontens leads, aud forty ships obey. 
Ir twenty sail the bold Perrha-tians came 
From Cyphus; Guneus was their leader's name. 
With these the Enians join’d, and those who freeze 
Where cold Dodona lifts her holy trees; 
Or where the pleasing ‘TMitaresius glides, 
And into Pencus rolls his easy tides; 
Yet o'er the silver surface pure they flow, 
The sacred stream unmix'd with streams below, 
Sacred and awful! Fron the dark abodes 
Styx pours them forth, the dreadtal oath of gods! 
Fast under Prothous the Magnesians stood, 
Prothous the κὰν εἴ, of old "Teathedron's blood, 


630; 


900: 
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Faith graan'd beneath tem; as when angry Jore 389 
'Huris down the furky lightuing from abvre, 


[On Arime when he the thundcr throws, 


‘And tires Typi:rus with redoubled biows, 
iW! here Typ! ion, press'd beneath the burn:ng load, 
‘sel tec!s the fury of the averging god. 
Bat various Iris, Jove’s commands to bear, 
Speeds on the wings of winds through liquid az: 
In Prisin’s porch the ‘Trojan chiefs she found, 
The old consuluing, and the youths around. 
Polites' shape, tue monarch’s son, she chose, GS 
Who from .Esetcs’ tumb observed the foes, 
High on the mound; froin whence in prospect ay 
The fields, the tents, the navy, and the bay. 
In this dissembled form, she hastes to bing 
The unweleome message to the Phrygian king. 
Cease to consult; the time far actiun calls; 
War, horrid war, approaches to your walla! 


, Assembled armies olf have | beheld, 
{But ne'er Ul] now such numbers charged a field 


Thick as autumnal leaves or driving sand, 9 

The moving squadrons blacken all the strand 

Thou, godlike Heetor! all thy torce employ, 

Assemble all the united bands of Troy ; 

In just array let every leader call 

The foreign troops: this day demands them all. 
The voice divine the m:gity chief alarms: 

The counc:] breaks, the wurriors rush to arms. 

The gates unfolding pour forth all their crus, 

Nations on nations fill the dusky plain. 

Men, steeds, and chariots, shake the trembling grt 

The tumult thickens, and the skies resound. 

Amidst the plain in sight of Jlion stands 

A rising rnount, the work of human hands. 


Who dwell where Pelion, crown'd with piny boughs, | (This for Myrinne’s tomb the immortals know, 


Obscures the glade, and nods his shaggy brows; 


T hough call’d Bateia in the world below ἢ 


Or where through Howe ry ἐν Cc mpeé Penens stray Ὁ, 990' Bene: it! i the ir eh: vfs 1 in martial order herr, 


(The region streteh’d beneath his mighty shade.) 

In forty sable barks they sternm’d the main; 

Such were the chiefs, and such the Grecian train. 
Say nest, O Muse! of all Achaia breeds, 

Who bravest fought, or rein'd the noblest steeds? 

Eumelas’ mares were foremost in the chase, 

As cagtes flect, and of Pheretian race: 

Bred where Preria’s fruitful fountains flow, 

And tran'd by him who bears the silver bow, 


The auxihar troops and Trojan hosts appear. 
The godike Hector, high above the rest, 
Shakes his huge spear, and nods his plumy cres: 
In throngs around his native bands repair, 
And groves of linces glitter in the aur. 
D.vine .Eneas brings the Dardan race, 
Anchises’ son by Venus’ stolen embrace, 
Born in the shades of Ida’s sceret grove, 
CA mortal mixing with the queen of love.) 


Fierce inthe fight, their nostrils breath'd a flame, 2301 Archilochus and Acamas divide 


Their height, their colony, and their age the same ; 
O’er ficlds of death they whirl the rapid car, 

Aud break the ranks, and thunder through the war. 
Ajax in arms the first renown acquired, 

While stern Achiles in his wrath retired: 

(iis was the strength that mortal mht exceeds, 
And his the uurival'd race of heavenly steeds) 


* Asculapius. 


The warrior’s toils, and combat by hie side. 
Who fair Zeleia’s wealthy valleys tll, 

Fast by the foot of Ida‘s sacred hill, 

Or drink, Asepus, of thy sable floud, 

Were led by Pandarus of rayal bload 5 


To whom his art Apollo deiza'd to show, 


Graced with the greseuts of his shafts and bow 
From ich Ayasus and Adweeha’s towers, 
Fligh Terce’s summits, and Tiged elsenens 


THE ILIAD. 231 


he congregated troops obey 
hius and Adrastus’ equal sway : BOOK III. 
sons; whom, skill’d in fates to come, 


‘warn'd, and prophesied their doom: ARGUMENT. 

em on; the sire forewarn'd in vain, 1010 The Duel of Menelaus and Paris. 

to war, and perish'd on the plain. The armies being ready to engage, a single combat is 
‘ius’ stream, Percote’s pasture lands, agreed upon between Menelaus and Paris (by the in- 
and Abydos’ neighbouring strands, tervention of Hector, for the determination, of the 
\risba’s walls and Sellé's coast, war. Iris is sent to call Helen to behold the fight 


She leads her to the walls of Troy, where Priam sat 
with his counsellors, observing the Grecian leaders on 
the plain below, to whem Helen gives an account of 


‘ides conducts his host: 
car he shakes the flowing reins, 


reere thunder o’er the plains. the chief of them. The kings on cither part take the 
Pelasgi next, in war renown'd, solemn oath for the conditions of th: combat. Tho 
Larissa’s ever-fertile ground : duel ensues, wherein Paris being cvercome, ix snatch- 
3 their brother leaders shine, _1020| ed away in acloud by Venus, and transported to his 
wid, and Pyleus the divine. apartinent. She then calls Helen from the walls, and 
ws and Pyrous lead thcir hosts, brings the lovers together. Agamemnon, on the part 


" Η 4 ἱ « é η ts i . 
γ, from Thracia's wintry coasts ; of the Grecians, deman’s the re-toration of Helen 
and the performance of the articl:s. 


eak realms where Hiellespontus roars, |The three-and-twentict day stil continues throughout 

beats the hoarse-resounding shores. this book. The ecene is sometimes in the ticlds before 
Euphemus the Ciconians move, Troy, and sometimes in Troy itself. 

Treezenian Ceus, loved by Jove. 

ithe Peonian troops attend, 


fight, their crooked bows to bend ; BOOK Ill. 
ample bed he leads them on, 1030) Tis by their leader's care each martial band 
ves the distant Amydon ; Moves into ranks, and stretches o'er the land. 
vells with all his neighbouring rills, With shouts the Trojans rushing from afar, 
ound the floating region fills. Proclaim their motions, and provoke the war: 
agonians Pylamenes rules, So when inclement winters vex the plain 
fenetia breeds her savage mules, With piercing frosts, or thick descending rain, 
inus’ rising cliffs are seen, To warmer seas the cranes embodied fly, 
f box, Cytorus ! ever green ; With noise, and order, through the mid-way sky: 
Egialus and Cromna lie, To pigmy nations wounds and death they bring, 
ramus invades the sky ; And all the war descends upon the wing. 10 
Parthenius, roll’d through banks of | But silent, breathing rage, resolved and skill'd 
By By mutual aids to fix a doubtful field, 
ordering palaces and bowers. 1041 | Swift march the Grecks; the rapid dust around 
δ᾽ ἃ in arms the Halizonian band, Darkening arises from the labour'’d ground. 
and Epistrophus command, Thus from his flaggy wings when Notus sheds 
ar regions where the sun refines A night of vapours round the mountain-heads, 
silver in Alybean mines. Swift-gliding mists the dusky tields invade, 
hty Chromis led the Mysian train, To thieves more grateful than the midnight shade ; 
nnomus, inspired in vain ; While scarce the swains their feeding flocks survey, 
nilles lopp’d his sacred head, Lost and confused amidst the thicken’d day : 20 
Seamander with the vulgar dead. So wrupt in gathering dust, the Grecian train, 
ἃ brave: Ascanius here unite 1050| A moving cloud, swept on, and hid the plain. 
1 Phrygians, eager for the fight. Now front to front the hostile armies stand, 
ho round Mxonia’s realms reside, Eager of fight, and only wait command ; 
vales in shade of Tmolus hide, When, to the van, before the sons of fame 
Antiphus the charge partake; Whom Troy sent forth, the beauteous Paris came, 
anks of Gyges’ silent lake. In form a god! the panther’s speckled hide 
he fields where wild Micander flows, |Flow'd o’er his armour with an easy pride, 
and Latmos’ shady brows, His bended bow across his shoulders flung, 
iletus, came the Carian throngs, His sward beside him negligently hung; 30 
clamours, and with barbarous tongues.|T'wo pointed spears he shook with gallant grace, 
and Naustes guide the train, 1060] And dared the bravest of the Grecian race. 
old, Amphymacus the vain, As thus, with glorious uir and proud disdain, 
with gold, and glittering on his car, He boldly stalk’d, the foremost on the plain, 
roman to the field of war; Him Menelaiis, loved of Mars, espies, 
was! by fierce Achilles slain, With heart elated, and with joyful eyes : 
»pt him to the briny main: So joys a lion, if the branching deer, 


ad with waves the gaudy warrior |Or mountain goat, his bulky prize, appear; 
Eager he seizes and devours the siain, 


ictor seized the golden prize. Press'd by bold youths and baying dogs in vain. 40 
last in fair array succeed, Thus fond of vengeance, witha furious bound, 
leas Glaucus and Sarpedon lead ; In clanging arms he leaps upon the ground 


sands that distant Lycia yields, 1070 | From his high chariot: him, approaching near, 
Xanthus foams along the ficlds: The beauteous champion views with marks of fvar; 


Smit with a conscious sense, retires behind, 
And shuns the fate he well deserved to find. 

As when some sliepherd, from the rustling trees, 
Shot forth to view, a ecaly serpent sees, 
Tretnbling and pale, he starts with wild affright, 
And all confused, precipstates his flight: 

So from the king the shining warrior flics, 

And plunged arnid the thickest Trojans lies. 

As godlike Hector sees the prince retreat, 

He thus upbraids him with a generous heat : 

Unhappy Paris! but to woman brave! 

So fairly furm’d, and only to deceive! 

Oh! hadst thou died when first thou saw'st the 
light, 

Or died at least before thy nuptual rite! 

A better fate than vainly thus to boast, 

And fly, the scandal of thy Trojan host. 

Gods ! how the scornful Greeks exult to see 

Their fears of danger undeceived in thee ! 

Thy figure promised with a martial air, 

But ill thy soul supplies a form so fair. 

In former days, in all thy gallant pride, 

When thy tall slips triumphant stemm’d the tide, 

When Greece beheld thy painted canvass flow, 

And crowds stood wondering at the passing show, 

Say, wauw it thus, with such a baffled micn, 

You met the approaches of the Spartan quoen? 70 

Thus from her realin convey'd the beauteous prize, 

And both* her warlike lords outshined in Helen's 
eyes? 

This deed, thy foes’ delight, thy own disgrace, 

Thy father's gricf, and ruin of thy race; 

Thia deed recalls thee to the profler'd fight : 

Or hast thou injured whom thou darest not right ? 

Svon to thy cost the field would make thee know 

Thou keep'st the consort of a braver foe. 

Thy graceful form instlling soft desire, 

Thy curling tresses, and thy silver lyre, 

Beauty and youth; in vain to these you trust, 

When youth and beauty shall be laid in dust: 

Troy yet may wake, and one avenging blow 

Crush the dire author of his country’s woe. 

His silence here, with blushes, Puris breaks: 
*Tis just, my brother, what your anger speaks; 
But who like thee can boast a soul sedate, . 

So firmly proof to all the shocks of fate! 

Thy force like steel a temper'd hardness shows, 
Sull edged to wound, and still untired with blows, 90 
Like steel, uplitted by some strenuous swain, 

With falling woods to strew the wasted plain. 

Thy gifts I praise ; nor thou despise the charms 
With which a lover golden Venus arms; 

Soft moving speech, and pleasing outward show, 

No wish can gain them, but the gods bestow. 

Yet, wouldst thou have the proffer'd combat stand, 
The Greeks and ‘Trojans seat on cither hand ; 
Then let a mid-way space our hosts divide, 
And, on that stage of war, the cause be tried: 
By Paris there the Spartan king be fought, 
For beauteous Helen and the wealth she brought: 
And who his rival can in arms subdue, 

His be the fair, and his the treasure too. 

Thua with a lasting league your toils may cease, 
And Troy possess her fertile fields in peace ; 
Thus may the Greeks review their native shore, 
Much famed for generous steeds, for beauty more. 


30 


60 


80 


* Theseus and Menelaus. 
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| While round his dauntless bead the Grecians pour 


. |Cool age advances venerably wise, 


[Boos Ill 


He said. The challenge Hector heard with joy, 
Then with his spear restrain’d the youth of Troy, 13 
Held by the midst, athwart, and near the foe 
Advanced with steps majestically slow : 


Their stones and arrows in a mingled shower. 
Then thus the monarch, great Atrides, cry'd; 

Forbear, ye warnors ! lay the darts aside: 

A parley Hlectur asks, a inessage beara; 

We know him by the various plume he wears. 

Awed by lus high command the Grevks attead, 

The tumult silence, and the fight suspend. 
While from use centre Hector rolls his eyes 

On either host, and thus to both apphes: 

Hear, all ye Trojans, all ye Grevian baads! 

What Paris, author of the war, demands. 

Your shining swords within the sheath restrais, 

And pitch your lances in tne yielding plain. 

Here inthe midst, in esther army's sight, 

He dares the Spartan king to single ight; 

And wills, that Helen and the ravish'd epoil, 

That caused the contest, shal) reward the toil. 19 

Let these the brave triumphant victor grace, 

And ditfening nations part in leagues of peace. 
He spoke: in still suspense on either side 

Each army stood :—the Spartan chief replied: 
Me too, ye warriors, hear, whove fatal night 

A world engages in the toils of tight: 

To me the libour of the field resign; 

Me Paris injured ; all the war be mine. 

Fall he that must, beneath h's rival's arms ; 

And live the rest, secure of future harms. 

Two lamba, devoted by our country's rite, 

Tro μπῇ u sable, to the Sun a white, 

Prepare, ye Trojans! while a third we bring, 

Select to Juve, the inviolable hing. 

Let reverend Priam in the truee engage, 

And add the sanction of considerate age; 

His sons are faithless, headlong in debate, 

And youth itself an empty wavenng state: 


ip 


Turne on all hands its deep-discerning eyes; 5 
Sees what befell, and what my yet befall, 
Concludes from both, and best provides for all. 

The nations hear, with rising hopes poasese'd, 
And peaceful prospects dawn in every breast. 


Within the lines they draw their steede around, 


And trom their chariots issued on the ground : 


Next all unbuckling the rich mail they wore, 
Laid their bright arms along the sable shore. 
On cither side the meeting hosts are seen 
With lances fix'd, and close the space between. 160 
Two heralds now despatch'd to Troy, invite 
‘The Phrygian monarch to the peacetul rite ; 
Talthybius hastens to the tleet, to bring 
The Jamb for Jove, the inviolable king. 
Meantitne, to beauteons Lclen, from the skies, 


100) The various goddess of the rainbow fliea, 


iLike fair Laodicé in form and face, 

The loveliest nymph of Priam’s royal race.) 

Her in the palace, at her loom she found ; 

The golden web her own aad story crown'd. 

The Trojan wars she weaved (berself the prize) 
And the dire triumphs of her fatal eves. 

To whom the goddess of the painted bow : 
Approach, and view the wondrous scene below! 
Fach hardy Greek, and valiant Trojan kpight, 
So dreadful late, and forrous for the igh, 
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their spears, or lean upon their shields, In Phrygia once were gallant armies known, 


the wer, and silent all the fields. In ancient time, when Otreus fill’d the throne, 

ve and Sparta’s king advance, When godlike Mygdon led their troops of horse, 
fight to toss the beamy lance ; 1801 And I, to join them, raised the Trojan force : 

: in arms, the fate of combat tnes, Against the manlike Amazons we stood, 

the motive, and thy charms the prize. And Sangar’s stream ran purple with their blood. 

, the many-colour’d maid inepires But far inferior those, in martial grace 251 
and’s love, and wakes her former fires : And strength of numbers, to this Grecian race. 

try, parents, all that once were dear, This said, once more he view’d the warrior train : 
ver thought, and force a tender tear. What's he, whose arms lie scatter'd on the plain ; 
fair face a snowy veil she threw, Broad is his breast, his shoulders larger spread, 

ly sighing, from the loom withdrew : Though great Atrides overtops his head. 

imaids Clymené and Acthra wait | Nor yet appear his care and conduct small : 

t footsteps to the Scean gate. 190] From rank to rank he moves, and orders all. 

t the seniors of the Trojan race The stately ram thas measures o'er the ground, 

im's Chiefs, and most in Priam’s grace :) And, master of the flock, surveys them round. 260 
the first; Thymetes at his side; Then Helen thus : whom your discerning eyes 

ind Clytius, tong in counsel tried ; __ | Have singled out, is Ithacus the wise: — 

and Hicetiion, once the strong ; A barren island boasts his glorious birth : 

, the wisest of the reverend throng, His fame for wisdom fills the spacious earth. 

grave, and sage Ucalegon, Antenor took the word, and thus began : 

n the walls, and bask'd before the sun. Myeelf, O king ! have seen that wondrous man, 

‘ho no more in bloody fight engage, When trusting Jove and hospitable lawa, 

througk time, and narrative with age, 200|To Troy he came, to-plead the Grecian cause, 
er-days like grasshoppers rejoice, (Great Menelaus urged the same request ;) 

ens race, that send a feeble voice. My house was honour'd with each royal guest: 270 
hen the Spartan queen approach’d the tower, 1 knew their persons, and admired their parts, — 
own’'d resistless beauty's power : Both brave in arms, and both approved in arts. 
ed, No wonder, such celestial charms _—*[ Erect, the Spartan most engaged our view : 

long years have set the world in arms; Ulysses, seated, greater reverence drew. 

nning graces! what majestic mien! When Atreus’ son harangued the listening train, 
es a goddess, and she looks a queen! Just was his sense, and his expression plain; 

Ὁ, oh Heaven ! convey that fatal face, His words succinct, yet full, without a fault; 

1 destruction save the Trojan race. 210 He spoke no more than just the thing he ought. 

»0d old Priam welcomed her; and cried, | But when Ulysses rose, in thought profound, 
h, my child, and grace thy father’s side. Klis modest eyes he fix'd upon the ground, 280 
ne plain thy Grecian spouse appears, As one unskill'd, or dumb, he seem'd to stand, 

ids and kindred of thy former years. Nor raised his head, nor stretch'd his scepter’d band : 
> of thine our present sufferings draws, But, when he speaks, what elocution flows! 
|, but Heaven’s disposing will, the cause; | Soft as the fleeces of descending snows, 
s these armies and this force employ, The copious accents fall, with easy art ; 
ile gods conspire the fate of Troy. Melting they fall, and sink into the heart ! 

hy eyes, and say, what Greek is he Wondering we hear, and, fix’d in deep surprise, 
rom hence these aged orbs can see) 220) Our ears refute the censure of our eyes. 
whose brow such martial graces shine, ᾿ The king then ask'd (as yet the camp he view'd) 
o awful, and almost divine ? What chief is that, with giant strength endued, 290 
some of larger stature tread the green, Whose brawny shoulders, and whose swelling chest, 
itch his grandeur and exalted mien: “ | And lofty stature, far exceed the rest? 
5 a monarch, and his country’s pride. Ajax the great (the beauteous queen replied) 
ised the king, and thus the fair replied : Himself a host: the Grecian strength and pride. 
: thy presence, father, I appear See ! bold Idomeneus superior towers 
scious shame and reverential fear. Amidst yon circle of his Cretan powers, 

I dicd, ere to these walls I fled, Great as a god ! I saw him once before, 

my cogntry, and my nuptial bed ; 230 | With Menelaiis, on the Spartan shore. 
1ers, friends, and daughter left behind, The rest I know and could in order name: 

them all, to Paris only kind | Al! valiant chiefs, and men of mighty fame. 300 
I mourn, till grief or dire disease Yet two are wanting of the numerous train, 
‘ste the form whose crime it was to please. |Whom long my eyes have sought, but sought in vain: 
r of kings, Atrides, you survey, Castor and Pollux, first in martial force, 

the war, and great in arts of sway ; One bold on foot, and pne renown’d for horse. 
ver once, before my days of shame; My brothers these ; the same our native shore, 
chat etill he bore a brother's name ! One house eontain'd us, as one mother bore. 


wonder Priam view'd the godlike man, __| Perhaps the chiefs, from warlike toils at ease, 
the happy prince, and thus began: 240] For distant Troy refused to sail the seas: 


1 Atrides! born to prosperous fate, Perhaps their swords some nobler quarrel draws, 
ful monarch of a mighty state ! Ashamed to combat in their sister's cause. | 310 
st thy empire ! of yon matchless train 1 So spoke the fair, nor knew her brothers oom, 


unbers lost, what numbers yet remain ' Wrapt in the cold embraces of the τὰς 
2G . 
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Adorn‘d with honours in their native shore, | xe Grecks and Trojans, let the chicfs engage, 2% 

Silent they slept, and Leard of wars no more. [Pe epare the weakness of my feeble age: 
Meantime the heralds through the crowded town, !In yonder walls that object I-t me shun, 

Bring the nch wine and de-tined victims down, | Nor view the danger of so dewr a son. 

Ideus’ arms the golden goblets press'd, Whose arms shall conquer, and what prince shall fall, 

Who thus the venerable king address’d ; Heaven only knows, for Heaven dizpozes all. 

Arise, © father of the Trajan state ! This said, the hoary king no longer stay’d, 

The nations call, thy joyful people wait 320 But on his ear the slaughter’d victima laid ; 


Then seized the reins his gentie steeds to guide, 
And drave to ‘Troy, Antenor at his side. 
Bold Hector and Ulysses now dispose 30 
The lists of combat, and the ground enclose; 
Nest tu decide by sacred lots prepare, 
Who first shall launch his pointed spear in air. 
The peaple pray with clevated hands, 
And words hike these are heard through all the 
bands : 
Immortal Jove, high heaven's superior lord, 
On lofty Ida’s holy mount adored ! 
Whoe'er involved us in this dire debate, 
Oh give that author of the war to fate 
And shades eternal! let division cease, 40 
And joyful nations join in leagues of peace. 
With eyes averted Hector hastes to tum 
The lots of fight, and shakes the brazen urn. 
Then, Paris, thine leap'd forth ; by fatal chance 
Ordain'd the first to whirl the weighty lance. 
Both armies sat the combat lo survey, 
Beside each chief his azure armour Jay, 
And round the lists the generous coursers neigh. 
The beanteous warrior now arrays for fight, 
In gilded arms magnificently bright ; 410 
The purple cuishes clasp his thighs around, 
With flowers adorn'd, with silver buckles bound: 
Lycaon’s corslet his fair body dress’d, 
Braced in, and fitted to his softer breast: 
A radiant baldric, o'er his shoulder tied, 
Sustain’d the sword that glitter'd at his side: 
His youthful face a polish’d helm o’erspread ; 
The waving horse-hair nodded on his head: 
His figured shictd, a shining orb, he takes, 
And in his hand a pointed javelin shakes. 4 
With equal speed, and fired by equal charms, 
The Spartan hero sheaths his limbs in arms. 
Now round the lists the admiring army stand, 


To seal the trace and end the dire debate. 
Paris thy sen, and Sparta’s king advance, 
In measured lists to toss the weighty lance ; 
And who his rival shall in arms subdue, 
Hia be the dame, and his the tretsure too. 
Thus with a listing league our tails inay cease, 
And Troy possess her fertile firlds in peace | 
So shal] the Grecks review their native shore, 
Moch famed for generous stecds, for beauty more. 
With grief he heard, and bade the chief prepare 
To join his wilk-white coursers to the car: 331 
He mounts the seat, Antenor at his side ; 
The gentle steeds through Sca:a's gates they guide : 
Next from the gar descending on the plain, 
Αἰ the Grecian host and ‘Trojan train 
Slow they proceed: the sage Ulysses then 
Arose, and with him rose the king of men. 
On either side a sacred herald stands, 
The wince they mix, and on cach monarch’s hands 
Poor the full urn; then drawg the Grecian lord 340 
His cutlass, sheath'd beside his ponderous sword ; 
From the sign'd victiins crops the curling hair, 
The heralds part it and the princes shure ; 
Then loudly thus before the attentive bands 
He calls the gods, and spreads hus lifted hands: 
O first and greatest power! whorn all obey, 
Who high on Jda’s holy mountain sway, 
Eternal Jove ! and you bright orb that roll 
From cast to west, and view from pole to pole! 
Thou mother Earth! and all ye living Floods; 350 
Infernal Furies! and Tartarian Goda, 
Who rule the dead, and horrid woes prepare 
For perjured kings, and all who falsely swear! 
Hear, and be witness. If by Paris slain, 
Great Menclaus press the fatal plain, 
The dame and treasures let the Trojan keep, 
And Greece returning plough the watery deep. 
If by my brother's lance the Trojan bleed ; With javelins fix’d, the Greek and ‘Trojan band. 
Be his the wealth and beauteous dame decreed : Amidst the dreadful vale, the chiefs advance, 
The appointed fine let Ilion justly pay, 360} All pale with raze, and shake the threatening lance. 
And age to age record the signal day. The Trojan first his shining javelin threw: 
This if the Phrygians shall ecfuse to yield, Full on Atrides’ ringing shield it flew ; 
Arms must revenge, and Mars decide the tield, Nor pierced the brazen orb, but with a bound 
With that the chief the tender victims slew, Leap'd from the buckler blunted on the ground. 435 
And in the dust their bleeding bodies threw : Atrides then his massy lance prepares, 
The vital spirit issued at the wound, In act to throw, but first prefers his prayers: 
And left the members quivering on the ground. Give me, great Jove! to punish lawless lust, 
From the same urn they drink the mingled wine, And lay the Trojan gaxping in the dust: 
And add libations to the powers divine. Destroy the aggressor, aid mv righteous cause, 
While thus their prayers united mount the sky: 370] Avenge the breach of hospitable laws : 
Hear, mighty Jove! and hear, ye Gods on high ! Let this example future times reclaim, 
And may their blood, who first the league con- | And guard from wrong fair friendship’s holy name. 
found, He said, and poised in air the Javelin sent: 
Shed like this wine, distain the thirsty ground ; Through Paris’ shield the forceful weapon went, 48 
May all their consorts serve promiscuous lust, His corselet pierces, and his garment rends, 
And all their race be scatter’d as the dust! And, glancing downward, near his flank descends, 
Thus either host th: ir impreeations join'’d, The wary Trojan, bending from the blow, 
Which Jove refused, and mingled with the wind, Eludes the death and disappoints his foe: 
The rites now finish'd, reverend Priam rose, Bor feree Acrides waved (4 sword, and struck 
And thus eapress‘d ἃ heart o'ercharged with woes: \Full on his casque , the cresved helmet that, 
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teel, unfaithful to his hand, 

: the fragments glitter’d on the sand. 
warrior to the spacious skies 

pbraiding voice and angry eyes: 450 
uin in Jove himself to trust ? 

is the gods assist the just ? 

s provoke us, heaven success denies; 
ls harmless, and the falchion flies. 

aid, and toward the Grecian crew 

1e crest) the unhappy warrior drew 
he follow'’d, while the embroider a 


: helmet, dragg’d the chief along. 

3 ruin crown'd Atrides’ joy, 
rembled for the prince of Troy: 460 
came, and burst the golden band, 
empty he}met in his hand. 

enraged, amidst the Greeks he threw ; 
with smiles the polish’d trophy view. 
ze more he lifts the deadly dart, 
vengeance, at his rival's heart, 
if love her favour’d champion shrouds 
n all things) in a veil of clouds. 

the field the panting youth she led, 
aid him on the bridal bed, 470 
ig sweets his fainting sense renews, 
Jome perfumes with heavenly dews. 

the brightest of the female kind, 

ss Helen, o’er the walls reclined, 
t with Trojan beautics, came 

form the laughter-loving dame.* 

an ancient maid, well skill’d to cull 
ἴσοι, and wind the twisted wool.) 
: softly shook her silken vest, 

2rfurnes, and whispering thus address’d: 
ὙΡΥ nymph! for thee thy Paris calls, 481 
¢ fight in yonder lofty walls, 

i! with odours round him spread 

waits thee on the well-known bed: 
‘arrior parted from the foe, 

y dancer in the public show. 

and Helen’s secret soul was moved ; 
the champion, but the man she loved. 
neck, her eyes that sparkled fire, 
reveal'd the queen of soft desire. 490 
her presence, straight the lively red 
cheek ; and, trembling, thus she said : 
ll thy pleasure to deceive 7 

’s frailty always to believe ? 

nations must I cross the main, 

rs to some soft Asian plain? 

cust Helen break her second vow ἢ 
Paris is thy darling now ? 

les (victor in the strife) 

onquest, and a captive wife, 500 
e sail; and if thy Paris bear 

ill, let Venus case his care. 

goddess at his side to wait, 

6 glories of thy heavenly state, 

“ver to the Trojan shore, 

or sjave; and mount the skies no more. 
iwless love no longer led, 

oward, and detest his bed; 

Ϊ merit everlasting shame, 

proach from every Phrygian dame: 510 


* Venus, 


ΠῚ suits it now the joys of love to know, 
Too deep my anguish, and too wild my woe. 

Then thus, incensed, the Paphian queen replies: 
Obey the power from whom thy glories rise: 
Should Venus leave thee, every charm must fly, 
Fade from thy cheek, and languish in thy eye. 
Cease to provoke me, lest I mike thee more 
The world’s aversion, than their love before ; 
Now the bright prize for which mankind engage, 
Then the sad victim of the public rage. 

At this, the fairest of her sex obey'd, 

And veil’d her blushes in a silken shade; . 

Unseen, and silent, from the train she moves, 

Led by the goddess of the Smiles and Loves. 
Arrived, and enter’d at the palace-gate, 

The maids officious round their mistress wait ; 

Then all dispersing, various tasks attend ; 

The queen and goddess to the prince ascend. 

Full in her Paris’ sight, the queen of love 

Had placed the beauteous progeny of Jove ; 5x0 

Where, as he view'd her channs, she turn'd away 

Her glowing eyes, and thus began to say. 

Is this the chief, who lost to sense of shame, 

Late fled the field, and yet survives his fame? 

Oh hadst thou died beneath the righteous sword 

Of that brave man whom once I cail’d my lord ! 
The boaster Paris oft desired the day 

With Sparta’s king to meet in single fray : 

Go now, once more thy rival's rage excite, 

Provoke Atrides, and renew the fight: 540 
Yet Helen bids thee stay, lest thou, unskill’d, 
Shouldst fall an easy conquest on the field. 

The prince replies: Ah! cease, divinely fair, 
Nor add reproaches to the wounds I bear: 

This day the foe prevail’d by Pallas’ power: 
We yet may vanquish in a happier hour: 

There want not gods to favour us above: 

But let the business of our life be love : 

These softer moments let delights employ, 

And kind embraces snatch the hasty joy. 550 
Not thus I loved thee, when from Sparta’s shore 
My forced, my willing, heavenly prize I bore, 
When first entranced in Cranai’s isle [ lay, 
Mix’d with thy soul, and all dissolved away! 
Thus having spoke, the enamour'd Phrygian boy 
Rush’'d to the bed, impatient for the joy. 

Him Helen follow’d slow with bashful charms, 
And clasp’d the blooming hero in her arms. 

While these to love's delicious rapture yield, 
The stern Atrides rages round the field : 560 
So some fell lion, whom the woods obey, 

Roars through the desert, and demands his prey. 

Paris he seeks, impatient to destroy, 

But seeks in vain along the troops of Troy: 

Even those had yielded to a foe so brave 

The recreant warrior, hateful as the grave. 

Then speaking thus, the king of kings arose : 

Ye Trojans, Dardaas, all our generous fues! 

Hear, and attest! from heaven, with conquest 
crown’d, 

Our brother’s arms the just success have found : 570 

Be therefore now the Spartan wealth restored, 

Let Argive Helen own her lawful lord ; 

The appointed fine let Ilion justly pay, 

And age to age record this signal day. 

He ceased ; his army's loud applauses rise, 
And the long shout runs echoing through the ον 
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BOOK IV. 


ARGUMENT. 
The Breach of the Truce, and the first Battle. 


The gods deliberate in council concerning the Trojan 
war: they agree upon the continuation of it, and Ja- 
piter sends down Minerva to break the truce. She per- 


suades Pandarus to aim an arrow at Menelaus, who 


ia wounded, but cured by Machaon. In the mean 
time some of the ‘Trojan troops attack the Greeks. 
Agamemnon is distinguished in all the parts of a good 
general: he reviews the troops, and exhorts the lead- 
ers, some by praises, and othere by repreofs. 
is particularly celebrated for his military discipline. 
The battle joins, and great numbers are slain on both 
sides. 


The sume day continues through this. as through the 


Jast book as it does also through the two following. 


and alinoxt to the end of the seventh book.) The 


scene is wholly in the held befure Troy. 


BOOK IV. 


AND now Olympus’ shining gates unfold! 
The gods, with Jove, assume their thrones of gold: 
Immortal Iebé, fresh with bloom divine, 
The golden gublet crawns with purple wine: 


While the full bowls flow round, the powers employ 


Their careful eyes on long-contended Troy. 
When Jove, disposed to tempt Saturnia’s spleen, 

Thus waked the fury of his partial queen. 

Two powers divine the son of Atreus aid, 

Imperial Juno, and the martial maid ; 

But high in heaven they sit, and gaze from far 

The tame spectators of his deeds of war. 

Not thus fair Venus helps her fuvour'’d knight; 

The queen of pleasures hares the toils of fight, 

Each danger wards, and constant in her care, 

Saves in the moment of the last despair. 

Her act has rescued Paris’ forteit life, 

Though great Atrides gain'd the glorious strife. 

Then say, ye powers! what signal issue waits 

Το crown this deed, and finish all the Fates 7 

Shall heaven by peace the bleeding kingdoms spare, 

Or rouse the Furies, and awake the war? 

Yet, would the gods for human good provide, - 

Atrides soon might gain his beauteous bride, - 

Still Priam’s walls in peaceful honours grow, 

And through his gates the crowding nations flow. 


Nestor 


10 


20 


Oh lasting rancour! ob ineatiate hate 

To Phrygia’s monarch, and the Phrygian state! 

What high offence has fired the wife of Jove? 

Can wretched mortals harm the powers above, 5 

That ‘Troy and Troy's whole race thou wouldst (08 
found, 

And yon fair structures level with the ground? 

HTaste, leave the skies, fulfil thy stern desire, 

Burst all her gates, and wrap her walls in fire! 

Let Priam bleed! if yet thou thirst for more, 

Bleed all his sons, and Ilion float with gore; 

‘To boundless vengeance the wide realm be givea, 

Till vast destruction glut the queen of heaven! 

So let it be, and Jove his peace enjoy, 

When heaven no longer hears the name of Troy. 60 

But should this arm prepare to wreak. our hate 

On thy loved realms, whose guilt demands their fate, 

Presume not thou the lifted bolt to stay: 

Remember Troy, and give the vengeance way. 

For know, of all the numerous towns that rise 

Beneath the rolling sun and starry skies, 

Which gods have raised, or earth-born men enjoy 

None stands so near to Jove as sacred Troy. 

No mortals merit more dist:nguish’d grace 

Than godlike Priam, or than Priam’s race! 

Still to our name their hecatombs expire, 

And altars blaze with unextinguish’d fire. 

At this the goddess roll'd ner radiant eyes, 
Then on the Thunderer fix'd them, and replies: 
Three towns are Juno’s on the Grecian plains, 
More dear than all the extended earth contains, 
Mycenw, Argos, and the Spartan wall: 

These thou may’st rase, nor I forbid their fall: 
"Tis not in me the vengeance to remove ; 

The crime 's sufficient that they share my love. 8 
Of power superior why should I complain? 
Resent I may, but must resent in vain. 

Yet some distinction Juno might require, 
Sprung with thyself from one celestial sire; 

A goddess born to share the. realms above, 

And styled the consort of the thundering Jove: 
Nor thou a wife and sister's right deny ; 

Let both consent, and both by turns comply; 

So shall the gods our joint decrees obey, 

And heaven shall act as we direct the way. 

See ready Pallas waits thy high commands, 

To raise in arms the Greek and Phrygian bands; 
Their sudden friendship by her arts may cease. 


Ὄ 


Thus while he spoke, the queen of heaven, enraged, | And the proud Trojans first infringe the. peace. 


And queen of war in close consult engaged : 
Apart they sit, their deep designs employ, 

And meditate the future woes of Troy. : 
Though eccret anger swell’d Minerva's breast, 
The prudent goddess yct her wrath suppress’d ; 
But Juno, impotent of passion, broke 

Her sullen silence, and with fury spoke: 

Shall then, O tyrant of the ethereal reign! 

My schemes, my labours, and my hopes, be vain? 
Have I, for this, shook Ilion with alarms, 
Assembled nations, ect two worlds in arms? _ 

To spread the war, I flew from shore to shore; 
The immortal coursers scarce the labour bore. 

At length ripe vengeance o’er thetr heads impends, 
But Jove himself the faithless race defends: 

Loath as thou art to punish lawless lust, 

Not all the gods are partial and unjust. 


40 


The sire of men and monarch of the eky 
The advice approved, and bade Minerva fly, 


30] Dissolve the league, and all her arts employ 


To make the breach the faithless act of Troy. 

Fired with the charge, she headlong urged her 
flight, 

And shot like lightning from Olympus" height. 100 

As the red comet, from Saturnius sent, 

To fright the nations with a.dire portent, 

(A fatal sign to armies on the plain, 

Or trembling sailors on the wintry main,) 

With sweeping glories glides along in air, 

And shakes the sparkles from its blazing hair; 

Between both armies thus, in open sight, 

Shot the bright goddess in.a trail of light. 

With eyes erect the gazing hosts admire 


' |The power descending, and the heavens on frre! 1 


The sire, whose thunder shakes the cloudy ekies, \‘The gods (hey cried) the gods this signal sent, 


Sighs from his inmost sou), and thus replies : 


And fate now labours with some τῶδ eve: 


3 THE ILIAD. 237 


ils the league, or bloodier scenes prepares, | Nor less the Spartan fear’d, before he found 180 


e great arbiter of peace and wars! 

said, while Pallas through the Trojan throng 
© a mortal) pass'd disguised along. 

ld Laddocus, her course she bent, 

om Antenor traced his high descent, 

the ranks Lycaiin’s son she found, 

rlike Pandarus, for strength renown'’d; 120 
squadrons, led from: black Esepus’ flood, 
ming shields in martial circle stood. 

m the goddess: Phrygian! canst thou hear 
timed counsel with a willing ear? 

‘aise were thine, couldst thou direct thy dart, 
this triumph to the Spartan’s heart! 

fts from Troy, from Paris wouldst thou gain, 
intry’s foe, the Grecian glory slain! 

‘ize the occasion, dare the mighty deed, 

his breast, and may that aim succeed! 130 
ἡ to speed the shaft, address thy vow 

ian Phaebus with the silver bow, 

ear the firstlings of thy flock to pay 

a's altars, to the god of day. 

rd, and madly at the motion pleased, 

ish’d bow with hasty rashness seized. 

orm'd of horn, and smooth'd with artful toil, 
tain goat resign’d the shining spoil, 

erced long since beneath his arrows bled; 
tely quarry on the cliffs lay dead, 140 
teen pahms his brow’s large honours spread: 
rkman join'd, and shaped the bended horns, 
iten gold each taper point adorns. 

+ the Greeks unseen, the warrior bends, 

d by the shields of his surrounding friends. 
neditates the mark: and couching low, 
sharp arrow to the well-strung bow. 

m a hundred feather’d deaths he chose, 

» wound, and cause of future woes: 


The shining barb appear above the wound. - 

Then, with a sigh that heaved his manly breast, 

The royal brother thus his grief express'd, 

And grasp'd his hand; while all the Greeks around 

With answering sighs return’d the plaintive sound. 
Oh dear as life! did I for this agree 

The solemn tnice, a fatal truce to thee! 

Wert thon exposed to all the hostile train, 

To fight for Greece, and conquer to be slain? 

The race of Trojans in thy ruin join, 190 

And faith is scorn’d by all the perjured line. 

Not thus our vows, confirm'd with wine and gore - 

Those hands we plighted, and those oaths we swore 

Shall all be vain: when heaven's revenge is slow, 

Jove but prepares to strike the fiercer blow. 

The day shall come, that great avenging day, 

Which Troy's proud glories in the dust shall lay; 

When Priam’s powers and Priam’s self shall fall, 

And one prodigious ruin swallow all. 

I see the god, already, from the pole 200 

Bare his red-arm, and bid the thunder roll ; 

I see the Eternal all his fury shed, 

And shake his xgis o’er their guilty head. 

Such mighty woes on perjured princes wait; 

But thou, alas! deservest a happier fate. 

Still must I mourn the period of thy days, 

And only mourn, without my share of praise ? 

Deprived of thee, the heartless Greeks no more 

Shall dream of conquests on the hostile shore; . 

Troy seized of Helen, and our glory lost, 21¢ 

Thy bones shall moulder on a forcign coast : 

While some proud Trojan thus insulting cries 

(And spurns the dust where Menelaiis lies :) 

‘Such are the trophies Greece from Ilion brings, 

And such the conquests of her king of kings. 

Lo, his proud vessels scatter’d o'er the main, 


fers vows with hecatombs to crown 150] And unrevenged his mighty brother slain.’ 


s altars in his native town. - 

with full force the yielding horn he bends, 
to an arch, and joins the doubling ends; 

» his breast he strains the nerve below, 
barb'd point approach the circling bow ; 
yatient weapon whizzes on the wing: 

the tough horn, and twangs the quivering 
tring. 

nee, Atrides! in that dangerous hour, 

1s forgot not, nor thy guardian power. 


Oh! ere that dire disgrace shal] blast my fame, 
O’erwhelm me, earth! and hide a monarch’s shame. 
He said: ἃ leader's and a brother's fears 220 
Possess his soul, which thus the Spartan cheers ; 
Let not thy words the warmth of Greece abate ; 
The feeble dart is guiltless of my fate: 
Stiff with the rich embroider’d work around, 
My varied belt repell’d the flying wound... 
To whom the king: My brother and my friend, 
Thus, always thur, may heaven thy life defend ! 


ssists, and (weaken’d in its force) 160 | Now seek some skilful hand, whose powerful art 


the weapon from its destined course: 

1 her. babe, when slumber seals his eye, 
tchful mother wafts the envenom’d fly. 

ere his belt with golden buckles join’d, 
linen folds the double corslet lined, 

γ᾽ ἃ the shaft, which hissing from above, 

he broad belt, and through the corslet drove ; 
ds it pierced, the plaited linen tore, 

sed the skin, and drew the purple gore. 

n some stately trappings are decreed 170 
18 a monarch on his bounding steed, 

ἢ in Caria or Mzonia bred, 

he pure ivory with a lively red ; 

jual lustre various colours vie, 

ning whiteness, and the Tyrian dye: 

it Atrides! show’'d thy sacred blood, 

n thy snowy thigh distill’d the streaming flood. 
»rror seized, the king of men descried 

ift infix’d, and-saw the gushing tide: 


May staunch the effusion, and extract the dart. 
Herald, be swift, and bid Machain bring 230 
His speedy succour to the Spartan king; 

Pierced with a winged shaft (the deed of Troy,) 

The Grecian’s sorrow, and the Dardan’s joy. 

With hasty zeal the swift Talthybius flies ; 
Through the thick files he darts his searching eyes, 
And finds Machaiin, where sublime he stands 
In arms encircled with his native bands. 
Then ἐν 18: Machain, to the king repair, 
His wounded brother claims thy timely care; 
Pierced by some Lycian or Dardanian bow, 240 
A grief to ue, a triumph to the foe. 

The heavy tidings grieved the godlike'man ; 
Swift to his succour through the ranks he ran, 
The dauntless king yet etanding firm he found, - 
And all the chiefs in deep concern around. 
Where to the steely point the reed waa jana 
The shaft he drew, but lefK the head belnnad. 
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Straight the broad belt with gay embroidery graced, |Slow from the main the heavy vapours rise, 


He loosed; the corselet from his breast unbraced ; 
Then suck'd the blood, and sovereign balm infused, 
251'The cloud condensing as the west wind blows: 


Which Chiron gave, and .-Faculapius used. 


Spread in dim streams, and sail along the skies, 
Till black as night the swelling tempest shows, 


While round the prince the Greeks employ theircare,' He dreads the impending storm, and drives his flo 


The Trojans rush tumultuous to the war; 
Once more they glitter in refulgent arms. 

Once more the fields are fill’d with dire alarms, 
Nor had you seen the king of men appear 
Confused, unactive, or surprised with fear; 

But fond of glory with severe delight, 

His beating bosom claim'd the rising figat. 

No longer with his warlike steeds he etay'd, 

Or press’d the car with polish'd brass inlaid : 
But Jeft Eurymedon the reins to guide: 

The fiery coursers snorted at his side. 

On foot through all the martial ranks he moves, 
And these encourages, and those reproves. 
Brave men! he crics, (to such who boldly dare 
Urge your swift steeds to face the coming war,) 
Your ancient valour onthe foes approve ; 

Jove is with Greece, and let us trust in Jove. 
*Tis not for us, but guilty Troy to dread, 
Whose crimes sit heavy on her perjured head ; 


Her sons and matrons Greece shall lead in chains, 


And her dead warriors strew the mournful plains. 
Thus with new ardour he the brave inspires ; 

Or thus the fearful with reproaches fires: 

Shame to your country, scandal of your kind! 

Bor to the fate ye well deserve to find! 

Why stand ye gazing round the dreadful plain, 

Prepared for flight, but doom'd to fly in vain? 

Confused and panting thus, the hunted deer 

Falls as he flies, a victim to his fear. 

Still must ye wait the foes, and still retire, 

Till yon tall vessels blaze with Trojan fire? 

Or trust ye, Jove a valiant foe shall chase, 

To save a trembling, heartless, dastard race 7 
This said, he stalk’d with ample strides along, 


To Crete's brave monarch and his martial throng ! 


High at their head he saw the chief appear, 
And bold Meriones excite the rear. 

At this the king his generous joy express’d, 

And clasp’d the warrior to his armed breast. 
Divine Idomencus! what thanks we owe 


To worth like thine ! what praise shall we bestow? 


To thee the foremost honours are decreed, 
First in the fight, and every graceful deed. 

For this, in banquets, when the gencrous bowls 
Restore our blood, and raise the warriors’ souls, 
Though all the rest with stated rules we bound, 
Unmix'd, unmeasured, are thy goblets crown'd. 
Be still thyself; in arms a mighty name; 
Maintain thy honours, and enlarge thy fame. 


To whom the Cretan thus his speech address’d : 


Secure of me, O king! exhort the rest : 

Fix'd to thy side, in every toil I share, 

Thy firm associate in the day of war. 

But let the signal be this moment given ; 

To mix in fight is all I ask of heaven. 

The field shall prove how perjuries succeed, 
And chains or death avenge their impious decd. 


To the close covert of an arching rock. K 

Such, and so thick, the embattled squadrons stood, 

With spears ercet, a moving iron wood ; 

A shady heht was shot from glimmering shields, 

And their brown arms obscured the dusky fields. 
O heroes! worthy such a dauntless train, 

Whose godlike virtue we but urge in vain 


260 (Exclaim'd the king ;) who raise your eazer bands 


With great examples, more than loud commands. 
Ah! would the gods but breathe in all the rest, & 
Such souls as burn in your exulted breast, 

Soon should our arms with just success be crown'e 
And Troy's proud walls he smoking on the ground 
Then to the next the general bends his course 

(His heart exulta, and glories in his force ἢ) 
There reverend Nestor ranks his Pylian bands, 


j And with inspiring eloquence commands ; 
270, With strictest order sets his train in arma, 


The chiefs advises, and the soldiers wanns. 
Alastor, Chromins, Harmon round him wait, 3 
Bias the good, and Pelagon the great. 

The horse and chariots to the front assign’d, 
The foot (the strength of war) he ranged behind 5 
The middle space suspected troops supply, 
Enclosed by both, nor left the power to fly; 

Ne gives command to curb the fiery steed, 

Nor cause confusion, nor the ranks exceed; 


290] Before the rest let none too rashly ride; 


No strength nor skill, but just in time, be tried: 
The charge once made, no warrior turn the reia, - 
But tight, or fall; a firm, embo:tied train. 

He whom the fortune of the field shall cast 

From forth his chariot, mount the next in haste; 
Nor seck unpractised to direct the car, 

Content with javelins to provuke the war. 

Our great forefuthers held this prudent course, 
Thus ruled their ardour, thus preserved their fore 


290) By laws like these immortal conquest muade, 


And earth's proud tyrants low in ashes laid. 

So spoke the master of the martial art, 
And touch’d with transport great Atrides’ heart. 
Oh! hadat thou strength to match thy brave desir’ 
And nerves to second what thy soul inspires! 
But wasting years, that wither human race, 
Exhaust thy spirits, and thy arms unbrace. 
What once thou wert, oh ever mizght’st thou be: 
And age the lot of any chief but thee. 


300} Thus to the experienced prince Atrides cried ς 


He shook his hoary locks, and thus replied : 
Well might I wish, could mortal wish renew 
That strength which once in boiling youth I kne¥ 
Such as I was, when Ereuthalion slain 

Beneath this arm fell prostrate on the plain. 

But heaven its gifts not all at once bestows, 
These years with wisdom crowns, with action the 
The field of combat fits the young and bold, 
The solemn council best becomes the old: 


Charm’d with this heat, the king his course pursues, ‘To you the glorious conflict I resign, 


And next the troops of either Ajax views : 

In one firm orb the bands were ranged around, 
A cloud of heroes blacken’d all the ground. 
Thus from the lofty promontory’s brow 

A swain surveys the gathering storm below: 


311) Let sage advice, the palm of age, Le mine. 


He said. With joy the monarch march‘d befor 
And found Menestheus on the dusty shore, 
With whom the firm Athenian phalanx stands; 
And next Ulysses, with his subject bands. 
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their forces lay, nor knew so far No words the godlike Diomed return’d, 

Ὃ infringed, nor heard the sounds of war; | But heard respectful, and in secret burn’d. 

ult late begun, they stood intent Not so fierce Capaneus’ undaunted son, 

h the motion, dubious of the event. Stern as his sire, the boaster thus begun: 

ἡ who saw their squadrons yet unmoved, What needs, O monarch, this invidious praise, 

ity ardour thus the chiefs reproved : Ourselves to lessen, while our sires you raise? 
eleus’ son forget a warrior’s part ; 990] Dare to be just, Atrides! and confess 

= Ulysses, skill’d in every art? Our valour equal, though our fury less. 

od you distant, and the rest expect With fewer troops we storm’d the Theban wall, 460 
ἢ combat which yourselves neglect ? And happier saw the sevenfold city fall. 

u ’twas hoped among the first to dare In impious acts the guilty father died ; 

ck of armies, and commence the war; The sons subdued, for heaven was on their side. 
your names are call'd, before the rest, Far more than heirs of all our parents’ fame, 

» the pleasures of the genial feast: Our glories darken their diminish'd name. 

. you, chiefs! without a blush survey To him Fydides thus: My friend, forbear, 

roops before you Jabouring in the fray ? Suppress thy passion, and the king revere : 

: thus those honours you requite; 400, His high concern may well excuse this rage, 

: in banquets, but the last in fight 7 Whose cause we follow, and whose war we wage; 
5 heard : the hero’s warmth o’erspread His the first praise, were Iion’s towers o’erthrown, 
‘k with blushes ; and severe, he said : And, if we fail, the chief disgrace his own. 471 


ck the unjust reproach! Behold we stand | Let him the Grecks to hardy toils excite, 
lin bright arms, and but expect command. {’Tis ours to labour in the glorious fight. 


us deeds afford thy soul delight, He spoke, and ardent on the trembling ground 
me plunging in the thickest fight. j Sprung from his car; his ringing arms resound. 

ve thy warrior-chief a warrior’s due, ‘Dire was the clang, and dreadful from afar, 

res to act whitc’er thou darest to view. Of arm'd Tydides rushing to the war. 

¢ with his generous wrath, the king replies: | As when the winds, ascending by degrees, 

tin action, and in council wise ! 411; First move the whitening surface of the seas, 

rs, thy care and ardour are the same, The billows float in order to the shore, 480 
ἃ Ito command, nor ought to blame. The wave behind rolls on the wave before: 

thou art, and Jearn’d in human kind, Till, with the growing storm, the deeps arise, 

the transport of a martial mind. Foam o’er the rocks, and thunder to the skics: 

ithe fight, secure of just amends ; So to the fight the thick battalions throng, 

Ὁ that make, shall keep the worthy friends. | Shields urged on shields, and men drove men along 
id, and pasa'd where great Tydides lay, Sedate and silent move the numerous bands; 

‘ds and chariots wedged in firm array, No sound, no whisper, but their chief’s commands, 
tke Sthenelus attends his side :) 420| Those only heard ; with awe the rest obey, 

m with stern reproach the monarch cried: | As if some god had snatch’d their voice away. 

of Tydeus ! (he, whose strength could tame | Not so the Trojans; from their host ascends 490 
‘nding steed, in arms a mighty name.) A general shout that all the region rends. 

on, remote, the mingling hosts desery, As when the fleecy flocks unnumber’d stand 

nds unactive, and a careless eye? In wealthy folds, and wait the milker’s hand, 

ithy sire the ficrce encounter [δα ἃ; The hollow vales incessant bleating fills, 

tin front the matchless prince appear'd ; The lambs reply from all! the neighbouring hills: 
orious toils, what wonders they recite, Such clamours rose from various nations round, 


‘w'd him Iabouring through the ranks of fight !| Mix'd was the murmur, and confused the sound. 
monce, when, gathering martial powers, 430] Fach host now joins, and each a god inspires, 


fal guest, he eought Mycenz's towers ; These Mars incites, and those Minerva fires. 

he ask’d, and armies had been given, Pale Flight around, and dreadful Terror reign, 500 
denied, but Jove forbade from heaven ; And Discord raging bathes the purple plain ; 

readful comets glaring from afar Discord ! dire sister of the slaughtering power, 

nd the horrors of the Theban war. Smal] at her birth, but rising every hour, 

nt by Greece from where Asopus flows, While scarce the skies her horrid head can bound, 
ss envoy, ho approach’d the foes ; She stalks on earth and shakes the world around ; 
hostile walls, unguarded and alone, The nations bleed, where’er her steps she turns, 

is he enters, and demands the throne. The groan still deepens and the combat burns. 

nt feasting with his chiefs he found, 440] Now shield with shield, with helmet helmet closed, 
es to combat all those chiefs around ; To armour armour, lance to lance opposed, 

id subxlued, before their haughty lord ; Host against host with shadowy squadrons drew, 510 
as strung his arm, and edged his sword. The sounding darts in iron tempests flew ; 

ith the shame, within the winding way, Victors and vanquish'd join promiscuous cries, 

lia passage fifty warriors lay ; And shrilling shouts and dying groans arise ; 

toes led the secret squadron on, With streaming blood the slippery fields are dyed, 

ΙῈ fierce, and hardy Lycophon ; And slaughter’d heroes swell the dreadful tide 

fty slaughter'd in the gloomy vale, As torrents roll, increased by numerous rills, 

-d but one to bear the dreadful tale. With rage impetuous down their echoing hills ; 
‘deus was, and euch his martial fire, 450] Rush to the vales, and, pour'd along the plain. 


ow the son degenerates from the sire. Roar through a thousand channels to the main : 
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The distant shepherd trembling hears the sound: 520|But Phabus now from Ilion’s towering height 


So mix both hosts, and go their cries rebound. Shines forth reveal’d, and animates the fight. 

The bold Antilochus the slanghter led, Trojans, be bold, and force with force oppose ; 
The first who atrock a valiant Trojan dead: Your foaming steeds urge headlong on the foes! 
At great Echepolus the lance arrives, Nor are their bodies rocks, nor ribb'd with steel, 
Raised his high crest, and through his helmet |Your weapons entér, and your strokes they feel. δ80 

drives ; Have ye forgot what seem’d your dread before? 
Warm’d in the brain the brazen weapon lies, The great, the fierce Achilles fights no more. 
And shades eternal settle o’er his eyes. - Apollo thus, from Ilion's lofty towers 
So sinks a tower, that long assaults had stood Array’d in terrors, roused the Trojan powers : 


Of force and fire ; its walls besmear'd with blood. | While War's fierce goddess fires the Grecian foe, 
Him, the bold leader of the Abantian throng* 530! And shouts and thunders in the fields below. 
Seized to despoil, and dragg’d the corpse along: Then great Diores fell, by doom divine, 


But while he strove to tug the inserted dart, In vain his valour and illustrious line. 
Agenor's javelin reach'd the hero’s heart. A broken rock the force οἱ Pirus threw | 
His flank, unguarded by his ample shield, (Who from cold -Enus led the Thracian crew ;) 600 


Admits the lance : he falls, and spurns the field ; Full on his ankle dropp’d the ponderous stone, 
The nerves, unbraced, support his limbs no more, Burst the strong nerves, and crash’d the solid bene: 
The soul comes floating in a tide of gore. Supine he tumbles on the crimson sands, 

The war renews, the warriors blecd again ; Before his helpless friends and native bands, 
Trojans and Greeks now gather round the slain; And spreads for aid his unavailing hands. 

As o'er their prey rapacious wolves engage, 540, The foe rush'd furious as he pants for breath, 


Man dies on man, and all is blood and rage. And through his navel drove the pointed death; 

In blooming youth fair Simoisius fell, His gushing entrails smoked upon the ground, 
Sent by great Ajax to the shades of hell: And the warm life came issuing from the wound. 
Fair Simoisius, whom his mother bore, His lance bold Thaos at the conqueror sent, 610 
Amid the flocks on silver Simois’ shore : Deep in his breast above the pap it went ; 

‘The nymph descending from the hills of Ide, Amid the lungs was fix’d the winged wood, 
To seek her parents on his flowery side, And quivering in his heaving bosom etond : 


Brought forth the babe, their common care and joy, | Till from the dying chief, approaching near, 
And thence from Simois named the lovely boy. The Actolian warrior tugg’d his weighty spear: 
Short was his date: by dreadful Ajax slain, 550|Then sudden waved his flaming falchion round, 


He falls, and renders all their cares in vain! And gash'd his belly with a ghastly wound. 
So falls a poplar, that in watery ground The corpse now breathlezs on the bloody plain, 
Raised high the head, with stately branches crown'd,| To spoil his arms the victor strove in vain; τ" 
(Fell’d by some artist with his shining steel, The Thracian bands against the victor press'd; ΟἿ 
To shape the circle of the bending wheel ;) A grove of lances glitter’d at hia breast. 
Cut down, it lies, tall, smooth and largely spread, Stern Thaos, glaring with revengeful eyes, 
With all its beanteous honours on its head ; In sullen fury slowly quits the prize. 
There, left a subject to the wind and rain, Thus fell two heroes; one the pride of Thrace, 
And scorch’d by suns, it withers on the plain. And onc the leader of the Epeian race: 
Thus, pierced by Ajax, Simoisius lies — 560| Death's sable shade at once o’ercast their eyes, 
Stretch'd on the shore, and thus neglected dies. In dust the vanquish'd and the victor lies. 

At Ajax Antiphus his javelin threw ; With copious slaughter all the fields are red, 
The pointed lance with erring fury flew, And heap'd with growing mountains of the dead. 
And Leucas, loved by wise Ulysses, slew. Had some brave chief this martial scene bebeld, 
He drops the corpse of Simoisius slain, By Pallas guarded through the dreadful field; 63] 
And sinks a breathless carcass on the plain. Might darts be bid to turn their points away, 
This saw Ulysses, and with grief enraged, And swords around him innocently play; - 
Strode where the foremost of the foes engaged : The war's whole art with wonder had he seen, 
Arm’d with his spear, he meditates the wound, And counted heroes where he counted men. 


Ia act to throw ; but, cautious, look’d around. 4570] So fought each ποεῖ with thirst of glory fired, 
Struck at his sight the Trojans backward drew, And crowds on crowds triumphantly expired. 
And, trembling, heard the javelin as it flew. 


A chief stood nigh, who from Abydos came, — 

Old Priam's son, Democodn was his name; . 

The weapon enter'd close above his car, BOOK V. 

Cold through his temples glides the whizzing spear ; ARGUMENT. 

With piercing shrieks the youth resigns his breath, The Acts of Diomed. 

His eyc-balls darken with the shades of death ; Diomed, assisted by Palias, performs wonders in thi 


day's battle. Pandarus wounds him with an arrow, 


. . , but the dess cures him, enables him to discern 
And his broad buckler rings against the ground. 580 from ν δον and prohibits him from touteaice eth 


Seized with affright the boldest foes appear ; any of the former, excepting Venus, Eneas joins Pat 
E’en godlike Elector seems himself to fear; darus to oppose him; Pandarus is killed, and Anes 
Slow he gave way, the rest tumultuous fled ; in great danger, but for the assistance of Venus; wes, 
The Greeks with shouts press on, and spoil the dead,| as che is removing her son from fight, is wounded 08 
| (μὸ hand by Diomed. Apotio seconds her in his renee, 

* Elphenor. and at length carries of δοῦν to Troy where be is 


Ponderous he falls; his clanging arms resound; 


1 
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in the temple of Pergarmus. Mare rallies the 
4, and assists Hector to make a etand. In the 
ime ineas is restored to the field, and they 
ow several of the Greeks; among the rest Tie: 
is slain by Sarpedon. Juno and Minerva 
| to resist Mara ; the latter incites Diomed to go 
+ that god; be wounds him, and sends him 
ag to heaven. 

battle continues through this book. The scene 
‘ame as in the former. 


BOOK Y. 

‘allas now Tydides' soul inspires, 

‘her force, and warms with all her fires, 
τ Greeks hia deathless fame to raise, 

am her hero with distinguish'd praise. 
hia helm celestial lightnings play, 

ny abield emits « living ray; 

‘earied blaze incessant streams supplies, 
red star that fires the autumnal skies, 
eh he rears his radiant orb to sight, 

νὰ in Ocean shoots a keener light, 

‘ries Pallas on the chief bestow'd, 

om his arms, the fierce effulgence fow'd: 
abe drives him, furious to engage, 

ve fight burns, and where the thickest rage. 
ons of Dares first the combat sought, 

ay priest, but rich without a fault ; 

8' fane the father's days were led, 

ὁ ἴο toils of glorious battle bred : 

ingled from their troops, the fight maintain, 
om their steeds, Tydides on the plain. 90 
sr renown the brother chiefs draw near, 
bold Phegeus cast his sounding spear, 

er the wartior's shoulder took its course, 
at in empty air its erring force. 

Pydides, few thy lance in vain, 

ved his breast, and stretch'd him on the plain. 
“ith unusual fear, Ideus fled, 

rich chariot, and his brother dead : 

not Vulcan lent celestial 
vad sunk to death’s eternal shade. 

amoky cloud the god of fire 

d the son, in pity to the sire. 
da and chariot, to the navy led, 
4 the apoils of gallant Diomed., 

with amaze and shame, the Trojan crew 
or fied, the sons of Dares view ; 
1 the blood-stain’d hand Minerva prese'd 
of battles, and this speech address'd 
power of war! by whom the mighty fall, 
he in blood, and shake the lofty wall ! 
rrave chiefs their glorious toils divide 
pee the conquest mighty Jove decide 
from interdicted fields retire, 
at the wrath of heaven's avenging sire. 
ords allay'd the impetuous warrior’s beat, 
of arms and martial maid retreat; 

1 from fight, on Xanthus' flowery bounds 
ἡ and listen'd to the dying sounds, 
ime, the Greeks the Trojan race purmue, 
te bold chieftain every leader slew : 
ius falls, and bites the bloody sand, 
ἃ ennobled by Atrides’ hand : 

flight his wheeling car address'd, 

sdy javelin drove from back to breast 


10 


40 


80 


‘Thy fate was next, O Phestus! doom'd to feel 

‘The great Idomeneus’ protended steel ; 

Whom Borus sent (his son and only joy) 

From fruitful Tarné to the fields of Troy. 

The Cretan javelin reach'd him from afar, 

‘And pierced his shoulder as he mounts his car; 
Back from the car he tumbles to the ground, 
‘And everlasting shades his eyes surround. 

‘Then died Scamandrivs, expert in the chase, 

Tn woods and wilds to wound the savage race; 
Diana taaght him all her sylvan arts, 

Τὸ bend the bow, and aim unerring darts : 

But vainly here Diana's art he tries, 

Tho fatal lance arrests him as he flies; 

From Menelaiis arm the weapon sent, 

"Through his broad back and heaving bosom went ; 
Down siaka the warrior with ἃ thundering sound, 
His brazen armour rings against the ground. 

Nest artful Phereclus untimely fell: 
Bold Merion sent him to the realms of bel 
"Phy father's skill, O Phereclus, was thine, 

"The graceful fabric and the fair design ; 

For, loved by Pallas, Pallas did impart 

Τὸ him the shipwright’s and the builder's art. 80 
Beneath his hand the fleet of Paris rose, 

"The fatal eause of all his country's woes 

But he, the mystic will of heaven unknown, 
Nor saw his country's peril, nor his own. 

The haplese artist, while confused he fled, 
‘The speaa of Merion mingled with the dead ; 
Through his right hip with forceful fury cast, 
Between the bladder and the bone it pass'd: 
Prone ow his knees he falls with fruitless eries, 
‘And death in lasting slumber seals his eyes. 

From Meges' force the ewift Pedeas fled, 
Antenor’s offepring from a foreign bed, 

‘Whose generous spouse, Theano, heavenly fair, 
‘Nursed the young stranger with a mother’s care. 
How vaim those cares ! when Meges in the rear 
Full in his nape infix'd the fatal spear ; 

[Swift through his crackling jaws the weapon glides, 
And the cold tongue the grinning teeth divides. 

‘Then died Hypsenor, generous and divine, 
[Sprang from the brave Dolopian’s mighty line, 100 
Who near adored Scamander made abode, 

Priest of the stream, and honour'd us a god. 

‘Ou him, amidat the ying numbers found, 

Eurypylus inflicts ἃ deadly wound ; 

(On his broad shoulder fell the forceful brand, 

‘Then glancing downward, lopp'd his holy hand, 

Which stain’d with sacred blood the blushing 
sand. 

Down sunk the priest: the purple hand of death 

Closed his dim eye, and fate suppresa’d his breath. 

"Thus toi'd the chiefs, in different parts engaged, 
In every quarter fierce Tydides raged, 1 
‘Amid the Greek, amid the Trojan train, 

Rapt through the ranks he thunders o’er the plain ; 
Now here, now there, he darts from place to place, 
Pours on the reat, oF lightens in their face. 

Thus from high bills the torrents swift and strong 
Deluge whole fields, and sweep the trees along; 
‘Through ruin’d moles the rushing waves resounds, 
O’erwhelms the bridge, and barsts the lofty bounds. 
The yellow harvests of the ripen'd year, 190 
‘And flatted vineyards, one sad waste appear! 


τ 


be mighty Halizonian lay, 
resound, the ee ite way. 


While Jove descends in eluioy sheets of rain, 
And all the labours of mankind are vin, 
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So raged Trdides bozadiess in his ire, 'Sons of Earydamas, who, wise and old, 5» 
Drove armics back, and made all Troy retire. |Cosld fates foresee, and mvstic creame unfold: 
With grief the leader of the Lycian band* ‘The youths retern’d not from the doutefal piais, 
Saw the wide waste of his destructive hand: And the sad father tried his arts in vain; 

His bended bow against the chief he drew: No mystic cream could make their fates appear, 
Swift to the mark, the thirsty arrow flew, Though now cetermined by Tydides’ spear. 


Whose forky point the hollow breast-plate tore, 130} Young Xanthus nest, and Thocn fek his rage: 
Deep in his shoulder pierced, and drank the gore: |The joy and hope of Phenops’ feeble age , 


The rashing stream his brazen armour dyed, Vast was his wealth, and these the onlv heirs 

While the proud archer thus exulting cried : Of ai! his labours, and a life of cares. 

Hither ye Trojans, hither drive your steeds! Cold death o‘ertakes them in their blooming =n 

Lo! by our hand the bravest Grecian bleeds. And leaves the father unavailing tears: 

Not long the dreadful dart he can sustain ; To strangers now descends his beapy store, 

Or Phebus urged me to these fields in vain. The race forgotten, and the name no more. 
So spoke he, boastful ; but the winged dart Two sons of Priam in one chariot ride, 

Stopp’d short of life, and mock’d the shooter's δῖ: Glittering in arms, and combat side by side. 

The wounded chief behind his car retired, 340 As when the lordly lion seeks his food 

The helping hand of Sthene!us required ; 'Where grazing heifers range the lonely wood, 

Swift from his seat he leap'd upon the ground, He leaps amidst them with a furious bound, 


And tugg'd the weapon from the gushing wound: | Bends their strong necks, and tears them to the groan 
When thus the king his guardian power address’d, {So from their seats the brother chiefs are tora, 91 


The purple current wandering o’er his vest : Their steeds and chariot to the navy bome. 
O progeny of Jove! unconquer'd maid! With deep concern divine -Eneas view'd 
If c’er my godlike sire deserved thy aid, The foe prevailing, and his friends porsved. 
If e’er I felt thee in the fighting field; Through the thick storm of singing spears be fies, 
Now, goddess, now thy sacred succour yield. Exploring Pandarus with careful eyes. 


Oh give my lance to reach the Trojan knight, 150: At length he found Lycaon’s mighty son ; 
Whoee arrow wounds the chief thou guard’st in fight ;: To whom the chief of Venus’ race begun : 


And lay the boaster groveling on the shore, Where, Pandarus, are all thy honours now, 
That vaunts these eyes shall view the light no more. | Thy witzed arrows, and unerring bow, 

Thus pray'd Tydides, and Minerva heard ; Thy matchless skill, thy yet unrival’d fame, a 
His nerves confirm’d, his languid spirit cheer’d, And boasted glory of the Lycian name? 
He feels each limb with wonted vigour light ; Oh pierce that mortal ! if we mortal call 
His beating bosom claims the promised fight. That wondrous force by which whole armies fall; 
Be bold (she cried,) in every combat shine, Or god incensed, who quits the distant skies 
War be thy province, thy protection mine ; To punish Troy for slighted sacrifice; 
Rush to the fight, and every foe controul ; 160) (Which, oh avert from our unhappy state! 


For what so dreadful as celestial hate 7) 
Whoe’'er he be, propitiate Jove with prayer; 
If man, destroy ; if god, entreat to spare. 
To him the Lycian: Whom your eyes behold, ΞῚ 
If right 1 judge, is Diomed the bold! 
Such coursers whir] him o’er the dusty field, 
So towers his helmet, and so flames his shield. 
If tis a god, he wears that chief's disguise ; 
Or if that chief, some guardian of the skies, 
Involved in clouds, protects him in the fray, 
And turns unseen the frustrate dart away. 
I wing’d an arrow, which not idly fell, 
The stroke had fix'd him to the gates of hell; 
And, but some god, some angry god withstands, °« 
His fate was due to these unerring bands. 
Skill'd in the bow, on foot I sought the war, 
Nor join’d swift horses to the rapid car. 


Wake each paternal virtue in the soul: 

Strength swells thy boiling breast, infused by me, 
And all thy godlike father breathes in thee ! 

Yet more, from mortal mista I purge thy eyes, 

And set to view the warring deities. 

These see thou shun, through all the embattled plain, 
Nor rashly strive where human force is vain. 

If Venus mingle in the martial band, 

Her shalt thou wound: so Pallas gives command. 
With that the blue-eyed virgin wing’d her flight ; 
The hero rush'd impetuous to the fight ; 171 

With tenfold ardour now invades the plain, 

Wild with delay, and more enraged by pain. 

As on the fieecy flocks, when hunger calls, 

Amidst the field a brindled lion falls ; 

If chance some shepherd with a distant dart 

The savage wound, he rouses at the smart, 

He foams, he roars ; the shepherd dares not stay, Ten polish'd chariots I possess'd at home, 

But trembling leaves the scattering flocks a prey; |Απὰ still they grace Lycaon's princely dome: 
Heaps fall on heaps; he bathes with blood the ground, | There veil’d in spacious coverlets they stand ; 
Then leaps victorious o’er the lofty mound. 181| And twice ten coursers wait their lord's command. 
Not with leas fury stern Tydides flew, The good old warrior bade me trust to these, 

And two brave leaders at an instant slew ; When first for Troy ἴ sail’d the sacred seas; 
Astynoiis breathless fell, and by his side In fields, aloft, the whirling car to guide ; | 
His people’s pastor, good Hypenor, died ; And through the ranks of death triumphant ride. 
Astynoiis’ breast the deadly lance receives, But vain with youth, and yet to thrift inclined, 
Hypenor’s shoulder his broad falchion cleaves. I heard hia councils with unheedful mind, 

Those slain he left ; and sprung with noble rage And thought the steeds (your large supplies unknows! 


Abas and Polyidus to engage ; Might fail of forage in the straiten’d town; 
So took my bow and pointed darts in hand, 
* Pandarus. And \eft the Chariots in toy ταῦτα land. 
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ate, O friend! my rashness I deplore ; Swift to Eneas’ empty seat proceed, 

hafta, once fatal, carry death no more. And seize the coursers of ethereal breed : 

and Atreus' sons their points have found, |The race of those, which once the thundering god 
lissembled gore pursued the wound. 261 |For ravish'd Ganymede on Tros bestow'd, 


hey bled : this unavailing bow The best that e’er on earth’s broad surface run, 3930 
10t to slaughter, but provoke the foe. Beneath the rising or the setting sun. 
iour these bended horns I strung, Hence great Anchises stole a breed, unknown 
ted the quiver where it idly hung. By mortal mares, from fierce Laomedon: 
ye the fate that sent me to the field, Four of this race his ample stalls contain, 

the warrior’s arms, the spear and shield! | And two transport A/neas o’er the plain. 
rith life 1 quit the Trojan plain, These, were the rich immortal prize our own, 

see my spouse and sire again, Through the wide world should make our glory 
w unfaithful to my glorious aims, 270 known. 
y my hand, shall feed the blazing flames. Thus while they spoke, the foe came furious on, 
hom the leader of the Dardan race: And stern Lycaon’s warlike race begun: 

, hor Phebus’ honour’d gift disgrace. Prince, thou art met. Though late in vain assail'd, 
ant dart be praised, though here we need [The spear may enter where the arrow fail’'d. 341 
hing chariot, and the bounding steed. He said, then shook the ponderous lance, and flung ; 
yon hero Jet us bend our course, On his broad shield the sounding weapon rung, 
nd to hand, encounter force with force. Pirced the tough orb, and in his cuirass hung. 

punt my seat, and from the chariot's height | IIe bleeds! the pride of Greece! (the boaster cries) 
my father’s steeds, renown’d in fight. Our triumph now, the mighty warrior lies ! 
d alike to turn, to stop, to chase, 280, Mistaken vaunter! Diomed replied ; 

the shock, or urge the rapid race: Thy dart has err'd, and now my spear be tried : 
with these, through fighting fields we go; Ye "scape not both; one, headlong from his car, 
to Troy, if Jove assist the foe. With hostile blood shall glut the god of war. 9350 
eize the whip, and snatch the guiding rein ; He spoke, and rising hurl'd his forceful dart, 
rrior’s fury Jet this arm sustain; Which, driven by Pallas, pierced a vital part: 
combat thy bold heart incline, Full in his face it enter'd, and betwixt 

ou the spear, the chariot’s care be mine. The nose and eye-ball the proud Lycian fix’d ; 

ice ! (Lycaon’s valiant son replied) Crash’d all his jaws, and cleft the tongue within, 

: the steeds, be thine the task to guide. Till the bright point look’d out beneath the chin. 

ses, practised to their lord’s command, 290] Headlong he falls, his helmet knocks the ground ; 

ar the rein, and answer to thy hand. Earth groans beneath him, and his arms resound ; 
nhappy, we desert the fight, The starting coursers tremble with affright; 

ce alone can animate their flight : The soul indignant seeks the realms of night. 360 
Jl our fates be number'd with the dead, To guard his slaughter'd friend /neas flies, 

se, the victor’s prize, in triumph led. His spear extending where the carcass lies ; 

2 the guidance then: with spear and shield {Watchful he wheels, protects it every way, 

vill charge this terror of the field. As the grim lion stalks around his prey. 

ow both heroes mount the glittering car; O’er the fall’n trunk his ample shield display’d, 
nding coursers rush amidst the war. Ile hides the hero with his mighty shade, 

‘rce approach the bold Sthenelus espied, 900] And threats aloud: the Greeks with longing eyes 

18, alarm’d, to great Tydides cried : Behold at distance, but forbear the prize. 

nd ! two chiefs of force immense I see, Then fierce Tydides stoops; and from the fields, 

| they come, and bend their rage on thee: {Heaved with vast force, a rocky fragment wields : 
rave heir of old Lycaon’s line, Not two strong men the cnormous weight could raise. 
at /Eneas, sprung from race divine! Such men as live in these degenerate days. 

is given to fame. Ascend thy car; He swung it round; and gathering strength to throw 
e a life, the bulwark of our war. Discharged the ponderous ruin at the foe. 

s the hero cast a gloomy look, Where to the hip the inserted thigh unites, 


the chief with scorn: and thus he spoke: |Full on the bone the pointed marble lights ; 
mt thou bid to shun the coming fight? 310|Through both the tendons broke the rugged stone, 
[dst thou move to base, inglorious flight ? And stripp’d the skin, and crack'd the soljd bone. 


tis not honest in my soul to fear, Sunk on his knees, and staggering with his pains, 

| Tydides born to tremble here. His falling bulk his bended arm sustains ; 

.e cumbrous chariot’s slow advance, Lost in a dizzy mist the warrior lies, 

long distance of the flying lance ; A sudden cloud comes swimming o’er hia eyes. 

le my nerves are strong, my force entire There the brave chief, who mighty numbers sway’d 
mt the foe, and emulate my sire. Oppress’d had sunk to death's eternal shade ; 

ll yon steeds that fierce to fight convey But heavenly Venus, mindful of the Jove 


yreatening heroes, bear them both away ; She bore Anchises in the Idzan grove, 
2f at least beneath this arm shall die, 320 His danger views with anguish and despair, 


is tells me, and forbids to fly. And guards her offspring with a mother’s care: 

1e dooms, and if no god withstand, About her much-loved son her arms she throws, 

th shall fall by one victorious hand ; Her arms whose whiteness match the falling enowe 
‘ed my words: my horses here detain, Screen'd from the foe behind het ehining well, WNL 


the chariot by the straiten‘d rein, The swords wave harmless, and the yarelins fal 
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Safe through the rushing hore, and feather'd flight |Before her mother, Love's bright queen appean, 
Of sounding shafts, she bears him from the fight. O’erwhelin‘d with anguish, and dissolved in tears; 


Nor Sthencelus, with unassisting hands, She raised her in her arms, beheld her bleed, 
Remain’d unheedful of his Jord’s commands: And ask'd what god had wrought this guilty deed. 
His panting steeds, removed from out the war, Then she: This insult from no god 1 found, 
He fix’d with straiten’d traces to the car. An impious mortal gave the daring wound! 

Next rushing to the Dardan spoil, detains Behold the deed of haughty Diomed! 

The heavenly coursers with the flowing manes: 400] Ἴ was in the son’s defence the mother bled. 
These, in proud triumph to the fieet convey’d, The war with Troy no more the Grecians wage, 
No longer now a Trojan lord obey'd. But with the gods (the immortal gods) engage. £0 
That charge to bold Deipylus he gave, Dioné then: Thy wrongs with patience bear, 
(Whom most he loved, as brave men love the brave,) | And share those griefs inferior powers must share. 
Then mounting on his car, resumed the rein, Unnumber'd woes mankind from us sustain, 

And follow’d where Tydides swept the plain. And men with woes afflict the gods again. 

Meanwhile (his conquest ravish’d trom his eyes) |The mighty Mars in mortal fetters bound, 

The raging chief in chase of Venus flies: And lodged in brazen dungeons underground, 
No goddess she commission'd to the field, Full thirteen moons imprison’d roar'd in vain; 


Like Pallas dreadful with her sable shield, 410; Otus and Ephialtes held the chain: 

Or fierce Bellona thundering at the wall, Perhaps had perish’d; had not Hermes’ care 
While flames ascend, and m:ghty ruins fall; Restored the groaning god to upper air. 40 
116 knew soft combats suit the tender dame, Great Juno's self has borne her weight of pain, 
New to the field, and still a foe to fame. The imperial partner of the heavenly reign; 
Through breaking ranks his furious course he bends, | Amphytrion’s son infix’d the deadly dart, 

And at the goddess his broad lance extends; And fill’d with anguish her immortal heart. 
Through her bright veil the daring weapon drove, E’en hell's grim king Alcidesa’ power confese'd, 
The ambrosia] vei! which all the Graces wove ; The shaft found entrance in his iron breast; 

Her snowy hand the razing steel profaned, To Jove's high palace for a cure he fled, 

And the transparent skin with crimson stain’d. 420) Pierced in his own dominions of the dead, 

From the clear vein a stream immortal flow’d, Where Phzon, sprinkling heavenly balm around, 
Such stream as issucs from a wounded god: Assuaged the glowing pangs, and closed the wound 
Pure emanation; uncorrupted flood ; Rash, impious man! to stain the blest abodes, 491 
Unlike our gross, diseased, terrestrial blood: And drench his arrows in the blood of gods! 

(For not the bread of man their life sustains, But thou (though Pallas urged thy frantic deed) 
Nor wine’s inflaming juice supplies their veins.) Whose spear ill-fated makes a goddess bleed, 
With tender shrieks the goddess fill’d the place, Know thou, whoe’er with heavenly power conteady 
And dropp’d her offspring froin her weak embrace. |Short is his date, and soon his glory ends; 

Him Pheebus took: he casts a cloud around From fields of death when late he shall retire, 
The fainting chief, and wards the mortal wound, 430] No infant on his knees shall call him sire. 

Then, with a vuice that shook the vaulted skies, | Strong as thou art, some god may yet be found, 
The king insults the goddess as she flies : To stretch thee pale and gasping on the ground ; 509 
ΠῚ with Jove’s daughter bloody fights agree, Thy distant wife, gialé the fair, 

The field of combuat is no scene for thee; Starting from sleep with a distracted air, 
Go, let thy own soft sex employ thy care, Shall rouse thy slaves, and her lost lord deplore, 
Go, lull the coward, or delude the fair: The brave the great, the glortous, now no more! 
Taught by this strol:e, renounce the war's alarms, This said, she wiped from Venus’ wounded palm 
And learn to tremble at the name of arms. The sacred ichor, and infused the balm. 
Tydides thus. ‘The goddess, seized with dread, |Juno and Pallas with a smile survey'd, 

Confused, distracted, from the confitct fled. 440] And thus to Jove began the blue-eyed maid: 
To aid her, swift the winged Iris flew, Permit thy daughter, gracious Jove ! to tell 
WWrapt in a mist above the warring crew; How this mischance the Cyprian queen befell. 5% 
The queen of love with faded charms she found, [45 late she tried with passion to inflame 
Pale was her cheek, and livid look'd the wound. The tender bosom of a Grecian dame, 
Te Mare, who sat remote, they bent their way, Allured the fair with moving thoughts of joy, 
Far on the left, with clouds involved he lay ; To quit her country for some youth of Troy; 
Beside him stood his lance, distain’d with gore, The clasping zone, with golden buckles bound, 
And, rein'd with gold, his foaming steeds before. Razed her soft hand with this lamented wound. 
T.ow at his knee, she begg'd with streaming eyes The sire of gods and men superior smiled, 
Her brother's car, to mount the distant skies, 450} And, calling Venus, thus address’d his child: 
And show’d the wound by fierce Tydides given, Not these, O daughter, are thy proper cares, 
A mortal man, who dares encounter heaven. Thee milder arts befit, and softer wars; 8.9 
Stern Mars attentive hears the queen complain, Sweet smiles are thine, and kind endearing charms: 
And to her hand commits the golden rein ; To Mars and Pallas leave the deeds of arms. 
She mounts the scat, oppress’d with silent woe, Thus they in heaven: while on the plain below 
Driven by the goddess of the painted bow. The tierce Tydides charged his Dardan foe, 
The lash resounds, the rapid chariot flies, Flush'd with celestial blood pursued his way, 
And in a moment scales the lofty skics: And fearless dared the threatening god of day; 
There stopp'd the car, and there the coursets stood, \ Already in his hopes he caw him kill’d, 

Fed by fair [τῷ with ambrosial food. AGO\'Though screen d bebind: Apalls κα wighay tied 
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ng furious, at the chief he struck ; Rouse all thy Trojans, urge thy aids to fight ; 
uckler thrice Apollo shook : 530] These claim thy thoughts by day, thy watch by night: 
fourth ; when, breaking from the cloud, | With force incessant the brave Greeks oppose ; 
mortal voice was heard aloud: Such cares thy friends deserve, and such thy foes. 
rydeus, cease! te wise, and see Stung to the heart the generous Hector hears ; 601 
» difference of the gods and thee ; But just reproof with decent silence bears. 
2xense ! between the powers that shine | From his proud car the prince impetuous springs, 
al, deathless, and divine, On earth he leaps; his brazen armour rings. 
nan! a wretch of humble birth, Two shining spears are brandish’d in his hands, 
reptile in the dust of earth. Thus arm’d, he animates his drooping bands, 
he god who darts colestial fires: Revives their ardour, turns their steps from flight, 
s fury, and some steps retires. 540) And wakes anew the dying flames of fight. 
is bore the chief of Venus’ race They turn, they stand, the Greeks their fury dare, 
igh fane, and to his holy place; Condense their powers, and wait the growing war. 
and Phebe heal’d the wound, As when, on Ceres’ sacred floor, the swain 611 
arm'd him, and with glory crown’d. Spreads the wide fan to clear the golden grain, 
16 patron of the silver bow And the light chaff, before the breezes borne, 
aised, the same in shape and show Ascends in clouds from off the heapy corn ; 
Eneas ; such the form he bore, The grey dust, rising with collected winds, 
fight the radiant arms he wore. Drives o’er the barn, and whitens all the hinds : 
ipectre bloody wars are waged, So white with dust the Grecian host appears, 
and Troy with clashing shields engaged.| From trampling steeds, and thundering charioteers; 
1 Ilion’s tower Apollo stood, 551|The dusky clouds from Jabour’d earth arise. 
Mars, thus urged the raging god : And roll in smoking volumes to the skies. 620 


er of arms, by whom the mighty fall; |_| Mars hovers o’er them with his sable shield ; 
in blood, and shak’st the embattled wall, | And adds new horrors to the darken'd field: 


vrath ! to hell’s abhorr’d abodes Pleased with his charge, and ardent to fulfil, 
1 Greek, and vindicate the gods. In Troy's defence, Apollo’s heavenly will : 
onus felt his brutal rage; Soon as from fight the blue-eyed maid retires, 


charged, and dares all heaven engage: | Each Trojan bosom with new warmth he fires. 
would brave high heaven’s immortal sire,| And now the god, from forth his sacred fane, 


inder, and hie bolts of fire. 560| Produced AZneas to the shouting train ; 

if battle issues on the plain, Alive, unharm’d, with all his peers around, 

ranks, and fires the Trojan train; Erect he stood, and vigorous from his wound: 690 
Acamas, the Thracian guide, Inquiries none they made ; the dreadful day 

Troy's retiring chiefs he cried: No pause of words admits, no dull delay ; 

» ye sons of Priam! will ye fly, Fierce Discord storms, Apollo loud exclaims, 

iged see Priam’s people die ? Fame calls, Mars thunders, and the field ’s in flames. 
ed shall the foe destroy, Stern Diomed with either Ajax stood, 

the slaughter to the gates of Troy? And great Ulysses, bathed in hostile blood. 

neas sinks beneath his wound, Embodied close, the Jabouring Grecian train 

Hector more in arms renown’d. 570] The fiercest shock of charging hosts sustain. 

ἃ take a generous warrior’s part : Unmoved and silent, the whole war they wait, 

w courage swell’d each hero's heart. Serenely dreadful, and as fix'd as fate. 640 
st his ardent soul express’d, So when the embattled clouds in dark array, 

to Hector, these bold words address’d: | Along the skies their gloomy lines display ; 

‘tis all thy ancient valour lost 7 When now the North his boisterous rage has spent, 


hy threats, and where thy glorious boast, | And peaceful sleeps the liquid clement ; 
1 alone by Priam's race should stand The low-hung vapours, motionless and still, 


d walls, nor need a foreign hand? Rest on the summits of the shaded hill; 

hy country calls her wonted friends, Till the mass scatters as the winds arise, 

ud vaunt in just derision ends: 580| Dispersed and broken through the ruffled skies. 

r stand, while alien troops engage, Nor was the general wanting to his train ; 

ng hounds before the lion's rage. From troop to troop he toils through all the plain. 
ence Lheld my wide command, Ye Greeks, be men! the charge of battle bear; 651 
ing Xanthus laves the Lycian land, Your brave associates and yourselves revere ! 

wealth (the wish of mortals) blest, Let glorious acts more glorious acts inspire, 

wife, and infant at her breast ; And catch from breast to breast the noble fire! 

[ left whatever dear could be; On valour’s side the odds of combat lie, 

6 conquers, nothing wins from me. The brave live glorious, or lamented die ; 

ight my Lycian bands I cheer The wretch who trembles in the field of fame, 

meet this mighty man ye fear; 590| Meets death, and worse than death, eternal shame. 
or idle stands, nor bids the brave These words he seconds with his flying lance, 

, their infants, and their altars save. To meet whose point was strong Deicoon’s chance. 
or, haste! preserve thy threaten'd state ;| Auneas’ friend, and in his native place 661 
burst of all-involving fate Honour'd and loved lke Priam's royal race: 

ur towers shall fall, and aweep away Tong had he fought the foremost in the Geld, 


and wives, an undistinguish'd prey. But now the monarch’s lance transpierced bia θὰ. 
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His shield too weak the furious dart to stay, Tydides paused amidst his full career; 
Through his broad belt the weapon forced its way; | Then first the hero’s manly breast knew fear. 
The grizly wound dismiss'd his soul to hell, As when some simple swain his cot forsakes, 
His arms around him rattled as he fell. And wide through fens an unknown journey takes; 
Then fierce Eneas, brandishing his blade, If chance a swelling brook his passage stay, 
In dust Orsiloctius and Crethon Jaid, 670] And foam impervious croes the wanderer's way, 
Whose sire Ditcleus, wealthy, brave, and great, Confused he stops, a length of country past, 
In well-built Phera held his lofty seat : Eyes the rough waves, and, tired, returns at last: 
Sprung from Alphciis’ plenteous stream, that yields | Amazed no less the great Tydides stauds ; 18 
Increase of harvests to the Pylian fields. He stay'd, and, turning, thus address’d his bands: 
He got Orsilochus, Diticleus he, No wonder, Greeks! that all to Hector yield; 
And these descended in the third degree, Secure of favouring gods, he takes the field; 
Too early expert in the martial toil, His strokes they second, and avert our spears: 
In sable ships they left their native soil, Behold where Mars in mortal arms appears! 
To avenge Atridcs: now, untimely slain, Retire then, warriors, but sedate and slow ; 
They fell with glory on the Phrygian plain. 680! Retire, but with your faces to the foe. 
So two young mountain lions, nursed with blood Trust not too much your unavailing might; 
In deep recesses of the gloomy wood, Tis not with Troy, but with the gods ye 
Rugh fearless to the plains, and uncontroll'’d Now pear the Greeks the black battalions drew; 
Depopulate the stalls, and waste the fold ; And first two leaders valiant Hector slew ! 731 
Till pierced at distance from their native den, His force Anchialus and Mnesthes found, 
O’erpower’d they fall beneath the force of men. In every art of glorious war renown'd ; 
Prostrate on earth their beauteous bodies lay, In the same car the chiefs to combat ride, 
Like mountain firs, as talt and straight as they. And fought united, and united died, 
Great Menelaiis views with pitying eyes, ' Struck at the sight, the mighty Ajax glows 
Lifts his bright lance, and at the victor flies ; 690, With thirst of vengeance, and assaults the foes 
Mars urged him on; yct, ruthless in his hate, His massy spear with matchless fury sent, 
The god but urged him to provoke his fate. Throuch Amphius’ belt and heaving belly went: 
He thus advancing, Nestor’s valiant son Amphius Apz'sus’ happy soil possess'd, mm 
Shakes for his danger, and neglects his own: With herds abounding, and with treasures blese’d; 
Struck with the thought, should Helen’s lord be | But fate resistlesa from his country led 
slain, The chicf, to perish at his people's bead. 
And all his country’s glorious labours vain. Shook with his fall, his brazen armour rang; 
Already met, the threatening heroes stand ; And fierce, to seize it, conquering Ajax sprung; 
The spears already tremble in their hand : Around his head an iron tempest rain’d ; 
In rush’d Antilochus, his aid to bring, A wood of spears his ample shield sustain’d; 
And fall or conquer by the Spartan king. 700 | Beneath one foot the yet warm corpse he prese’d, 
These seen, the Dardan backward turn’d his course, | And drew his javelin from the bleeding breast. 
Brave as he was, and chunn’d unequal force. He could no more; the showering darts denied 7 
The breathless bodies to the Grecks they drew, To spoil his glittering arms and plumy pride. 
Then mix in combat, and their toils renew. Now foes on foes came pouring on the fields, 
First, Pylemences, great in battle, bled, With bristling lances, and compacted shields; 
Who, sheath'd in brass, the Paphlagonians led. Till, in the steely circle straiten’d round, 
Atrides miurk’d him whiere sublime he stood ; Forced he gives way, and sternly quits the ground. 
Fix'd in his throat, the javelin drank his blood. While thus they strive, Tlepolemus the great, 
The faithful Mydon, as he turn’d from fight, Urged by the force of unresisted fate, 
His flying coursers, sunk to endless night: 710| Burns with desire Sarpedon’s strength to prove, 
A broken rock by Nestor’s son was thrown; Alcides’ offspring meets the son of Jove. 
His bended arm received the falling stone, Sheath'd in bright arms each adverse chief came 08, 
From his numb'd hand the ivory-studded reins, Jove’s great descendant, and his greater son. | 
Dropp’d in the dust, are trail’d along the plains Prepared for combat, ere the lance he toss’d, 
Meanwhile his temples feel a deadly wound; The daring Rhodian vents his haughty boast: 
He groane in death, and pondrous sinks to ground; What brings this Lycian counsellor so far, 
Deep drove his helmet in the sands, and there To tremble at our arms, not mix in war? 
The head stood fix’d, the quivering legs in air, Know thy vain self; nor let their flattery move, 
Till trampled flat beneath the coursers’ feet: Who style thee son of cloud-compelling Jove. 
The youthful victor mounts his empty seat, 790] How far unlike those chiefs of race divine! 
And bears the prize in triumph to the ficet : How vast the difference of their deeds and thine! 
Great Hector saw, and raging at the view, Jove got such herocs as my sire, whose soul 
Pours on the Greeks ; the Trojan troops pursue : No fear could daunt, nor earth nor hell controgl ; 
He fires his host with animating cries, Troy felt his arm, and yon proud ramparts 
And brings along the furies of the skies. Raised on the ruins of his vengeful hand : 
Mars, stern destroyer! and Bellona dread, With six small ships, and but a slender train, 
Flume in the front, and thunder at their head: Ife lett the town a wide-deserted plain. 
This swells the tumult and the rage of fight ; But what art thou? who deedless look’st around, 
That shakes a spear that casts a dreadful light. While unrevenged thy Lycians bite the grourd; 


Where Hector march'd the cod of battle shined, 1T30\ Small aid to Troy thy feeble force can be, 
Now storm’d before Lim, and now raged behind. Bur, wert hoo greater, thou mors yield to me. 
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'y my spear, to endiess darkness go! 800|Next CEnomaus, and CEnope’ offspring died; 

iis present to the shades below. Oresbius last fell groaning at their side ; 

n of Hercules, the Rhodian guide, Oresbius in his painted mitre gay, §70 
ghty spoke. The Lycian king replied : In fat Bocotia held his wealthy sway, 

‘e, O prince! o’erturn'd the Trojan state, | Where lakes surround low Ilyld’s watery plain, 
eryjured monarch well deserved his fate ; A prince and people studious of their gain. 


avenly steeds the hero sought so far, The carnage Juno from the skies survey'd, 
detain'd, the just reward of war. Aud touch’d with grief, bespoke the blue-eyed maid: 
»ntent, the generous chief defied, Oh sight accursed ! shall faithless ‘Troy prevail, 

2 reproaches and unmaaly pride. And shajl our promise to our people fail ? 

unworthy the high race you boast, 810] How vain the word to Menelaiis given 

ie my glory when thy own is lost: By Jove's great daughter and the queen of heaven, 
Ὁ thy fate, and by Sarpedon slain, Beneath his arms that Priam's towers should fall ; 880 
more ghost to Pluto’s gloomy reign. If warring gods for ever guard the wall ! 

1: both javelins at an instant flew ; Mars, red with slaughter, aids our hated foes: 

ck, both wounded ; but Sarpedon’s slew: | Haste, let us arm, and force with force oppose! 

ie boaster’s neck the weapon stood, She spoke: Minerva burns to meet the war: 

1 his throat, and drank the vital blood ; And now heaven’s empress calls her blazing car. 
disdainful seeks the caves of night, At her command rush forth the steeds divine ; 

eal’d eyes for ever lose the light. Rich with immortal gold their trappings shine. 

t in vain, Tlepolemus, was thrown 820] Bright Hebé waits; by Hebé, ever young, 

y lance ; which, piercing to the bone The whirling wheels are to the chariot hung. 

’s thigh, had robb’d the chief of breath : On the bright axlc turns the bidden wheel 890 
was present, and forbade the death. Of sounding brass ; the polish’d axle steel. 

m the conflict by his Lycian throng, Eight brazen spokes in radiant order flame ; 

nded hero dragg’d the lance along. The circles gold, of uncorrupted frame, 

ids, each busied in his several part, Such as the heavens produce: and round the gold 
haste, or danger, had not drawn the dart.) | Two brazen rings of work divine were roll'd. 

Κα with slain Tlepolemus retired ; The bossy naves of solid silver shone ; 

J! Ulysses view’d, witb fury fired ; Braces of gold suspend the moving throne : 

if Jove's great son he should pursue, δ90) ΤΏΘ car behind an arching figure bore ; 

lis vengeance on the Lycian crew. The bending concave form'd an arch before ; 

2n and fate the first design withstand, Silver the beam, the extended yoke was gold, 900 
rreat death must grace Ulysses’s hand. And golden reins the immortal coursers hold. 

drives him on the Lycian train; Herself, impatient, to the ready car, 

-romius, Halius, strew'd the plain, The coursers join, and breathes revenge and war, 

, Prytanis, Noémon fell: Pallas disrobes ; her radiant veil untied, 

bers more his sword had sent to hell, With flowers adorn’d, with art diversified, 

or saw ; and furious at the sight, (The labour’d veil her heavenly fingers wove,) 

trible amidst the ranks of fight. Flows on the pavement of the court of Jove. 
Sarpedon view’d the wish’d relief, 840} Now heaven's dread arns her mighty limbs invest, 
t, lamenting, thus implored the chief: Jove's cuirass blazes on her ample breast ; 

fer not the foe to bear away Deck'd in sad triumph for the mournful field, 910 
288 COrpse, an unassisted prey ; O’er her broad shoulders hangs his horrid shield, 
2a8'd, must see my son no more, Dire, black, tremendous! Round the margin roll'd, 
-loved consort, and my native shore, A fringe of serpents hissing guards the gold : 

e die in Ilion’s sacred wall; Here all the terrors of grim war appear, 

whose cause | fell, shall mourn my fall. Here rages Force, here tremble Flight and Fear, 

1; nor Hector to the chief replies, Here storm’d Contention, and here Fury frown’d, 

‘g his plume, and fierce to combat flies; And the dire orb portentous Gorgon crown’d. 

t whirlwind, drives the scattering foes, 850)The massy golden helin she next assumes, 

.the ground with purple as he goes. That dreadful nods with four o’ershading plumes, 

h a heech, Jove’s consecrated shade, So vast, the broad circumference contains 

nful friends divine Sarpedon laid : A hundred armies on a hundred plains. 

lagon, his favourite chief, was nigh, The goddess thus the imperial car ascendg, 

nch'd the javeiin from his sinewy thigh. Shook by her arm the mighty javelin bends, 

ing soul stood ready wing’d for flight, Ponderous and huge; that, when her fury burns, 

his eye-balls swam the shades of night; Proud tyrants humbles, and whole hosts o’erturns. 
as rising fresh, with gentle breath, Swift at the scourge the ethereal coursers fly, 

tis spirit from the gates of death. While the smooth chariot cuts the liquid sky. 

nerous Greeks recede with tardy pace, ‘860| Hcaven’s gates spontancous open to the powers, 
fars and Hector thunder in their face; Heaven's golden gates, kept by the winged Hours; 

a their backs to mean ignoble flight, Commission’d in alternate watch thy stand, 938 
y retreat, and e’en retreating fight. The sun's bright portals and the skies command, 


» Who last, by Mara’ and Hector’s hand, Involve in clouds the eternal gates of day, 

in their blood, lay gasping on the sand? =| Or the dark barrier roll with ease away. 

the great, Orestes the renown’d The sounding hinges ring: on either side - 
ged steeds, and Trechus press'd the ground ;| The gloomy volumes, pierced with heht, divide, 
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The chariot mounts, where deep in ambient skies There braved, and vanquish’d many a hardy knight: 


Confused, Olympus’ hundred heads arise ; Such nerves I gave him, and such force in fight. 
Where far apart the Thunderer fills his throne ; Thou too no lees hast been my constant care ; 
O’er all the gods superior and alone. Thy hands I arm’'d, and sent thee forth to war: 
There with her snowy hand the queen restrains 940] But thee or fear deters or sloth detains ; 

The fiery steeds, and thus to Jove complains : No drop of all thy father warms thy veins. 

O sire ! can no resentment touch thy soul 7 The chief thus answer'd mild: Immortal maid! 
Can Mars rebel, and does no thunder roll ? I own thy presence, and confess thy aid. ll 
What lawless rage on yon forbidden plain! Not fear, thoa know’st, withholds me from the plam, 
What rash destruction ! and what heroes slain ! Nor sloth hath seized me, but thy word restrains; 
Venus, and Phebus with the dreadful bow, From warring gods thou bad'st me tura my spear, 
Smile on the slaughter, and enjoy my woe. And Venus only found resistance here. 

Mad, furious power! whose unrelenting mind Hence, goddess! heedful of thy high commands, 
No god can gover, and no justice bind. Loath I gave way, and warn'd our Argive bands: 
Say, mighty father! shall we scourge his pride, 950] For Mars, the homicide, these eyes beheld, 

And drive from fight the impetuous homicide ? With slaughter red, and raging round the field. 

To whom assenting, thus the Thunderer said : Then thus Minerva: Brave Tydides, hear! 1% 
Go! and the great Minerva be thy aid, Not Mars himself, nor aught immortal, fear. 

To tame the monster-god Minerva knows, Full on the god impel thy foaming horse ; 
And oft afflicts his brutal breast with woes. Pallas commands, and Pallas lends thee foree. 

He said: Saturnia, ardent to obey, Rash, furious, blind, from these to those he fires, 
Lash’d her white steeds along the aerial way. And every side of wavering combat tries; 

Swift down the steep of heaven the chariot rolls, Large promise makes, and breaks the promise made; 
Between the expanded earth and starry poles. Now gives the Grecians, now the Trojans aid. 

Far as a shepherd, from some point on high, 960; She said; and to the steeds approaching near, 
O'er the wide main extends his boundless eye ; Drew from his seat the martial charioteer. 
Through such a space of air, with thundering sound, | The vigorous power the trembling car ascends, 16% 
At every leap the immortal coursers bound: Fierce for revenge; and Diomed attends. 


Troy now they reach’d, and touch’d those banks di-|'The groaning axle bent beneath the load ; 
Where silver Simois and Scamander join. [vine, So great a hero, and so great a god. 
There Juno stopp'd (and her fair steeds unloosed,) | She snatch’d the reins, she lash’d with all her force, 


Of air condensed a vapour circumfused And full on Mars impell’d the foaming horse: 
For these, impregnate with celestial dew, But first to hide her heavenly visage spread 
On Simois’ brink ambrosial herbage grew. Black Orcus’ helmet o’er her radiant head. 
Thence to relieve the fainting Argive throng, 970) Just then gigantic Periphas lay slain, 
Smooth as the sailing doves, they glide along. The strongest warrior of the /Etolian train ; 

The best and bravest of the Grecian band The god, who slew him, leaves his prostrate prize 
(A warlike circle) round Tydidea stand : Stretch’d where he fell, and at Tydides flies. 104] 
Such was their look as lions bathed in blood, Now, rushing fierce, in equal arms appear, 

Or foaming boars, the terror of the wood. The daring Greek: the dreadful god of war! 
Heaven's empress mingles with the mortal crowd, | Full at the chief, above his coursers’ head, 
And shouts, in Stentor’s sounding voice, aloud ; From Mars’s arm the enormous weapon fied : 
Stentor the strong, endued with brazen lungs, Pallas opposed her band, and caused to glance 


Whose throat surpass'd the force of fifty tongues: | Far from the car, the strong immortal lance. 
Inglorious Argives! to your race a shame, 980 | Then threw the force of Tydeus’ warlike son; 


And only men in figure and in name! The javelin hiss’d ; the goddess urged it on: 

Once from the walls your timorous foes engaged, | Where the broad cincture girt his armour round, 1050 

While fierce in war divine Achilles raged ; It pierced the god ; his groin received the wound. 

Now issuing fearless they possess the plain, From the rent skin the warrior tugs again 

Now win the shores, and scarce the seas remain. The smoking steel. Mars bellows with the pain: 
Her speech new fury to their hearts convey'd; Loud as the roar encountering armies yield, 

While near Tydides stood the Athenian maid ; When shouting millions shake the thundering field. 

The king beside his panting steeds she found, Both armies start, and trembling gaze around ; 

O'erspent with toil, reposing on the ground : And earth and heaven rebellow to the sound. 

To cool his glowing wound he sat apart 990 As vapours blown by Auster’s sultry breath, 

(The wound inflicted by the Lycian dart ;) Pregnant with plagues, and shedding seeds of death, 

Large drops of sweat from all his limbs descend, Beneath the rage of burning Sirius rise, 1060 

Beneath his pondrous shield his sinews bend, Choke the parch'd earth, and blacken all the skies; 

Whose ample belt, that o’er his shoulder lay, In such a cloud the god from combat driven, 

He eased ; and wash'd the clotted gore away. High o'er the dusty whirlwind scales the heaven 

The goddess leaning v'er the bending yoke, Wild with his pain, he sought the bright abodes. 

Beside his coursers, thus her silence broke: There sullen sat beneath the sire of gods, 
Degencrate prince! and not of Tydeuy’ kind, Show’'d the celestial blood, and with a groan 

Whose little body lodged a mighty mind ; Thus pour'd his plaints before the immortal throne: 

Foremost he press’d in glorious toils to share, 1000) (‘an Jove, supine, flagitious facta survey, 

And scarce refrain'd when I forbade the war. And brook the furies of this daring day ? 

Alone, unguarded, once he dared to go For mortal men celestial powers engage, 1070 


And feast, encircled by the Theban fue; And gods on gods exer eternal tage. 
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O father! all these ills we bear, nus, prevails upon Paris to return to the battle; ang 
| daughter with the shield and spear : taking a tender leave of his wife Andromache, bastens 
t that fury to the realms of light, again to the field. 


The scene is first in the field of battle, between the river. 


wild, regardless i imoi 
ν rega of the right. Simois and Scamander, and then chauges to ‘Troy. 


beside reveres thy sovereign sway, 
we hear, and thy behests obey : 
offend, and e’en offending share BOOK VI. 

thy counsels, thy distinguish’d care : Now heaven forsakes the fight, the immortals yield 
is she, and thou so partial grown, [1080] Τὸ human force and human skill, the field ; 

re deem the wondrous birth thy own. _—‘| Dark showers of javelins fly from foes to foes: 


‘ Diomed, at her command, Now here, now there, the tide of combat flows; 
immortals lifts his raging band: While Troy’s famed streams, * that bound the dreadful 
ly Venus first his fury found, plain, 

-oantering, me he dared to wound ; On either side run purple to the main. 

I fled: e’en I, the god of fight, Great Ajax first to conquest Jed the way, 

| madness scarce was saved by flight. | Broke the thick ranks, and turn’d the doubtful day. 
hou seen me sink on yonder plain, The Thracian Acamas his falchion found, 


nd, and heaving under loads of slain! And hewd the enormous giant to the ground : 10 
with Grecian darts, for ages lie, | 1090| His thundering arm a deadly stroke imprese’d 


to pain, though fated not to die. Where the black horse-hair nodded o’er his crest. 
upbraiding, with a wrathful look Fix’d in his front the brazen weapon lies, 

thunders view'd, and stern bespoke: And seals in endless shades his swimming eyes. 
idious! this lamenting strain 7 Next Teuthras’ son distain'd the sands with blood, 
orce shal] lawless Mars complain? Axylus, hospitable, rich, and good : 

ods who tread the spangled akies, In fair Arisba’s walls (his native place) 

unjust, most odious in our eyes! He held his seat; a friend to human race. 

icord is thy dire delight, Fast by the road, his ever open door 

of slaughter, and the rage of fight. Obliged the wealthy, and relieved the poor. 2° 
10 law, thy fiery temper quells, 1100] Τὸ stern Tydides now he falls a prey, 

mother in thy soul rebels. No friend to guard him in the dreadful day ! 
threats, in vain our power we use, Breathless the good man fell, and by his side 

1e example, and her son pursues. His faithful servant, old Calesius, died. 

8 inflicted pangs thou shalt not mourn, By great Euryalus was Dresus slain, 


e thou art from Jove, and heavenly born ;| And next he laid Opheltius en the plain. 
1 with lightning, hadst thou hence been|T wo twins were near, bold, beautiful, and young, 


vn, From a fair Naiad and Bucolion sprung : 

n‘d on burning rocks the Titans groan. {(Laomedon’s white flocks Bucolion fed, 

who shakes Olympus with his nod: That monarch’s first-born by a foreign bed ; 30 
Ὁ Pzon’s care the bleeding god. In secret woods he won the Nuiad’s grace, 


hand the balm he pour'd around, 1110] And two fair infants crown'd his strong embrace.) 
the immortal flesh, and closed the wound. | Here dead they lay in all their youthful charms; 
e fig’s press’d juice, infused in cream, |The ruthless victor stripp’d their shining arms 


vagulates the liquid stream, Astyalus by Polypetes fell: 

fluids fix, the parts combined ; Ulysses’ spear Pidytes sent to hell : 

o soon, the ethereal! texture join’d. By Teucer’s shaft brave Aretain bled, 

om the dust and gore, fair Hebé dress’d | And Nestor’s son laid stern Ablerus dead. 

limbs in an immortal vest. Great Agamemnon, leader of the brave, 

sat, in majesty restored, The mortal wound of rich Elatus gave, 40 
throne of heaven's superior lord. Who held in Pedasus his proud abode, 

allas mount the bless’d abodes 1120} And till'’d the banks where silver Satnio flow’d. 
verform'd, and mix among the gods. Melanthius by Eurypylus was slain; 


And Phylacus from Leitus flies in vain. 


" Unblest Adrastus next at mercy lies 
- Beneath the Spartan spear, a living prize. 
BOOK VI. Scared with the din and tumult of the fight, 
ARGUMENT. His headlong steeds precipitate in flight, 
of Glaucus and Diomed, and of Hector and| Rush’d on a tamarisk's strong trunk, and broke 
Andromache. The shatter’d chariot from the crooked yoke. 50 


ring left the field, the Grecians prevail. He-| Wide o’er the field, resistless as the wind, 
chief augur of Troy, commands Hector to|For Troy they fly, and leave their lord behind. 
the city, in order to appoint a solemn pro-| Prone on his face he sinks beside the wheel ; 
Mructe to at pacdan matrons to the Atrides o’er him shakes his vengeful steel ; 
fight. The battle relaxing during the ab- are fallen chief in suppliant posture press'd ’ 
ector, Glaucus and Diomed have an inter-| ἢ He Victor's knees, and thus his prayer address’d: 
een the two armies; where coming to the Oh, spare my youth! and for the life [ owe 
‘of the friendship and hospitality past be. Large gifts of price my father shall bestow. 
ir ancestors, they make exchange of their 
ctor baving perfurmed the orders of Hele- * Scamander and Busia. 
21] 
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When fame shall 161}, that, not in battle slain, | Through all his host, inspiring force, he flies, 
Thy hollow ships his captive son detain ; 60: And bids the thunder of the battle rise. 
Rich heaps of brass shall in thy tent be told, With rage recruited the bold Trojans glow, 
And steel well-temper'd, and persuasive gold. And tsrn the tide of conflict on the foe: 1% 
He said: compxssion του ἢ ἃ the hero's heart ; Fierce in the front he shakes two dazzling spears: 
He stood, suspended, with the litted dart: All Greece recedes, ard ’midst her triamphs fears: 
As pity pleaded for his vanquish'd prize, Some god, they thought, who miled the fate of wan, 
Stern Agamemnon swift to vengeance flies, Shot down avenging, from the vault of stars. 
And furious thus: Oh impotent of mind! Then thus aloud : ye dauniless Dardans hear! 
Shall these, shall these Atrides’ mercy find? And you whom distant nations send to war! 
Well hast thou known proud Troy's perfidious land, Be mindful of the strength your fathers bore; 
And well her natives merit at thy hand! 70 Be stull yourselves, and Hector asks no more. 
Not one of all the race, nor sex, nor age, One hour demands me in the Trojan wall, 
Shall save a Trojan from our boundless rage: To bid our altars flame, and victims fall . sd] 
Ilion shal! perish whole, and bury all ; Nor shall, I trust, the matrons’ holy train 
Her babes, her infants at the breast, shall fall : And reverend elders, seek the gods in vain. 
A dreadful lesson of exampied fate, This said, with ample strides the hero pass'd, 
᾿ To warn the nations, and to curb the great! j The shield's large orb behind his shoulder cast, 
The monarch spoke; the words with warmth addrest, | His neck o'ershading, to his ancle hung; 
To rigid jnstice steel'd hia brother's breast. | And, as he march’d, the brazen buckler rung. 
Fierce from his knees the hapless chief he thrust | Now paused the battle (godlike Hector gone) 
The monarch’s javelin etretch'd him in the dust, 80, When daring Glaucus and great Tydeus’ eon 
Then pressing with his foot his panting heart, Between both armies met: the chiefs from far 
Forth from the slain he tugged the reeking dart. Observed each other, and had mark’d for war. 19 
Old Nestor saw, and roused the warrior’s rage : Near as they drew, Tydides thus began : 
Thus, heroes! thus the vigorous combat wage ! What art thou, boldest of the race of man? 
No son of Mars descend, for servile gains, Our eyes, till now, that aspect ne’er beheld, 
To tonch the booty, while a foe remains. Where fame is reap'd amid the embattled field; 
Behold yon glittering host, your future spoil! Yet far before the troops thou darest appear, 
First gain the conquest, then reward the toil. And meet a lance the fiercest heroes fear. 
And now had Greece eternal fame acquired, Unhappy they, and born of luckleas sires, 
And frighten’d Troy within her walls retired, 90; Who tempt our fury when Minerva fires! 
Had not sage Helenus her state redress’d, But if from heaven, celestial thou descend ; 
Taught by the gods that moved his sacred breast. Know, with immortals we no more contend. 10 
Where Hector stood with great neas join’d, Not long Lycurgus view'd the golden light, 
The seer reveal'd the counsels of his mind : That daring man who mix'd with gods in fight. 
Ye gencrous chiefs! on whom the immortals lay | Bacchus, and Bacchus’ votaries, he drove, 
Phe cares and glories of this doubtful day; With brandish’d steel from Nyssa’s sacred grove; 
On whom your aids’, your country’s hopes depend, | Their consecrated spears lay scatter’d round, 
Wise to consult, and active to defend! With curling vines and twisted ivy bound ; 
Here, at our gates, your brave efforts unite, While Bacchus headlong sought the briny flood, 
Turn back the routed, and forbid the flight ; 100] And Thetis’ arms received the trembling god. 
Ere yet their wives’ soft arms the cowards gain, Nor fail’d the crime the immortals’ wrath to move, 
The sport and insult of the hostile train. (The immortals blest with endless ease above;) [Ὁ 


When your commands have hearten’d every band, | Deprived of sight by their avenging doom, 
Ourselves, here fix'd, wilt make the dangerous etand ; | Cheerless he breathed, and wander’d in the gloom: 


Press'd as we are, and sore of former fight, Then sunk unpitied to the dire abodes, 

These straits demand our last remains of might. A wretch accurst and hated by the gods! 
Meanwhile, thou, Hector, to the town retire, I brave not heaven: but if the fruits of earth 

And teach our mother what the gods require: Sustain thy life, and human be thy birth: 

Direct the queen to lead the assembled train Bold as thou art, too prodigal of breath, 

Of Troy’s chief matrons to Minerva's fane ; 110 | Approach, and enter the dark gates of death. 
Unbar the sacred gates, and seek the power What, or from whence I am, or who my sire 
With offer'd vows, in lion's topmost tower. (Replied the chief,) can Tydeus’ son inquire? 18 
The largest mantle her rich wardrobes hold, Like leaves on trees the race of man is found, 
Most prized for art, and labour’d o'er with gold, Now green in youth, now withering on the groend: 
Before the goddess’ honour'd knees be spread, Another race the following spring supplies; 

And twelve young heifers to the altars led: They fall successive, and successive rise : 

If so the power, atoned by fervent prayer, So generations in their course decay ; 

Our wives, our infants, and our city spare, So flourish these when those are past away. 

And far avert Tydides’ wasteful ire, But if thou still persist to search my birth, 


That mows whole troops, and makes all Troy retire. | Then hear a tale that fills the spacious earth: 
Not thus Achilles taught our hosts to dread, 191] Avcity stands on Argos’ utmost bound 
Sprung though he was from more than mortal bed; | (Argos the fair, for warlike steeds renown'd;) 190 


Not thus resistless ruled the stream of fight, olian Sisyphus, with wisdom bless'd, 
In rage unbounded, and unmatch'd in might, In ancient time the happy walls posseas’d, 
Hector obedient heard ; and, with a bound, Then call'd Eghyré: Glaucus was his soa 


Leap'd from his trembling chariot to the ground, —_ \Great Glaucus, tater of Bellerophon, 
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rv the sons of men in beauty shined, He spoke, and transport fill’d Tydides’ heart ; 

or that valour which preserves mankind. In earth the generous warrior fix’d his dart, 

ghty Pretus Argos’ sceptre sway'd, Then friendly, thus, the Lycian prince address'd: 
1ard commands Bellerophon obey'd. Welcome, my brave hereditary guest ! 

‘eful jealousy the monarch raged, Thus ever let us meet, with kind embrace, 

brave prince in numerous toils engaged. 200 Nor stain the sacred friendship of our race. 

Antza burn’d with lawless flame, Know, chief, our grandsires have been guests of old, 
1ve to tempt him from the paths of fame: {CE&neus the strong, Bellerophon the bold : 

the tempted the relentless youth, Our ancignt seat his honour'd presence graced, 
with wisdom, sacred fear, and truth Where twenty days in genial rites he pass'd. 270 
his scorn, the queen to Pretus fled The parting heroes mutual presents left ; 

ἘΠῚ revenge for her insulted bed : A golden goblet was thy grandsirc's gift ; 

1 he heard, resolving on his fate ; Céneus a belt of matchless work bestow’'d, 

ritable laws restrain’d his hate ; That rich with Tyrian dye refulgent glow'd. 

a the devoted youth he sent, (This from his pledge I learn'd, which safely stored 


rlets seal’d, that told his dire intent. 210] Among my treasures, still adorns my board: 
eas'd by every power who guards the good, |For Tydeus left me young, when Thebée’s wall 


ef arrived at Xanthus’ silver flood : Beheld the sons of Greece untimely fall.) 
“ycia's monarch paid him honours due, Mindful of this, in friendship let us join ; 
ys he feasted, and nine bulls he slew. If heaven our steps to foreign lands incline. 280 


ἢ the tenth bright morning orient glow'd, |My guest in Agros thou, and I in Lycia thine. 
hful youth his monarch’s mandate show’d: |Enough of Trojans to this lance shall yield, 


Wi tablets, till that instant seal’d, In the full harvest of yon ample field ; 

thful secret to the king reveal’d. Enough of Greeks shall dye thy spear with gore ; 

re Chimzra’s conquest was enjoin’d, But thou and Diomed be foes no more. 

ed monster, of no mortal kind ; 220| Now change we arins, and prove to either host 

a dragon’s fiery tail was spread; We guard the friendship of the line we boast. 
‘rough body bore a lion’s head ; Thus having said, the gallant chiefs alight, 

hy nostrils flaky flames expire ; Their hands they join, their mutual faith they plight - 
ing throat emits infernal fire. Brave Glaucus then cach narrow thought resign’d, 
rest he slaughter’d ; (for he read the skies, {(Jove warm’d his bosom and enlarged his mind;) 
sted heaven’s informing prodigies ;) For Diomed’s brass arins, of mean device, 292 
et in arms the Solymzan crew, For which nine oxen paid (a vulgar price,) 

t of men,) and those the warrior slew ; He gave his own, of gold divinely wrought ; 

2 bold Amazons’ whole force defied ; A hundred beeves the shining purchase bought. 
iquer'd still, for heaven was on his side. 230} Meantime the guardian of the Trojan estate, 

πάρα here his toils: his Lycian foes, Great Hector, enter'd at the Sczan gate. 

sturn, a treacherous ambush rose, Beneath the beech-trees’ consecrated shades, 

vell'd spears along the winding shore ; The Trojan matrons and the Trojan maids 

1 they breathless, and return'’d no more Around him flock’d, all press’d with pious care 300 
igth the monarch with repentant grief For husbands, brothers, sons, engaged in war. 

ἃ the gods, and god-descended chief; He bids the train in long procession go, 

ghter gave, the stranger to detain, And seek the gods to avert the impending woe 

If the honours of his ample reign: And now to Priam’s stately courts he came, 

tians grant a chosen space of ground, Raised on arch'd columns of stupendous frame ; 
oods, with vineyards, and with harvests |O’er these a range of marble structure runs, 

rown'd. The rich pavilions of his fifty sons, 


yng the chief his happy lot possess'd, § 241/ In fifty chambers lodged: and rooms of state 
Ὁ brave sons, and one fair daughter bless’d ; | Opposed to those, where Priam'’s daughters sate. 


Ὦ in heavenly eyes ; her fruitful love Twelve domes for them and their loved spouscs shone, 
| with Sarpedon’s birth the embrace of {Of equal beauty, and of polish’d stone. 311 
ove.) Hither great Hector pass’d, nor pass'’d unseen 
Ἢ at last, distracted in his mind, Of royal Hecuba, his mother queen. 

by heaven, forsaking human kind, (With her Laodicé, whose beauteous face 
er the Aleian field he chose to stray, Surpass'd the nymphs of Troy’s illustrious race.) 
forlorn, uncomfortable way ! Long in a strict embrace she held her son, 


eap'd on woes consumed his wasted heart; | And press’d his hand, and tender thus begun : 
iteous daughter fell by Phaebe’s dart; 250] O Hector! say, what great occasion calls 


‘st-born by raging Mars was slain, My son from fight, when Greece surrounds sur walls? 
oat on the Solymean plain. Comest thou to supplicate the almighty power, 320 
»chus survived ; from him I came, With lifted hands from Tlion's lofty tower? 

aour'd author of my birth and namo; Stay, till I bring the cup with Bacchus crown'd, 
lecree I sought the Trojan town, In Jove’s high name, to sprinkle on the ground, 
nstructions learn to win renown, And pay due vows to all the gods around. 

d the first in worth as in command, Then with a plenteous draught refresh thy soul, 
new honours to my native land, And draw new spirits from the generous bowl. 

ny eyes my mighty sires to place, Spent as thou art with long laborious fight, 


ulate the glories of our race. 260} The brave defender of thy country’s right. 
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Far hence be Bacchus’ gifts (the chief rejoin'd:) |The steely point with golden ringlets join’d, 
Inflaming wine, pernicious to mankind, 330 | Before him brandish’d, at each motion shined. 
Unnerves the limnbs, and dulls the noble mind. Thus entering, in the glittering rooms he found 
Let chiefs abstain, and spare the sacred juice His brother-chief, whose useless arms lay round, 
To sprinkle to the gods, its better usc. Ilis eyes delighting with their splendid show, 40 
By me that holy office were profaned ; Brightening the shield, and polishing the bow. 
Ill fits it me, with human gore distain'd, Beside him Helen with her virgins stands, 
To the pure skies these horrid hands to raise, Guides their rich labours, and instructs their hands. 
Or offer heaven's great sire polluted praise. " Ilim thus inactive, with an ardent look 
You with your matrons go, a spoticss train! The prince beheld, and high reeenting spoke. 
And burn rich odours in Minerva’s fane. Thy hate to Troy, is this the time to show? 
The largest mantle your full wardrobes hold, 9340] (ΟΝ wretch ill-fated, and thy country’s foe !) 
Most prized for art, and labour'd o’er with gold, Paris and Greece againat us both conspire 
Before the goddess’ honour'd knees be spread, Thy close resentment, and their vengeful ire. 
And twelve young heifers to her altar Jed. For thee great Ilion’s guardian heroes fall, 410 
So may the power, atuned by fervent prayer, Till heaps of dead alone defend her wall; 
Our wives, our infants, and our city spare, For thee the soldier bleeds, the matron mourns, 
And far avert Tydides wasteful ire, And wasteful war in all its fury burns. 
Who mows whole troops, and makes all Troy retire.| Ungrateful man ! deserves not this thy care, 
Be this, O mother, your religious care ; Our troops to hearten, and our toils to share? 
I go to rouse soft Paris to the war; Rise, or behold the conquering flames ascend 
If yet, not lost to all the sense of shame, 350| And all the Phrygian glorics at an end. 
The recreant warrior hear the voice of fame. Brother, ’tis just, (replied the beauteous youth ;) 
Ob would kind earth the hateful wretch embrace, {Thy free remonstrance proves thy worth and truth: 
That pest of Troy, that ruin of our race! Yet charge my absence lesa, oh generous chief! 4% 
Deep to the dark abyss might he descend, On hate to Troy, than conscious shame and grief: 
Troy yet should flourish, and my sorrows end. Here, hid from human eyes, thy brother sat, 

This heard, she gave command ; and summon’d | And mourn’d, in secret, his and Iion’s fate. 

came "Tis now enough: now glory spreads her charms, 

Each noble matron and illustrious dame. And beauteous Ifelen calls her chief to arms. 
The Phrygian queen to her rich wardrobe went, Conquests to-day my happier sword may bless, 
Where treasured odours breathed a costly scent. *Tis man’s to fight, but heaven's to give success. 
There lay the vestures of no vulgar art, 860] But while I arm, contain thy ardent mind ; 
Sidonian maids embroider'd every part, Or go, and Paris shall not lag behind. 
Whom from soft Sidon youthful Paris bore, He said, nor answer'd Priain’s warlike son; 43) 
With Helen touching on the Tynan shore. When Helen thus with lowly grace begun: 
Here as the queen revolved with careful eyes Oh gencrous brother! if the guilty dame 
The various textures and the various dyes, That caused these woes deserve ἃ sister’s name! 
She chose a veil that shone superior far, Would heaven, ere all these dreadful deeds were dose, 
And glow’d refulgent as the morning star. The day that show'd me to the golden sun 
Herself with this the long procession leads; Had seen my death! Why did not whirlwinds beer 
The train majestically slow proceeds. The fatal infant to the fowls of air? 
Soon as to Ilion’s topmost tower they come, 370|Why sunk I not beneath the whelming tide, 
And awful reach the high Palladian dome, And ’midst the roarings of the waters died ? 
Antenor's consort, fair Theano, waits Heaven fill’d up all my ills, and I accurst 40 
As Pallas’ priestess, and unbars the gates. Bore all, and Paris of those ills the worst. 
With hands uplifted, and imploring eyes, Helen at least a braver spouse might claim, 
They fill the dome with supplicating cries. Warm'd with some virtue, some regard of fame! 
The priestess then the shining veil displays Now, tired with toile, thy fainting limbs recline, 
Placed on Minerva's knees, and thus she prays: With toils, sustain’d for Paris’ sake and mine: 

Oh awful goddess ! ever-dreadful maid, The gods have link'd our miserable doom, 
Troy’s strong defence, unconquer’d Pallas, aid ! Our present woe, and infamy to come : 
Break thou Tydides’ spear, and [εἴ him fall 980] Wide shall it spread, and last through ages long, 
Prone on the dust before the Trojan wall. Example sad ! and theme of future song. 
So twelve young heifers, guiltless of the yoke, The chief replied : This time forbids to rest: 48 
Shall fill thy temple with a grateful smoke. The Trojan bands, by hostile fury preas’d, 
But thou, atoned by penitence and prayer, Demand their Hector, and his arm require ; 
Ourselves, our infants, and our city spare ! The combat urges, and my soul's on fire. 
So pray’d the priestess in her holy fane ; Urge thou thy knight to march where glory calls, 
So vow'd the matrons, but they vow’d in vain. And timely join me, cre I leave the walls. 

While these appear before the power with prayers, | Ere yet I mingle in the direful fray, 

Tlector to Paris’ lofty dome repairs. My wife, my infant, claim a moment's stay ; 
Himself the mansion raised, from every part | 390|'This day (perhaps the last that sees me here 
Assembling artchitects of matchless art. Demands a parting word, a tender tear : 
Near Pnam's court and Hector’s palace stands This day some god who hates our Trojan lsad, 480 
‘The pompous structure, and the town commands. | May vanquish lector by a Grecian hand. 

A spear the hero bore of wondrous strength, He said, and gass’d with sad presaging heat 

Of full ten cubits was the lance’s length, "To veck hia spouse, bia soul e fax dearer gart; 
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he sought her, bat he sought in vain: Jove's sylvan daughters bade their elms bestow 

} one maid of all her menial train, A barren shade, and in his honour grow. 

ice retired ; and with her second joy, By the same arm my seven brave brothers fell ; 
ng Astyanax, the hope of Troy: In one sad day beheld the gates of hell : 

the stood on Ilion’s towery height, While the fat herds and snowy flocks they fed, 
he war, and sicken’d at the sight ; Amid their fields the hapless heroes bled ! 


Ὺ ead eyes in vain her lord explore, 470| My mother lived to bear the victor’s bands, 
the wounds her bleeding country bore. The queen of Hippoplacia’s sylvan lands: 


: who found not whom his soul desired, Redeem’d too late, she scarce beheld again 540 
irtue charm'd him as her beauty fired, Her pleasing empire and her native plain, 
the gates, and ask’d what way she bent When ah! oppress'd by life-consuming woe, 
ing step 7 If to the fane she went, She fell a victim to Diana's bow. 
ute the mourning matrons made resort ; Yet, while my Hector still survives, I see 
it her sisters in the Trojan court ? My father, mother, brethren, all, in thee : 
Ι6 court (replied the attendant train,) Alas! my parents, brothers, kindred, all 
d with matrons to Minerva’s fane: Once more will perish, if my Hector fall. 
6 steepy tower she bent her way, 480] Thy wife, thy infant, in thy danger share : 
the fortunes of the doubtful day. Oh prove a husband’s and a father’s care! 
1, she heard, before the Grecian sword That quarter most the skilful Greeks annoy, 550 
d, and trembled for her absent lord : Where yon wild fig-trees join the walls of Troy: 
d with surprise, she seem'd to fly, Thou from this tower defend the important post; 
her check, and sorrow in her eye. There Agamemnon points his dreadful host, 
ie attended with her infant boy, That pass Tydides, Ajax, strive to gain, 
ng Astyanax, the hope of Troy. And there the vengeful Spartan fires his train. 
r, this heard, return’d without delay ; Thrice our bold foes the fierce attack have given, 


ough the town he trod his former way, Or led by hopes, or dictated from heaven. 
streets of palaces, and walks of state, 490) Let others in the field their arms employ, 


the mourner at the Sczan gate. But stay my Hector here, and guard his Troy. 
ite to meet him sprung the joyful fair, The chief replied : That post shall be my care, δδ( 
eless wife, Aétion’s wealthy heir: Not that alone, but all the works of war. 
Thebé great Aétion sway'd, How would the sons of Troy, in arms renown’'d, 
poplacus’ wide extended shade.) And Troy’s proud dames, whose garments sweep the 
ΙΒ stood near, in whose embraces press’d, | Attaint the lustre of my former name, (ground, 
hope hung smiling at her breast, Should Hector basely quit the field of fame ? 
‘ach soft charm and early grace adorn, My early youth was bred to martial pains, 
he new-born star that gilds the morn. My soul impels me to the embattled plains: 
oved infant Ilector gave the name 500] Let me be foremost to defend the throne, 
lrius, from Scamander's hqnour’d stream; |And guard my father's glories, and my own. 
: the Trojans call’d the boy, Yet come it will, the day decreed by fates : 570 
: great father, the defence of Troy. (How my heart trembles while my tongue relates !) 
e warrior smiled, and pleased resign’d The day when thou, imperial Troy ! must bend, 
Ὺ passions all his mighty mind: And see thy warriors fall, thy glories end. 
iteous princess cast a mournful look, And yet no dire presage so wourds my mind, 
his hand, and then dejected spoke ; My mother’s death, the ruin of my kind, 
om jabour’d with a boding sigh, Not Priam’s hoary hairs defiled with gore, 
big tear stood trembling in her eye. Not all my brothers gasping on the shore, 
aring prince! ah, whither dost thou run? 510] As thine, Andromache! thy griefs I dread ; 
forgetful of thy wife and son! I see thee trembling, weeping, captive led ! 
cst thou not bow wretched we shall be, [In Argive looms our battles to design, 580 
rl, a helpless orphan he! And woes, of which so large a part was thine! 
such courage length of life denies To bear the victor’s hard commands, or bring 
1 must fall, thy virtue’s sacrifice. The weight of waters from Iyperia’s spring. 
n her single heroes strove in vain ; There, while you groan beneath the load of life, 
sts oppose thee, and thou must be slain! They cry, Behold the mighty Hector’s wife! 
t me, gods ! ere Hector meets his doom, Some haughty Greek, who lives thy tears to see, 
ι ask of Hleaven, an early tomb! Embitters all thy woes, by naming me. 
my days in one sad tenor run, 520|The thoughts of glory past, and present shame, 
with sorrows as they first begun. A thousand griefs shall waken at the name! 
nt now remains my griefa to share, May I lie cold before that dreadful day, δ90 
Γ᾽ 5 aid, no mother’s tender care. Press'd with a load of monumental clay ! 
ce Achilles wrapp'd our walls in fire, Thy Hector, wrapt in everlasting sleep, 
ebé waste, and slew my warlike sire ! Shall neither hear thee sigh, nor see thee weep. 
compassion in the victor bred ; Thus having spoke, the illustrious chief of Troy 
he was, he yet revered the dead. Stretch'd his fond arms to clasp the lovely boy. 
ant arms preserved from hostile spoil, The babe clung crying to his nurse’s breast, 
1 him decent on the funeral pile: Scared at the dazzling helm and nodding creat. 


wed ἃ mountain where his bones were burn’d:| With secret pleasure each fond parent καλοὶ, 
untain-pymphs the rural tomb adorn’d: 531| And Hector haated to relieve hia child, 
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The glittering terrors from his brows unbound, 600|Thy power in war with justice none contest: 

And placed the beaming helmet on the ground. Known is thy courage, and thy strength confess‘. 
Then kiss'd the child, and, lifting high in air, What pity sloth should seize a soul so brave, ὁ 
Thus to the gods preferr’d a father’s prayer: Or godlike Paris live a woman’s slave! 

O thou ! whose glory fills the ethereal throne, My heart weeps blood at what the Trojans say, 
And all ye deathless powers! protect my son! And hopes thy deeds shall wipe the stain away 
Grant him, like me, to purchase just renown, Haste then, in all their glorious labours share; 

To guard the Trojans, to defend the crown, For much they suffer, for thy sake in war. 

Against his country's foes the war to wage, These ills shall cease, whene’er by Jove's decree 
And nise the Hector of the future age ! We crown the bow! to Heaven and Liberty ; 

So when triumphant from successful toils 610| While the proud foe his frustrate triumphs moorns, 
Of heroes slain he bears the reeking spoils, And Greece indignant through her seas returns. 
Whole hosts may hail him with deserved acclaim, 
And say, This chief transcends his father’s fame : 


While pleased, amidst the gencral shouts of Troy, 
His mother’s conscious heart o’erflows with joy. BOOK VII. 
He spoke, and fondly gazing on her charms, ARGUMENT. 


Restored the pleasing burden to her arms: 
Soft on her fragrant breast the babe he laid, 
Hush'd to repose, and with a smile survey’d. 
The troubled pleasure soon chastised by fear, 620 
She mingled with the smile a tender tear. 
The soften'd chief with kind compassion view’d, 
And dried the falling drops, and thus pursued : 
Andromache! my soul's far better part ! 
Why with untimely sorrows heaves thy heart ? 
No hostile hand can antedate my doom, 
Till fate condemns me to the silent tomb. 
Fix’'d is the term to all the race of earth; 
And such the hard condition of our birth, 
No force can then resist, no flight can save ; 630 
All sink alike, the fearful and the brave. 
No more—but hasten to thy tasks at home, 
There guide the spindle, and direct the loom : 
Me glory summons to the martial scene, 
The ficld of combat is the sphere for men; 
Where heroes war, the foremost place I claim, 
The first in danger, as the first in fame. 
Thus having said, the glorious chief resumes 
His towery helmet black with shading plumes. 
His princess parts with a prophetic sigh 640 
Unwilling parts, and oft reverts her eye, 
That stream’d at every look: then moving slow, 
Sought her own palace, and indulged her woe. 
There, while her tears deplored the godlike man, 
Through all her train the soft infection ran, 
The pious maids their mingled sorrows shed, 
And mourn the living Hector, as the dead. 
But now, no longer deaf to honour’s call, 
Forth issues Paris from the palace wall. 
In brazen arms that cast a gleamy ray, 


The single Combat of Hector and Jijaz. 


The battle renewing with double ardour upon the retara 
of Hector, Minerva is under apprehensions for Ur 
Grecks. Apollo secing her descend from Olympus 
joins her near the Scwan gate: they agree to put of 
the gencral engagement for that day, and incite Hee 
tor to challenge the Greeks to a single combat. Nine 
of the princes accepting the challence, the lot is (25. 
and falls upon Ajax. These heroes, after several at- 
tacks, are parted by the night. The Trojans callings 
council, Antenor proposes the delivery of Helen to Ue 
Greeks, to which Paris will not consent, but offers » 
restore them her riches. Priam sends a berald ts 
make this offer, and to demand a truce for buraing 
the dead, the last of which only is agreed to by Age 
memnon. When the funerals are performed, the 
Greeks, pursuant to the advice of Nestor, erect ἃ ΠΥ: 
tification to protect their fieet and camp, flanked with 
towers, and defended by a ditch and palisades. Nep 
tune testifies his jealousy at this work, but is peciéed 
by a promise from Jupiter. Both armics pas ur 
night in fcasting, but Jupiter disheartens the Trojass 
with thunder and other signs of his wrath. 

The three-and-twentieth day ends with the duel of Het 
tor and Ajax: the next day the truce is agreed: 290 
ther is taken up in the funeral rites of the elaio, aad 
one more in building the fortification before the ebips. 
So that somewhat above three days is emptoyet is ths 
book. Thescene lies wholly in the field. « 


BOOK VII. 

So spoke the guardian of the Trojan state, 
Then rush’d impetuous through the Sczan gate. 
Him Paris follow'd to the dire alarms; 

Both breathing slaughter, both resolved in arms. 
650| As when to sailors labouring through the maiz, 


Swift through the town the warrior bends his way. |'That long had heaved the weary oar in vain, 

The wanton courser thus, with reins unbound, Jove bids at length the expected gales arise; 

Breaks from his stall, and beats the trembling ground ;| The gales blow grateful, and the vessel flies: 

Pamper’d and proud, he secks the wonted tides, So welcome these to Troy's desiring train; 

And laves, in height of blood, his shining sides ; The bands aro cheer’d, the war awakes again ἢ 

His head now freed, he tosses to the skies ; Bold Paria first the work of death begun 

His mane dishevell'd o’cr his shoulders flies ; On great Menestheus, Areithous’ son : 

He snuffs the females in the distant plain, rung from the fair Philomeda’s embrace, 

Ana springs, exulting, to his fields again. ‘he pleasing Arné was his native place. 

With equal triumph, sprightly, bold, and gay, | 660|Then sunk Eioneus to the shades below: 

In arms refulgent as the god of day, Beneath his steely casque he felt the blow, 

The son of Priam, glorying in his might, Full on his neck, from Hector’s weighty hand; 

Rush’d forth with Hector to the fields of fight. And roll’d, with limbs relax’d, along the land. 
And now the warriors passing on the way, By Glaucus’ spear the bold Iphinous bleeds, 

The graceful Paris first excused his stay. Fix'd in the shoulder as he mounts his steeds; % 


To whom the noble Hector thus replied: 
O chief! in blood, and now in arms, allied 
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now Minerva saw her Argives slain, Here, if I fall, by chance of battle slain, 
it Olympus to the gleaming plain Be his my spoil, and his these arms remain ; 90 
Ι6 descends: Apollo mark’d her flight, But let my body, to my friends return’d, 

less swift from Ilion’s towery height : By Trojan hands and Trojan flames be burn’d: 
chey met, beneath the beechen shade ; And if Apollo, in whose aid I trust, 
us Apollo to the blue-eyed maid: Shall stretch your daring champion in the dust : 
cause, O daughter of almighty Jove! If mine the glory to despoil the foe ; 
igs thy progress from the realms above? 390) Οη Phebus’ xemple 1'!] his arms bestow: 
ire impetuous dost thou bend thy way, The breathless carcass to your navy sent, 
to Greece the long-divided day ? Greece on the shore shall raise a monument; 
h has Troy already felt thy hate, Which when some future mariner surveys, 
vathe thy rage, and hush the stern de- | Wash'd by broad Hellespont’s resounding seas, 100 
te: Thus shal] he say: A valiant Greek lies there, 
, the business of the field suspend ; By Hector slain, the mighty man of war. 
a shall kindle, and great Ilion bend ; The stone shall tell your vanquish'd hero’s name, 
ageful goddesses confederate join And distant ages learn the victor's fame. 
1er walls, though built by hands divine. This fierce defiance Grecce astonish’d heard, 

om the progeny of Jove replies : Blush’d to refuse, and to accept it fear'd. 

this, the council of the skies : 40|Stern Menelaiis first the silence broke, 

shall bid conflicting hosts forbear 7 And, inly groaning, thus opprobrious spoke : 

shall calm the furious sons of war? Women of Greece ! oh scandal of your race, 
16 god: Great Hector’s soul incite Whose coward souls your manly form disgrace, 110 
the boldest Greek to single fight, How great the shame, when every age shall know 
ce, provoked, from all her numbers show [That not a Grecian met this noble foe! 
r worthy to be Hector's foe. Go then, resolve to earth, from whence ye grew, 
agreed, the heavenly powers withdrew; |A heartless, spiritless, inglorious crew ! 
lenus their secret counsels knew : Be what ye seem, unanimatcd clay! 

nspired, he sought : to him address’d, Myself will dare the danger of the day. 
| the dictates of his sacred breast : 50|’Tis man’s bold task the generous strife to try, 
Priam ! let thy faithful ear But in the hands of God is victory. 
ny words; thy friend and brother hear : These words scarce spoke, with generous ardour 
persuasive, and awhile engage press'd, 
ing nations to suspend their rage ; His manly limbs in azure arms he dresa’d. 120 
e the boldest of the hostile train That day, Atrides! a superior hand 
ἰ combat on the listed plain. Had stretch’d thee breathless on the hostile strand. 
his day shall end thy glorious date ; But all at once, thy fury to compose, 

have spoke it, and their voice is fate. The kings of Greece, an awful band, arose: 


the warrior heard the word with joy ; E’en he, their chief, great Agamemnon, presa’d 
h his spear restrain’d the youth of Troy, 60|Thy daring hand, and this advice address'd : 


he midst athwart. On either hand Whither, O Menelaiis ! wouldst thou run, 

drons part ; the expecting Trojans stand: | And tempt a fate which prudence bids thee shun? 
amemnon bids the Greeks forbear ; Grieved though thou art, forbear the rash design ; 
athe, and hush the tumult of the war. Great Hector’s arm is mightier far than thine. 130 
*nian maid, and glorious god of day, E’en fierce Achilles learn’d its force to fear, 

nt joy the settling hosts survey: And trembling met this dreadful son of war. 

if vultures, on the beech’s height Sit thou secure amidst thy social band ; 

conceal’d, and wait the future fight. Greece in our cause shall arm some powerful hand. 


ronging troops otacure the dusky fields, The mightiest warrior of the Achaian name, 
ith bristling spears, and gleaming shields. 70|Though bold, and burning with desire of fame, 


a genera] darkness veils the main Content the doubtful honour might forego, 
ihyr curling the wide watery plain,) So great the danger, and so brave the foe. 
es scarce heave, the face of ocean sleeps, He said, and turn’d his brother's vengeful mind; 
a horror saddens all the deeps : He stoop’d to reason, and his rage resign'd; 140 
hick orders settling wide around, No longer bent to rush on certain harms, 
composed they sit, and shade the ground. | His joyful friends unbrace his azure arms. 
Ctor first amidst both armies broke He, from whosg lips divine persuasion flows, 
nn silence, and their powers bespoke : Grave Nestor, then, in graceful act arose. 
ill ye Trojan, all ye Grecian bands, Thus to the kings he spoke: What grief, what 
soul prompts, and what some god com- shame 
inds : 80] Attend on Greece, and all the Grecian name! 
‘e, averse our warfare to compose, How shall, alas! her hoary heroes mourn 
ms the nations with new toils and woes; |Their sons degenerate, and their race a scorn! 
ι ἃ fiercer tide once more returns, What tears shall down thy silver beard be roll’d, 
falls, or till yon navy burns. Oh Peleus, old in arms, in wisdom old! 150 
, Ὁ princes of the Greeks ! appear ; Once with what joy the generous prince would hear 
‘or speaks, and calls the gods to hear: Of every chief who fought this glorious war: 
your troops select the boldest knight, Participate their fame, and, pleased, inquire 


the boldest, Hector dares to fight Each name, each action, and each here's wire). 
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Gods! should he see our warriors trembling stand, 

And trembling all before one hostile hand ; 

How would he lift his aged arms on high, 

Lament inglorious Greece, and beg to die! 

Oh! would to all the immortal powers above, 

Minerva, Phoebus, and almighty Jove! 

Years might again ro!l back, my youth renew, 

And give this arm the spring which once it knew. 

When, fierce in war, where Jardan’s waters fall, 

I led my troops to Phea’s trembling wail, 

And with the Arcadian spears my prowess tried 

Where Celadon rolls down his rapid tide. 

There Ereuthalion braved us in the field, 

Proud, Areithous’ dreadful arms to wield ; 

Great Areithous known from shore to shore 

By the huge knotted iron mace he bore ; 

No lance he shook, nor bent the twanging bow, 

But broke, with this, the battle of the foe. 

Him not by manly force Lycurgus slew, 

Whose guileful javelin from the thicket flew! 

Deep in a winding way his breast assail'd, 

Nor aught the warrior’s thundering mace avail'd, 

Supine he fell: those arms which Mars before 

Had given the vanquish'd, now the victor bore: 

But when old age had dimm’d Lycurgus’ eyes, 

To Ereuthalion he consign'd the prize. 

Furious with this he crush’d our Jevell’d banda, 

And dared the trial of the strongest hands; 

Nor could the strongest hands his fury stay ; 

All saw, and fear'd, his huge tempestuous sway : 

Till I, the youngest of the host, appear'd, 

And, youngest, met whom all our army fear’d. 

T fought the chief: my arms Minerva crown’d: 

Prone fel! the giant o'er a length of ground. 

What then he was, oh were your Nestor now! 

Not Hector’s self should want an equal foe. 

But, warriors, you, that youthful vigour boast, 

The flower of Greece, the examples of our host, 

Sprung from such fathers, who such numbers sway, 

Can you stand trembling, and desert the day ? 
His warm reproofs the listening kings inflame ; 

And nine, the noblest of the Grecian name, 

Up-started fierce: but far before the rest 

The king of men advanced his dauntless breast : 

Then bold Tydides, great in arms, appear’d: 

And next his bulk gigantic Ajax rear'd: 

Oileus follow'd ; Idomen was there ; 

And Merion, dreadful as the god of war: 

With these Eurypilus and Thoas stand, 

And wise Ulysses closed the daring band. 

All these, alike inspired with noble rage, 

Demand the fight. To whom the Pylian sage: 
Let thirst of glory your brave souis divide ; 

What chief shall combat let the lots decide. 

Whom heaven shall choore, be his the chance to raise 

His country's fame, his own immortal praise. 210 
The lots produced, each hero signs his own; 

Then in the general's helm the fates are thrown. 

The people pray, with titted eyes and hands, 

And vows like these ascend from all the bands: 

Grant, thou Almighty ! in whose hand is fate, 

A worthy champion for the Grecian state. 

This task let Ajax or Tydides prove, 

Or he, the king of kings, beloved by Jove! 
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Each to his rival yields the mark unknown, 

Till godlike Ajax finds the Jot his own; 

Surveys the inscription with rejoicing eyes, 

Then casts before him, and with transport cries: 
Warriors ; I claim the lot, and arm with joy; 

Be mine the conquest of this chief of Troy. 

Now, while my brightest arms my limbs invest, 

To Saturn’s son be all your vows addreas’d: 

But pray in secret, lest the foes should hear, 

And deem your prayers the mean effect of fear. 

Said lin secret? No, your vows declare, 

In such a voice as fills the earth and air. 

Lives there a chicf whom Ajax ought to dread? 

Ajax, in all the toils of battle bred? ° 

From warlike Salamis 1 drew my birth, 

And, born to combats, fear no force on earth. 
He said. The troops with elevated eyes 

Implore the god whose thunder rends the skies: 22 

O father of mankind, superior lord ! 

On lofty Ida's holy hill adored : 

Who in the highest heaven hast fix'd thy throne 

Supreme of gods! unbounded and alone: 

Grant thou, that Telamon may bear away 

The praise and conquest of this doubeful day; 

Or if illustrious Hector be thy care, 

That both may claim it, and that both may share. 
Now Ajax braced his dazzling armour on; 

Sheath’d in bright steel the giant-warrior shone ; % 

He moves to combat with majestic pace ; 

So stalks in arms the grizly god of Thrace, 

When Jove to punish faithless men prepares, 

And gives whole nations to the waste of wars. 

Thus march’d the chief, tremendous as a god: 

Grimly he smiled ; earth trembled as he strode: 

His massy javelin quivering in his hand, 

He stood, the bulwark of the Grecian band. 

Through every Argive heart new transport ran; 

All Troy stood trembling at the mighty man: ΒΜ 

E’en Hector paused ; and, with new doubts oppress d 

Felt his great heart suspended in his breast: 

Τ᾽ was vain to seek retreat, and vain to fear: 

Himself had challenged, and the foe drew near. 
Stern Tclamon behind hie ample shield, 

As from a brazen tower, o’erlook'd the field: 

Huge was its orb, with seven thick folds o’ercast 

Of tough bull-hides; of solid brass the last ; 

(The work of Tychius, who in Hylé dwell’d, 

And in all arts of armoury excell’d.) 

This Ajax bore before his manly breast, 

And threatening, thus his adverse chief addrese'd: 
Hector! approach my arm, and singly know 

What strength thou hast, and what the Grecian fee ᾿ 

Achilles shuns the fight ; yet some there are, 

Not void of soul, and not anskill’d in war: 

Let him, unactive on the sea-beat shore, 

Indulge his wrath, and aid our arms no more; 

Whole troops of heroes Greece has yet to boast, 

And sends thee one, a sample of her host. 

Such as I am, I come to prove thy might; 

No more—be sudden, and begin the fight. 
O son of Telamon, thy country’s pride ! 

(To Ajax thus the Trojan prince replied ;) 

Mc, as a boy or woman, wouldst thou fright, 

New to the field, and trembling at the fight? 


Old Nestor shook the casque. By heaven inspired, | Thou meet’st a chief deserving of thy arms, 
Leap'd forth the lot, of every Greek desired. 420] Τὸ combat born, and bred amidst alarms: 


This from the right to left the herald bears, 
Held out in order to the Grecian peers: 


{ know to shift my ground, remount the caf, 


Turn, charge, und unawer exery call of war; 87 
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he, to left, the dextrous lance I wield, Return, brave Ajax, to thy Grecian friends, 

rar thick battle on my sounding shield. And joy the nations whom thy arm defends ; 

en be our fight, and bold each blow ; As I shall glad each chief, and Trojan wife, 360 
no conquest from a noble foe. Who wearies heaven with vows for Hector's life. 
said, and rising, high above the field But let us, on this memorable day, 

d the long lance against the sevenfold shield. | Exchange some gift ; that Greece and Troy may say 

1 the brass descending from above No hate, but glory, made their chiefs contend ; 

gh six bull-hides the furious weapon drove, And each brave foe was in his soul a friend. 

the seventh it fix’'d. Then Ajax threw; With that, a sword with stars of silver graced, 


gh Hector's shield the forceful javelin flew, The baldric studded, and the sheath enchased, 
rselet enters, and his garment renda, 30) | He gave the Greek. The generous Greek bestow'd 
ancing downwards, near his flank descends. | A radiant belt that rich with purple glow’d. 


ary Trojan shrinks, and, bending low Then with majestic grace they quit the plain; 370 
h his bickler, disappoints the blow. This seeks the Grecian, that the Phrygian train. 
their bored shields the chiefs their javelins The Trojan bands returning Hector wait, 

drew, And hail with joy the champion of their state: 

lose impetuous, and the charge renew ; Escaped great Ajax, they survey’d him round, 

as the mountain-lions bathed in blood, Alive, unharm'd, and vigorous from his wound. 

ming boars, the terror of the wood, To Troy's high gates the godlike man they bear, 

x, Hector his long lance extends ; Their present triumph, as their late despair. 

unted point against the buckler bends: 310; But Ajax, glorying in his hardy deed, 

ax, watchful as his foe drew near, The well-arm'd Greeks to Agamemnon lead. 
through the Trojan targe the knotty spear; | A steer for sacrifice the king design’d, 380 


δ᾽ ἃ his neck, with matchless strength impell’d ;: Of full five years, and of the nobler kind. 
: the black gore, and dims his shining shield. |The victim falls; they strip the smoking hide, 
ased not Hector thus; but, stooping down The beast they quarter, and the joints divide ; 


strong hand up-heaved a flinty stone, Then spread the tables, the repast prepare, 
craggy, vast: to this his force he bends; Each takes his seat, and each receives his share. 

1 the brazen boss the stone descends ; The king himself (an honorary sign) 

yllow brass resounded with the shock. Before great Ajax placed the mighty chine. 

Ajax seized the fragment of a rock, 320! When now the rage of hunger was removed, 

d each nerve, and swinging round on high, _| Nestor, in each persuasive art approved, 

orce tempestuous let the ruin fly : The sage whose counsels long had sway'd the rest, 
ige stone thundering through his buckler broke, | In words like these his prudent thought exprees’d: 
icken’d knees received the numbing stroke ; How dear, O kings! this fatal day has cost, 
Hector falls extended on the field, What Greeks are perish’d ! what a people lost ! 

lk supporting on the shatter’d shield ; What tides of blood have drench’d Scamander‘s 
anted heavenly aid: Apollo’s might shore ! 

n'd his sinews, and restored to fight. What crowds of heroes sunk, to rise no more! 


ow both heroes their broad falchions drew: Then hear me, chief! nor let the morrow’s light 
‘ing circles round their heads they flew; 3930 Awake thy squadrons to new toils of fight; 


n by heralds’ voice the word was given Some space at least permit the war to breathe, 

cred ministers of earth and heaven; While we to flames our slaughter'd friends be- 
Talthybius whom the Greeks employ, queath, 

ige Idzus on the part of Troy. From the red field their scatter’d bodies bear, 400 

en the swords their peaceful sceptres rear'd: | And nigh the fleet a funeral structure rear ; 

ret Idxus’ awful voire was heard: So decent urns their snowy bones may keep, 

ear, My sons: your farther furce to prove, And pious children o’er their ashes weep. 

ear to men, and both beloved of Jove. Here, where on one promiscuous pile they blazed 
rer host your matchless worth is known, High o'er them all a general tomb be raised ; 

ounds your praise, and war is all your own. 340| Next, to secure our camp and naval powers, 

τῷ the night extends her awful shade ; Raise an embattled wall with lofly towers ; 

yddezs parts you: be the night obey'd. From space to space be ample gates around, 

whom great Ajax his high soul exprese'd: For passing chariots ; and a trench profound. 

1! to Hector be these words address’d. So Greece to combat shall in safety go, 410 

n who first provoked our chiefs to fight, Nor fear the fierce incursions of the foe. 

n demand the sanction of the night; ’T was thus the sage his wholesome counsel moved ; 
he ask it, I content obey, The sceptred kings of Greece his words approved. 

ease the strife when Hector shows the way. Meanwhile, convened at Priam’s palace gate, 

rst of Greeks ! ‘his noble foe rejoin’d) The Trojan peers in nightly council sat : 

1 heaven adorns, superior to thy kind, 3501 A senate void of order, as of choice ; 

trength of body, and with worth of mind! Their hearts were fearful, and confused their voice. 

nartial law commands us to forbear ; Antenor rising, thus demands their ear : 

fter we shal! meet in glorious war ; Ye Trojans, Dardans, and auxiliars, hear! 

future day shall lengthen out the strife, 'Tis heaven the counsel of my breast inspires, 430 

the gods decide of death or life! And I but move what every god requires : 


then the night extends her gloomy shade, Let Sparta’s treasures be this hour restored, 
eaven enjoins it, be the night obey'd. And Argive Helen own her ancient lord. 
2K 
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‘He cime, ind, stand:rg in the midst, explain’d 
The peace reierted, but the truce ξε΄ ἃ. 
Striz.t io tbe:r several cares i!:¢ Troiars more, 
Some seareh Ge plain, some fell che sounding grove’ 
Tie senior spone, 8 ἐγ. To whom reptied = Ner less the Grecks, descend.: z on the shore, 
Tie greefui bivinod of ihe Sparaa bride: Hew'd tis creen furesta, and the bolies bore. 
Co}! counsels, Trojan, miy «come ths years, 430 And sow frum forth the chambers of tke main, 
But sound unge.tef:] in a wa-r:or's ears: To shed bis sacred ight on earth again, 
Old maa, if void of failacy or ἂπ ι Arose the goiden chariot of the day, δ 
Thy words express the purpose of thy heart, 1 And tipp'd the moontains w:th a purple ray. 
Thou, ia thy tuae, more sound advice hast given: Πα τοῖο ρ᾽ εαὰ taronze the Greek and Trojan tram 
But wisdom has its date assign'd by heaven. ‘ Throuch he ape cfcarnize search d the moarnfal pam 
Then hear me, princes cf the Trojan name! iScaree cold the friend k:s slanzhterd frend explore, 
Their treasures I'll restore, but not the dame. With dus: dishoaour'd, and deform'd with gore. 
My treasures ton, for perce, I will resign; The wounds they wasi'd, their pious tears they shed 
But be this bright possession ever mine. ! And, laid along their cars, dep!ored the dead. 
"Twas then, the growing d:scord to compose, 440, Sage Priam check ἃ their grief: with silent haste 
Slow from his seat the reverend Priam rose: ; The bodies decent on their piles were placed : 
His godlike aspect deep attention drew: With me'ting hearts the cold re y.ains they barn’d: 
He paused, and these pacific words ensue : . And sad!y slow to sacred Troy return‘d. al 
Ye Trojans, Dardans, and auriliar bands! | Nor less the Greeks their pious sorrows shed, 
Now take refreshment as the hour demands: ; And decent on the pile dispose their dead; 
Guard well the walls, relieve the watch of night, ;, The cold remains consume with equal care ; 
Till the new sun restures the cheerful light: | And slowly, sadly, to their fleet repair. 
Then shall our herald, to the Atrides sent, : Now, ere the morn had streak'd with reddeniag [igh 
Before their ships proclaim my son's intent. ‘The doubtful contines of the day and night, 
Next Jet a truce be ask'd, that Troy may burn 450. About the dying flames the Greeks appear'd, 
Her slaughter’d heroes, and their bones inurn ; And rourd the pite a general tomb they rear‘d. 
That done, once morc the fate of war be tried, Then to secure the camp and naval powers, 30 
And whose the conquest, mighty Jove decide! They raised embattied walls with lofty towers: 
The monarch spoke: the warriorssnatch'd with haste! From space to spare were ample gates around, 
(Each at his post in arms) a short repast. For passing chariots ; and a trench profound, 
Soon as the rosy morn had waked the day, Of large extent ; and deep in earth, below, 
To the black ships Idrus bent his way ; Strong piles infix'd, stood adverse to the foe 
There, to the sun of Mars, in council found, So toil’d the Greeks: meanwhile the gods above. 
He raised his voice : the host stood listening round: |In shining circle round their father Jove, 
Ye sons of Atreus, and ye Greeks, give ear! 460} Amazed beheld the wondrous works of man: 
The words of Troy, and Troy's great monarch, hear.| Then he, whose trident shakes the earth, began: 
Pleased may he hear ‘so heaven succeed my prayers)} What mortals henceforth shall our power adore, 
What Paris, author of the war, declares. Our fanes frequent, our oracles implore, 531 


The ties of fact. the swore. 2ilance broke 
Our impious totes the γε: gods provese. 
As this advice ve prict.ce, οἵ re ect, 

So hope suncees, or drevi the d.re ecieet. 


The spoils and treasures he to Jlion bore, 

(Oh had he perish'd e’er they touch’d our shore !) 
He proffers injured Greece ; with large increase 
Of added Trojan wealth to buy the peace; 

But to restore the beamteous bride again, 

This Greece demands, and Troy requests in vain. 
Next, O ye chiefs! we ask a truce to burn 

Our slaughter'd heroes, and their bones inurn. 
That done, once more the fate of war be Wied, 
And whose the conquest, mighty Jove decide! 


The Greeks gave car, but none the silence broke ; 


At length Tydides rose, and rising spoke : 
Oh, take not, friends! defrauded of your fame, 
Their proffer’d wealth, nor οἷοι the Spartan dame: 


Let conquest make them ours: fate shakes their wall, 


And Troy already totters to her fall. 


470 


If the proud Grecians thus successful boast 

Their rising bulwarks on the sea-beat coast ἢ 

See the Jong walls extending to the main, 

No god consulted, and no victim slain! 

Their fame shal fill the world’s remotest ends, 

Wide as the morn her golden beam extends; 

While old Latimedon's divine abodes, 

Those radiant structures raised by labouring gods, 

Shall, razed and lost, in long oblivion sleep. 

Thus spoke the hoary monarch of the deep. 
The Almighty Thunderer with a frown replies, 

That clouds the world, and blackens half the skies: 

Strong god of ocean! thou, whose rage can make 

The solid earth's eternal basis shake! 

What cause of fear from mortal works could more 

The meanest subject of our realms above ? 


54 


The admiring chiefs, and all the Grecian name, 480] Where’cr the sun's refulgent rays are cast, 


With general shouts return’d him loud acclaim. 
Then thus the king of kings rejects the peace: 
Herald! in him thou hear’st the voice of Greece. 
For what remains; let funeral flames be fed 
With heroes’ corps; I war not with the dead: 
Go search your slaughter'd chiefs on yonder plain, 
And gratifv the manes of the slain. 
Re witness, Jove, whose thunder rolls on high! 
He said, and rear'd his sceptre to the sky. 

To sacred Troy, where all her princes lay 
To wait the event, the herald bent his way. 


Thy power is honour'd, and thy fame shall last: 
But yon proud work no future age shall view, 
No trace remain where once the glory grew. 
The sapp'd foundations by thy force shail fall, 
And, wheim’d beneath thy waves, drop the huge wall: 
Vast drifts of sand shall change the former shore; 
The ruin vanish’d, and the name no more. 

Thus they in heaven: while o’er the Grecian train, 
The rolling sun descending to the main 


80 


490] Beheld the finish'd work. Their bulls they alew: 


Black from the tents the savoury vapours flew. 
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the fleet, arrived from Lemnos’ strands, 560) As deep beneath the infernal centre hurl'd, 


chus’ blessings cheer’d the generous bands. | As from that centre to the ethereal world. 20 
at wines the rich Euneus sent Let him who tempts me, dread those dire abodes ; 

id measures to the royal tent; And know, the Almighty is the god of gods. 

whom Hypsipyle of yore, League all your forces then, ye powers above, 

, shepherd of his people, bore ;) Join all, and try the omnipotence of Jove: 

hey purchased at their proper cost, Let down our golden everlasting chain, 

the plenteous freight supplied the host: Whose strong embrace holds heaven, and earth, and 
‘change, proportion’d treasures gave: main : . 

38, OF iron ; some an ox, or slave. Strive all, of mortal and immortal birth, 


they feast, the Greek and Trojan powers; [Τὸ drag, by this, the Thunderer down to earth: 
the fields, and these within their towers. | Ye strive in vain! If I but stretch this hand, 


averse the signs of wrath display'd, I heave the gods, the ocean, and the land ; 30 
red lightnings through the gloomy shade; [1 fix the chain to great Olympus’ height, 
they stood ; pale horror scized on all, And the vast world hangs trembling in my sight! 
deep thunder shook the atrial hall. For such I reign, unbounded and above ; 
r'd to Jove, before the bowl was crown’d; | And such are men, and gods, compared to Jove. 
libations drench’d the thirsty ground : The Almighty spoke; nor durst the powers reply: 
, refresh'd with sleep from toils of fight, | A reverend horror silenced all the sky ; 
16. balmy blessings of the night. Trembling they stood before their sovereign's look ; 
At length his best beloved, the power of wisdom 
spoke : 
- 1 Oh first and greatest! god, by gods adored ! 
BOOK VUL We own thy might, our father and our lord! 40 
ARGUMENT But ah! permit to pity human state; 


ord Battle, und the Distress of the Greeks. If not to help, at least Jament their fate. 

embles a council of the deities, and threatens| From fields forbidden we submiss refrain, 

th the pains of Tartarus if they assist either| With arms unaiding mourn our Argives slain: 

nerva only obtains of him that she may direct] Yet grant my counsels etill their breasts may move, 
ke by her counsels. The armies join battle :|Qr all must perish in the wrath of Jove. 

m Mount Ida weighs in his balances the fates The cloud-compelling god her suit approved, 

and affrights the Greeks with hia thunders) 4nd smiled superior on his best beloved. 

“nings. Nestor alone continues in the field 2) Then call'd his coursers, and his chariot took ; 

nger; Diomed relieves him; whose exploits, Th dfast ἢ beneath them shook : 50 
e of Hector, are excellently described. Juno 6 steadlast hrmament beneath ἴ em BIOOK: 
ars tu animate Neptune to the assistance of| Rapt by the ethereal steeds the chariots roll’d 

ks, but in vain. ‘I'he acts of Teucer, who is| Brass were their hoofs, their curling manes of gold 
h wounded by Hector, and carried off. Juno|Of heaven's undrossy gold the god's array 

erva prepare to aid the Grecians; but are re-|Refulgent, flash'd intolerable day. 

by Ins. sent from Jupiter. The nizht puts | High on the throne he shines: his coursers fly 

5) the battle. Hector continues in the 4161} Retween the extended earth and starry sky. 

ka being driven to their fortifications before But when to Ida’s topmost height he came 

») and gives orders to kcep the watch all nicht . . . ᾿ 

mp, to prevent the enemy from re-cmbarking (Fair nurse of fountains, and of Savace game,) 

ping by tlicht. ‘They kindle tires through all Where, o'er her pointed summits proudly raised, 
anc pass the night under arms, His fane breathed odours, and his altar blazed: 60 
uf seven-and-twenty days is employed from| There, from his radiant car, the sacred sire 

ing Of the poem to the end of this book. The|Of gods and men released the steeds of fire: 

Ὁ .except the celestial machines) lies in the| Blue ambient mists the immortal steeds embraced 
ard the eea-shore. High on the cloudy point his seat he placed ; 
Thence his broad eye the subject world surveys, 


BOOK VIII. The town, and tents, and navigable seas. 
iow, fair daughter of the dawn, Now had the Grecians snatch'd a short repast, 
sith rosy light the dewy lawn; And buckled on their shining arms with haste. 
e convencd the senate of the skies, Troy roused as soon; for on this dreadful day 
Ἢ Olympus’ cloudy tops arise. The fate of fathers, wives, and infants, lay. 70 
»f Gods his awful silence broke, The gates unfolding pour forth 4}} their train; 
Π4 attentive trembled as he spoke: Squadrons on squadrons cloud the dusky plain: 
I states, immortal gods! give ear; Men, steeds, and chariots, shake the trembling ground; 
decree, and reverence what ye hear; The tum alt thickens, and the skies resound. 
Jecree, which not all heaven can move And now with shouts the shocking armies closed, 
e! fulfil it; and, ye powers! approve! 10 To lances lances, shields to shields opposed ; 
but enters yon forbidden field, Host against host with shadowy legions drew, 
ls assistance, or but wills to yield, The sounding darts in iron tempests flew ; 
Ὁ skies with shame he shall be driven, Victors and vanquish'd join promiscuous cries, 
th dishonest wounds, the scorn of heaven :| Triumphant shouts and dying groans arise : 80 
far from steep Olympus thrown, With streaming blood the slippery fields are dyed, 
e dark Tartarean gulf shall groan, And slaughter'd heroes swell the dreadful tide. 
ing chains fix’d to the brazen floors, Long as the morning beams increasing bright, 


ἃ by hell's inexorable doors; O’er heaven’s clear azure spread the sacred light; 
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Commutual death the fate of war confounds, 
Each adverse battle gored with equal wounds. 
But when the sun the height of heaven ascends 
The sire of gods his golden scales suspends, 
With equal hand: in these explored the fate 
Of Greece and Troy, and poised the mighty weight. 
Press’d with its load, the Grecian balance lies 
Low sunk on earth, the Trojan strikes the skies. 
Then Jove from Ida’s top his horror spreads ; 
The clouds burst dreadful o'er the Grecian heads : 
Thick lightnings flash ; the muttering thunder rolls, 
Their strength he withers, and unmz.ns their souls. 
Before his wrath the trembling hosts retire ; 
The god in terrors, and the skies on fire. 
Nor great Idomencus that sight could bear, 
Nor each astern Ajax, thunderbolts of war: 
Nor he, the king of men, the alarm sustain’d; 
Nestor alone amidst the storm remain‘d. 
Unwilling he remain’d, for Paris’ dart 
Had pierced his courser in a mortal part: 
Fix'd in the forchead where the springing mane 
Curled o’er the brow, it stung him to the brain: 
Mad with his anguish, he begins to rear, 
Paw with his hoofs aloft, and lash the air. 
Scarce had his falchion cut the reins, and freed 
The incumber'd chariot from the dying steed, 
When dreadful Hector, thundering through the war, 
Pour'd to the tumult on his whirling car. 
That day had stretch’d beneath his matchless hand 
The hoary monarch of the Pylian band, 
But Diomed beheld; from forth the crowd 
He rush’d, and on Ulysses call'd aloud : 
Whither, oh whither does Ulysses run! 
Oh flight unworthy great Laértes’ son ! 
Mix'd with the vulgar shall thy fate be found, 
Pierced in the back, a vile dishonest wound 7 
Oh turn and save from Heetor’s direful rage 
The glory of the Greeks, the Pylian sage. 
His fruitless words are lost unheard in air, 
Ulysses seeks the ships, and shelters there 
But bold Tydides, to the rescue goes, 
A single warrior midst a host of foes; 
Before the coursers with a sudden spring 
He leap'd, and anxious thus bespoke the king : 
Great perils, father! wait the unequal fight ; 
These younger champions will oppress thy might. 
‘Thy veins no more with ancient vigour glow, 
‘Weak is thy servant and thy coursers slow. 
‘I hen haste, ascend my seat, and from the car 
Observe the steeds of Tros, renown’d in war, 
Practised alike to turn, to stop, to chase, 
fo dare the fight, or urge the rapid race: 
These late obey’d A:neas’ guiding rein; 
Leave thou thy chariot to our faithful train; 
With these against yon ‘Trojans will we go, 
Nor shall great Hector want an equal foe : 
Fierce as he is, e’en he may learn to fear 
The thirsty fury of my flying spear, 
Thus said the chief’; and Nestor, skill’d in war, 
Approves his council, and ascends the car: 
The steeds he left, tucir trusty servants hold; 
Euryinedon, and Sthenelua the bold: 
‘The reverend charioteer dirccts the course, 
And strains his aged arms to lash the horse. 
Hector they face; unknowing how to feat 
Fierce he drove on: Tydides whirl’d his spear. 
The spear with erring haste mistvok its way, 
But plunged in Eniopeus’ bosom lay. 
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His opening hand in death forsakes the rein; 
The steeds fly back: he falls, and spurns the plais. 
Great Hector sorrows for his servant kill'd, 
Yet unrevenged permits to press the field ; 
Till to st'pply his place and rule the car, 
Rose Archeptolemus, te Gerce in war. 
And now had death and liorror cover’d all; 
Like timorous flocks, the Trojans in their wall 10 
Inclosed had bled: but Jove with awful sound 
Roll'd the big thunder o’er the rast profound ; 
Full in Tydides’ face the lightning flew ; 
The ground before him flamed with sulphur blue; 
The quivering steeds fell prostrate at the sight ; 
And Nestor's trembling hand confess'd his fright; 
He dropp'd the reins; and shook with sacred dread, 
Thus, turning, warn’d the intrepid Diomed: 
O chief! too daring in thy friend's defence, 
Retire advised, and urge the chariot hence. 
This day, averse, the sovereign of the skies, 
Assists great Hector, and our palm denica, 
Some other sun may sec the happier hour, 
When Greece shall conquer by his heavenly power. 
*Tis not in man his fix’d decree to move: 
The great will glory to submit to Jove. 
O reverend prince ! (Tydides thus replies :) 
Thy years are awful, and thy words are wise. 
But ah, what grief! should haughty Hector boast, 
I fled inglorious to the guarded coast. 19 
Before that dire disgrace shall blast my fame, 
O’erwhelm me, earth; and hide a warrior’s shame. 
To whom Gerenian Nestor thus replied: 
Gods! can thy courage fear the Phrygian’s pride? 
Hector may vaunt, but who shall heed the boast? 
Not those who felt thy arm, the Dardan host, 
Nor Troy, yet bleeding in her heroes lost ; 
Not e’en a Phrygian dame, who dreads the sword 
That laid in dust her loved lamented lord. 
He said, and hasty o'er the gasping throng 18 
Drives the swift steeds; the chariot smokes along. 
The shouts of Trojans thicken in the wind, 
The storm of hissing javelins pours behind. 
Then, with a voice that shakes the solid skies, 
Pleased Hector braves the warrior as he flies: 
Go, mighty hero, graced above the rest 
In seats of council and the sumptuous feast! 
Now hope no morc those honours from thy traia; 
Go, less than woman, in the form of man! 
To scale our walls, to wrap our towers in flames, 200 
To lead in exile the fair Phrygian dames, 
Thy once proud hopes, presumptuous prince: af 
fled ; 
This arm shal} reach thy heart, and stretch thee dead. 
Now fears dissuade him, and now hopes invite 
To stop his coursers, and to stand the fight; 
Thrice turn’d the chief, and thrice imperial Jove 
On Ida’s summits thunder'd from above: 
Great lector heard; he saw the flashing light, 
(The sign of conquest) and thus urged the fight: 
Hear, every Trojan, Lycian, Dardan band, 3} 
All famed in war, and dreadful hand to hand. 
Be mindful of the wreaths your arms have won, 
Your great forefathers’ glories and your own. 
Heard ye the voice of Jove? Success and fame 
Await on Troy ; on Greece eternal shame. 
In vain they skulk behind their boasted wall, 
Weak bulwarks! destined by this arm to fall. 
High o’er their slighted trench our steeds shall beund, 
And pass victorious o'er the levell’d mound 
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ore yon hollow ships we stand, 220|To thee my vows were breathed from every shore ; 
vith flames, and toss the blazing brand; | What a.tar smoked not with our victims’ gore ? 

oud navy wrapp’d in smoke and fires With fat of bulls I fed the constant flame, 
encompass'd, in one blaze expires. And ask’d destruction to the Trojan name. 

8 said; then, bending o'er the yoke, Now, gracious God! far humbler our demand; 290 
his proud steeds, while thus he spoke: {Give these at least t’ escape from Hector’s hand, 

ius, /Ethon, Lampus! urge the chase, And save the relics of the Grecian land! 


‘odargus ! prove thy generous race : Thus pray’d the king; and heaven's great father 
fearless, this imvortant day, heard 
‘ master’s well-apent care repay. His vows, in bitterness of soul preferr'd ; 


h-fed in plenteous stalls ye stand, 230|The wrath appeased, by happy signs declares, 
pure wheat, and by a princess’ hand; | And gives the people to their monarch's prayers 


spouse, of great Adtion's line, His eagle, sacred bird of heaven! he sent, 

teep’d the strengthening grain in wine. | A fawn his talons truss’d (divine portent !) 

yursue, now thunder uncontroll'd ; High o’er the wondering hosts he soar’d above, 

ize rich Nestor’s shield of gold, Who paid their vows to Panomphzan Jove; 300 
1s’ shoulders etrip the costly load, Then let the prey before his altar fall : 

rms, the labour of a god : The Greeks beheld, and transport seized on all; 
gain, then victory, ye powers ! Encouraged by the sign, the troops revive, 

this glorious night, the fleet is ours. And fierce on Troy with double fury drive. 


ἃ, deep anguish stung Saturnia’s soul; | Tydides first, of’ all the Grecian force, 

ter throne that shook the starry pole : 24] Ο δὲ the broad ditch impel!'d his foaming horse, 

o Neptune: Thou whose force can | Pierced the deep ranks, their strongest battle tore, 
And dyed his javelin red with Trojan gore. 


st earth from her foundation shake, Young Agelaiis (Phradmon was his sire) 

he Greeks by fates unjust oppress'd, With flying coursers shunn’d his dreadful ire: 5810 
thy heart in that immortal breast ? Struck through the back, the Phrygian fell oppresa’d ; 
[elicé, thy power obey, The dart drove on, and issued at his breast: 

ceasing on thine altars lay. Headlong he quits the car; his arms resound ; 

ie deities of Greece combine, His ponderous buckler thunders on the ground. 
‘loomy Thunderer might repine: Forth rush a tide of Greeks, the passage freed ; 

he sit, with scarce a god to friend, 250/The Atrida first, the Ajaces next succeed : 

Trojans to the shades descerd : Meriones, like Mars in arms renown’d, 

scene from his Idean bower And godlike Idomen, now pass’d the mound: 
srospect to the sullen power! Evemon’s son next issues to the foe, 

vith wrath rejects the rash dissign : And last, young Teucer with his bended bow. 320 
what madness, furious queen, is thine? [Secure behind the Telamonian shield, 

ith the Highest. All above The skilful archer wide survey'd the field, 

tremble at the hand of Jove. With every shaft some hostile victim slew, 

ike Hector, to whose matchless might |Then close beneath the sevenfold orb withdrew 

1e glory of the destined fight, The conscious infant so, when fear alarms, 


n squadrons drives, and fills the fields 260| Retires for safety to the mother’s arms. 
‘ranged chariots, and with thicken’d [Thus Ajax guards his brother in the field, 


Is; Moves as he moves, and turns the shining shield 
leep trench in length extended lay, Who first by Teucer's mortal arrows bled ? 

troops stand wedged in firm array, Orsilochus; then felt Ormenus dead : 330 
ront ! they shake the brands, and threat |The godlike Lycophon next press’d the plain, 
estroying flames the hostile fleet. With Chromius, Deter, Ophelestes slain : 

‘men, by Juno’s self inspired, Bold Hamopaon breathless sunk to ground ; 

igh the tents, and all bis army fired. The bloody pile great Melanippus crown'd. 

moved, he lifted in his hand Heaps fell on heaps, sad trophies of his art; 

‘obe, bright ensign of command. A Trojan ghost attended every dart. 

midmost bark the king appear’d; 270!Great Agamemnon views with joyful eye 

Ulysses’ deck his voice was heard: The ranks grow thinner as his arrows fly; 

1 Achilles reach’d the sound, Oh youth for ever dear! {the monarch cried,) 

int ships the guarded navy bound. Thus, always thus, thy early worth be tried ; 340 
! shame of human race! he cried Thy brave example shall retrieve our host, 

v vessels to his voice replied,) Thy country’s saviour, and thy father’s boast! 

are all your glorious doasts of yore, Sprung from an alien's bed thy eire to grace, 
triumphs on the Lemnian shore ? The vigorous offspring of a stolen embrace. 

is hero dares a hundred foes, Proud of his boy, he own’d the generous flame, 

east lasts, and while the goblet flows; | And the brave son repays his cares with fame. 

meet one martial man is found, 280| Now hear a monarch’s vow: If heaven’s high powers 
ght ruges, and the flames surround ? Give me to raze Troy's long-defended towers ; 

γα ! oh sire of the distress’d ! Whatever treasures Greece for me design, 

ng like me, like me oppress’d ? The next rich honorary gift be thine: $50 
- immense, with justice arm’d in vain: || Some golden tripod, or distinguish’d car, 


ivish’d, end my people slain ! With coursers dreadful in the ranks of war ; 
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Or some: fur captive whom thy eves approve, 
Shall recompense the warnor's tos with love. 
To this the chief: With pruse the rest inspire, 
Nor urze a soul already till'd with tire: 
What strench T have, he now in bate tried, 
Til every shift in Phryceen blood be dyed. 
Since rsitsing from our wall we forced the foe, 
Still aim'd at Hector have P bent my bow : 
Euaht turky arrows from this hand have fled, 
And eight bold heroes by their points lie dead ; 
Bat sure some god denies me to destroy 
This fury of the tield, this dog of Troy. 


He said, and twang'd the string. The weapon flies. 


At Hector’s breast, and εἶπας along the skies : 

He miss‘d the mark; bat piereed Gorythio's heart, 

And drenched in royal blood the thirsty dart. 

(Fair Ciu:tanira, nytnph of form divine. 

This o:fspring added to hing Priam's line.) 

As full-blown poppues, overcharged w.th rain, 

Decline the head, and drooping kiss the plain; 

So sinks the youth: his beauteous head, depress’d 

Beneath his helme*, drops upon his breast. 

Another shaft the raging archer drew : 

That other shaft with erring fairy flew, 

(From Hector Pha:bus turd the flying wound,) 

Yet fell not dry or gu:kless to the ground : 

Thy breast, brave Archentolemus ; it tore, 

And dipp'd its feathers in no vulgar gore, 

Headiong he falis: his κα θη fall alarms 

The stecds, that startle at lis sounding arms. 

Hector with grief his charioteer beheld, 

All pale and breathless on the sanguine field. 

Then bids Cebriones direct the rein, 

Quits his bright car, and iasnes on the plain. 

Dreadful he shouts : from carth a stone he took, 

And rush'd on Teucer with the lifted rock. 

The youth already strain’d the forceful yew; 

The shaft already to his shoulder drew ; 

The feather in his hand, just wing’d for flight, 

"Pouch’d where the neck and hollaw chest unite; 

There, where the juncture knits the channel bone, 

The furious chief discharged the craggy stone ; 

The bow-string burst beneath the ponderous blow, 

And his nomb'd hand dismiss’d his useless bow. 

He fell: but Ajax his broad shield display’d, 

And sereen'd his breather with a mighty shade ; 

Till great Alastor and Mecistheus bore 

The batter’d archer groaning to the shore. 
Troy yet found race before the Olympian sire ; 


Their strong distr ‘ress the wilt of Jove survey'd; 

Then pensive this, to war's triumphant maid: 
Oh daughter of that god, whose arm can wield 

The avenging bolt. and shake the sable shield! 

Now, jn ths moment of her last cesnar, 

Shall wretched Greece na mure σοῦ our care? 

‘Condemn'd to suter the full foree of fare, 


900. And drain the ἀγὸς of Leaven’s recenticss hate! 


jGods ! shall one riuzing baad thus level cll? 
What numbers fell! what numbers yet ola fall! 43) 
What power divine shall Hector’s wrath assuage | 
“ull swells the shuchter, snd still grows the rage! 
So spake the imperial regent of the skies; 
[Τὸ whom the goddess with the azure eves: 
| Lon sir.ce had Hector stain’d these fields with gore, 
jStretch'd by some Aryive on his native shore ; 
i But He. above, the sire of heaven, withstands, 


370 Mocks our attempts and siigiits our just Cemands. 


‘The stubborn god, infle sible and bard, 
| Forgets my service and deserved reward: 40 
Saved J, for tis, his favourite son,* distreas'd, 

Ry stern Euristhens with long libours press‘d? 

He bega'd, with tears he begg ἃ, in deep cismay; 

1 shot from heaven, and gave his arm the day. 

Oh had my wisdoin known this dire event, 

When to grim Plato's cloomy gates he went; 

The trivle Cog had never felt his chain, 


350! Nor styx been cross ὦ, nor hell expvered in vain. 


Averse to me ofall hia heaven of gods, 

At Thetis’ suit the partal Thanderer nods. 40 
To grace her gloomy, στον, resenting 502, 

My hopes are trustrate, and iny Greeks undone. 
Some future day, perhaps, he may be moved 

To call his blne-eved maid his Lest-beloved. 
Haste, launch thy chariot, through yon racks to ride; 
Myself will arm, and thunder at thy side. 

Then goddess ! siy, shall Hector glory thea 


390] :That terror of the Greeks, that min of tnen,) 


When Juno's self, and Patlas slall appear, 
All-dreadrul in the crimson walks of war! 4 
That mighiv Trojan then, on yonder shore, 
Easpiring, pale, and terrble no more, 
Shall feast the fowls, and glut the dogs with gore? 
She ceased, and Juno rein’d the steeds with care; 
(Heaven's awful empresa, Saturn's other heir.) 
Pallas, meanwhile, her various veil unbound, 
With flowers adorn’d, with art immortal crows'd; 


400] The radiant robe her sacred fingers wove, 


Floats in rich waves, and spreads the court of Jor. 


He armed their hands, and tll'd their breasts with fire.| Her father’s arms her mighty limbs invest, te 


The Greeks, repulsed, retreat behind their wall, 
Or in the trenel on heaps confiusedly fall. 
First of the foe, creat Heetor march'd along, 
With terror clothed, and more than mortal strong. 
As the bold hound, that gives the lion chase, 
With beating bosora, and with eager pace, 
Hangs on his haunch, or fastens on his heels, 
Guards as he turns, and circles a3 he wheels ; 
Thus oft the Grecians turn'd, but still they flew ; 
Thus, following Hector, still the hindmost slew. 
When flying they had pass'd the trench profound, 
And many a chie Tay crasping on the ground ; 
Before the ships a desperate stand they made, 
And fired the troops, and call’d the gods to aid. 
Fierce on his rattling chariot Hector came ; 

His eyes Lhe Gorgon shot a sanguine flame 
That wither'd all their host : like Mars he stood; 
Vire as the monster, dreadtul as the god! 


4A) 


His cuirass blazes on her umple breast. 

The vigorous power the trembling car asecnds; 

Shook by her arm, the massy javelin bends ; 

ITuze, pondrous, strung! that, when her fury beras, 

Prond tyrants humbles, and whole hosts o'ertums 
Saturnia lends the lash; the coursers fly. 

Smooth glides the chariot through the liquid sky. 


410] Heaven's gates spontaneous open to the powers, 


Heaven's golden gates, kept by the winged Hoon. 

Commission‘d in alternate watch they stand, 848 

The sun's bright portals and the skies command; 

Close or unfold the eterna) gates of dav, 

Bar heaven with clouds, or roll those clouds away. 

The sounding Linges ring, the clouds divide ; 

Prone down the siecp of heaven their course they 
guide. 

—— nd 


* Hercules. 
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6 incensed, from Ida's top survey’d, Trembling afar the offending powers appear’d, 
is enjoin’d the many-colour'd maid : Confused and silent, for his frown they fear'd. 
mantia! mount the winds, and stop their car ;| He saw their soul, and thus his word imparts ; 
the highest who shall wage the war? Pallas and Juno ! say, why heave your hearts 7 
3 yet they dare the vain debate, , 490, Soon was your battle o’er: proud Troy retired 
we I spoke, and what I speak is fate ; Before your face, and in your wrath expired. 
oursers crush'd beneath the wheels shall lie, | But know, who'er almighty power withstand! 560 
ir in fragments scatter'd o'er the sky ! Unmatch’'d our force, unconquer'd is our hand 
tning these rebellious shall confound, Who shall the sovereign of the skies controul? 
Ἴ them flaming, headlong to the ground, Not all the gods that crown the starry pole, 
in’d for ten revolving years to weep Your hearts shall tremble, if our aris we take, 
unds impress’d by burning thunder deep. And each immortal nerve with horror shake. 
Minerva Jearn to fear our ire, For thus I speak, and what I speak shall stand ; 
@ to combat hers and nature’s sire. What power soe’er provokes our Iifted hand, 
0, headstrong and imperious still, 500] On this our hill no more shall hold his place, 
ms some title to transgress our will. Cut off, and exiled from the ethereal race. 
as the wind, the various colour'd maid Juno and Pallas grieving hear the doom, 570 
la’s top her golden wings display’d ; But feast their souls on Iion’s woes to come. 
t Olympus’ shining gates she flies, Through secret anger swell’d Minerva’s breast, 
\eets the chariot rushing down the skies. The prudent goddess yet her wrath repreas’d : 
s their progress from the bright abodes, But Juno, impotent of rage, replies : 
aks the mandate of the sire of gods : What hast thou said, oh tyrant of the skies ! 
frenzy, goddesses! what rage can move Strength and omnipotence invest thy throne : 
! minds to tempt the wrath of Jove! Tis thine to punish ; ours to grieve alone. 
ibedient to his high command : 510] For Greece we grieve, abandon’d by her fate, 
us word: and know, his word shall stand. | To drink the dregs of thy unmeasured hate : 
‘ning your rebellion shall confound, From fields forbidden we submiss refrain, 580 
1 you headlong, flaming to the ground : With arms unaiding see our Argives slain ; 
rses crush’d beneath the wheels shall lie, Yet grant our counsels still their breasts may move, 
rin fragments scatter'd o'er the sky : Lest all should perish in the rage of Jove. 
res condemn’d ten rolling years to weep The goddess thus : and thus the god replies, 
inds impress’d by burning thunder deep. Who swells the clouds, and blackens all the skies : 
minerva learn to fear his ire, The morning sun awakcd by loud alarms, 
: to combat hers and nature's sire. Shall see the almighty Thunderer in arms ; 
», headstrong and impcrious still, 520 What heaps of Argives then shall load the plain, 
ns some title to transgress his will: Those radiant eyes shall view, and view in vain. 
what desperate insolence has driven, Nor shall great Hector cease the rage of fight, 590 
1y lance against the king of heaven? The navy flaming, and thy Greeks in flight, 
ounting on the pinions of the wind, E’en ull the day, when certain fates ordain 
᾿ς and Juno thus her rage resign'd : That stern Achilles (his Patroclus slain) 
ghter of that god, whose arm can wield Shall rise in vengeance, and lay waste the plain 
aging bolt. and shake the dreadful shield! | For such is fate, nor canst thou turn its course 
: let beings of superior birth With all thy rage, with all thy rebel force. 
with Jove for this low race of earth. Fly, if thou wilt, to earth’s remotest bound, 
ant now, now miserably slain, 530] Where on her utmost verge the seas resound ; 
‘athe or perish as the Fates ordain. .| Where cursed liipetus and Saturn dwell, 
"3 high counsels full effect shall find : Fast by the brink, within the steams of hell ; 600 
Ὺ constant ever rule mankind. No sun e’er gilds the gloomy horrors there ; 


‘oke, and backward turn'd her steeds of light,| No cheerful gales retresh the lazy air ; 
with manes of gold and heavenly bright. || There arm once more the bold ‘Titanian band ; 
irs unloosed them, panting as they stood, And arm in vain; for what I will, shall stand. 


o’d their mangers with ambrosial food. Now decp in ocean sunk the lamp of light, 

'd, they rest in high celestial stalls ; And drew behind the cloudy veil of night: 

‘iot propp'd against the crystal walls. The conquering Trojans mourn his beams de- 
sive goddesses, abash'd, controll’d, 540 cay'd ; 

the gods, and fill their seats of gold. The Greeks rejoicing bless the friendly shade. 

»w the Thunderer meditates his flight The victors keep the field ; and Hector calls 

i's summits to the Olympian height, A martial council near the navy walls: 610 
han thought the wheels instinctive fly, These two Scamander’s bank apart he ied, 

rough the vast of air, and reach the sky. Where thinly scatter’d lay the heaps of dead. 
2ptune’s charge his courses to unbrace, The assembled chiefs, descending on the ground, 
he car on its immortal base ; Attend his order, and their prince surround. 

vod the chariot, beaming forth its rays, A massy spear he bore of mighty strength, 

a snowy veil he screen’d the blaze. Of full ten cubits was the Jance’s length ; 

'e all-conscious eyes the world behold, 550]The point was brass, refulgent to behold, 

18] Thunderer sat enthron’d in gold, Fix'd to the wood with circling rings of gold ; 

ven the footstool of his feet he makes, The noble Hector on this lance reclined, 


> beneath him all Olympus shakes. And bending forward, thus τον θα] ἃ his mind. 620 
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[Boon IX 


Ye valiant Trojans, with attenuon hear! 
¥e Dardan bands, and generous a:ds, give ear! 


' As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night ! 
O'er keaven’s clear azure spreads her sacred light, 


This day, we hoped, would wrap in conquering flame | When τοὶ a breath distarbs the deep serene, 


Greece with her ships, and crown our toils wih 


fame. 
Bot darkness now, to save the cowards, falls, 


And guards them trembling in the:r wooden walls. 


Obey the Night, and use her peaceful hours 


And not a cloud o’ercasts the solemn scene; 6% 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll, 


) And stars aonumber'd gild the glowing pole, 


O’er the dark trees a yellower verdure shed, 


[And tip with silver every mountain's head ; 


Our steeds to forage, and refresh our powers. ' Then shine the vales, the rocks in prospect rise, 

Straight from the town be sheep and oxen sought, ! A flood of glory bursts from all the akies: 

And strengthening bread, and generous wine be ‘The conscious swains, rejoicing in the sight, 
brought ; 631! Eye the blue vaalt, and bless the useful light. 

Wide o'er the field, high blazing to the sky, So many flames before proud Ilion blaze, 

Let numerous fires the absent sun supply, And lighten glimmering Xanthus with their rays: 

The flaming piles with plenteous fuel raise, The long reflections of the distant fires “ἢ 

Till the bright morn her purple beam displays; Gleam on the walls, and tremble on the spires. 

Lest, in the silence and the shades of night, A thousand piles the dusky horrors gild, 

Greece in her sable ships attempt her flight, And shoot a shady lustre o'er the field. 

Not unmolested let the wretches gain Full fifty guards each flaming pile attend, 

Their lofty decks, or safely cleave the main ; Whose pumber’d arms, by fits, thick flashes sead, 

Some hostile wound let every dart bestow, Loud neigh the coursers o'er their heaps of cor, 

Some lasting token of the Phrygian fue, 640] And ardent warriors wait the rising morn. 

Wounds, that long hence may ask their spouses’ care, 

And warn their children from a Trojan war. 

Now through the circuit of our Ilion wall, 


Let sacred heralds sound the solemn call; BOOK IX. 
To bid the sires, with hoary honours crown’d, . 
And beardless youths, our battlements surround. The μὰν ΜΕ ΝΣ χω. 


Firm be the guard, while distant lie our powers, 
And Ict the matrons hang with lights the towers: 
Lest, under covert of the midnight shade, 

The insidious foe the naked town invade. 650 
Suffice, to-night, these orders to obey : 

A nobler charge shai! rouse the dawning day. 
The gods, I trust, shall give to Hector’s hand, 
From these detested foes to free the land, 

Who plough’d, with fates averse, the watery way, 
For Trojan vultures a predestined prey. 

Our common safety must be now the care ; 

But soon as morning paints the fields of air, 
Sheath'd in bright arms Jet every troop engage, 
And the fired fleet behold the battle rage. 


Agamemnon, after the last day's defeat, proposes to the 
Greeks to quit the siege, and return to their country. 
Diomed oppuses this, and Nestor seconds him, praising 
hia wisdom and resolution. He orders the guard to be 
strengthened, and a council summoned to deliberate 
what measures are to be followed in thie cmergenry. 
Agamemnon pursues this advice, and Nestor farther 
prevails upon him to send ambaseadors to Achilles, iz 
order to move him to a reconciliation. Ulyvees and 
Ajax are made chuice οὗ, who are accompanied by old 
Phenix. They make, each of them, very moving and 
pressing speeches, but are rejected with roughness by 
Achillea, who notwithstanding retains Phenix w bie 
tent. The ambassadors return unsuccessfully to the 
camp. and the troops betake theniselves to sleep. 

This book. and the next following, take up the space of 


Then, then shall Hector and Tydides prove, 
Whose fates are heaviest in the scale of Jove. 
To-morrow’s light (O haste the glorious morn !) 
Shall see his bloody spoils in triumph borne; 
With this keen javelin shal! his breast be gored, 
And prostrate heroes bleed around their lord. 
Certain as this, oh! might my days endure, 
From age ingiorious, and black death secure; 
So might my glory know no bound, 


one night, which is the twenty-seventh from the be 
ginning of the poem. The scene lies on the aca-shore, 
the station of the Grecian ships. 


BOOK IX. 


Txvs joyful Troy maintain'd the watch of sight; 
While fear, pale comrade of inglorious flight, 
And heaven-bred horror, on the Grecian part, 


Like PaJlas worshipp'd, like the sun renown’d! 670/Sat on each face, and sadden’d every heart. 


As the next dawn, the last they shall enjoy, 


Shall crush the Greeks, and end the woes of Troy. 


The leader spoke. From all his host around 

Shouts of applause along the shores resound. 
Each from the yoke the smoking steeds untied, 
And fix'd their head-stalls to his chariot-side. 
Fat sheep and oxen from the town are led, 
With generous wine, and all-sustaining bread. 
Full hecatombs lay burning on the shore ; 
The winds to heaven the curling vapours bore. 
Ungrateful offering to the immortal powers ! 
Whose wrath hung heavy o’er the Trojan towers; 
Nor Priam nor his sons obtain’d their grace; 
Proud Troy they hated, and her guilty race. 

The troops exulting sat in order round, 

And beaming fires illumincd all the ground. 


As, from its cloudy dungeon issuing forth, 

A double tempest of the west and north 

Swells o'er the sea, from Thracia's frozen shore, 
Heaps waves on waves, and bids the -Egean roar; 
This way and that the boiling deeps are toss'd ; 
Such various passions urged the troubled host. 3 
Great Agamemnon grieved above the rest; 
Superior sorrows swell’d his royal breast ; 
Himself his orders to the heralds bears, 


680 Το bid to council all the Grecian peers, 


But bid in whispers : these surround their chief, 

In solemn sadness, and majestic grief. 

The king amidst the mournful circle rose : 

Down his wan cheek a briny torrent flows: 

So silent fountains, from a rock’s ta)] head, 

Ln sable streams sof inebling watera shed. x 
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than vulgar grief he stood oppress'd ; Unfit for public rule, or private care ; 
*d with sighs, thus bursting from his breast:|That wretch, that monster, who delights in war: 90 
of Greece! partake your \eaders care; Whose lust is murder, and whose horrid joy 


arms, and princes of the war! To tear his country, and his kind destroy ! 

love too justly we compiain, This night, refresh and fortify thy train ; 

uly oracles believed in vain. Between the trench and wall let guards remain: 

7 was promised to our toils, Be that the duty of the young and bold ; 

test honour’d, and enrich’d with spoils: | But thou, O king, tu council call the old. 

*ful flight alone can save the host; Great is thy sway, and weighty are thy cares ; 

, our people, and our glory lost. 90) ΤῊΥ high commands must spirit all our wars. 

crees, almighty lord of all! With Thracian wine recruit thy honour'd guests, 
ose nod whole empires rise or fall, For happy counsels flow from sober feasts. 100 
3 the feeble props of human trust, Wise, weighty counsels aid a state distress'd, 

} and armies humbles to the dust. And such a monarch as can choose the best. 

_ for ever quit these fatal fields, See ! what a blaze from hostile tents aspires, 

Β joys our native country yields; How near our ficet approach the Trojan fires! 

your canvass, al] your oars employ, Who can, unmoved, behold the dreadful light 7 

he fall of heaven-defended Troy. _ What eye beholds them, and can close to-night 7 
deep silence held the Grecian band; This dreadful interval determines all ; 

oved, in dire dismay they stand, 40 To-morrow Troy must flame, or Greece must fall 
icene! till Tydeus’ warlike son Thus spoke the hoary sage: the rest obey : 

16 king his eyes, and thus begun: Swift through the gates the guards direct their way. 
ngs advise us to renounce our fame, His son was first to pass the lofty mound, 10 
n speak, who first has suffer’d shame. The generous Thrasymed, in arms renown’d : 
thee, prince, thy wrath withhold, Next him, Ascalaphus, Itilmen stood, 

f council bid my tongue be bold. The double offspring of the warrior-god. 

and thou alone, in fields of fight, De'tpyrus, Aphareus, Merion join, 

ἰ my cuurage, and defame my might: And Lycomed, of Creon's noble line. 


friend the unkind reproach appear’d, Seven were the leaders of the nightly bands, 
s stood witness, all our army heard. 50; And each bold chief a hundred spears commands. 
Ὁ chief! from whom our honours spring, |The fires they light, to short repasts they fall, 


ave made thee but by halves a king: Some line the trench, and others man the wall. 120 
thee sceptres, and a wide command ; The king of men, on public counsels bent, 
dominion o'er the seas and Jand; Convened the princes in his ample tent ; 

t power that might the world controul Each seized a portion of the kingly feast, 

thee not—a brave and virtuous soul. But staid his hand when thirst and hunger ceased. 
neral’s voice, that would suggest Then Nestor spoke, for wisdom long approved, 

lis own to every Grecian breast? And, slowly rising, thus the council moved : 

n our want of worth, he stands; Monarch of nations. whose superior sway 

fly, ’tis what our king commands. 60] Assembled states and lords of earth obey, 

glorious! from the embattled plain; The laws and sceptres to thy hand are given, 

hast store, and pearcst to the main; And millions own the care of thee and heaven. 130 
ire the Grecians shall employ, O king! the counsels of my age attend ; 

, conquer, and extirpate Troy. With thee my cares begin, in thee must end ; 

26 shall stay; or if all Greece retire, Thee, prince! it fits alike to speak and hear, 

I stay, till Troy or I expire; Pronounce with judgment, with regard give ear, 
Sthenelus will fight for fame ; To see no wholesome motion be withstood, 


is fight, and 'twas with God we came. And ratify the best for public good. 
2d ; the Greeks loud acclamations raise, | Nor, though a meaner give advice, repine, 


to voice resounds Tydides’ praise. 70| But follow it, and make the wisdom thine. 

or then his reverend figure rear’d ; Hear then a thought, not now conceived in haste, 
the host in still attention heard: At once my present judgment, and my past. 140 
rreat! in whom the gods have join’d When from Pelides’ tent you forced the maid, 

zth of body with such force of mind. I first opposed, and faithful durst dissuade ; 

, as in courage, you excel, But bold of soul, when headlong fury fired, 

» act what you advise so well. You wrong'd the man, by men and gods admired : 


lesome counsels which thy wisdom moves, | Now seek some means his fatal wrath to ond, 

τ Greece with common voice approves. |With prayers to move him, or with gifts to bend. 
canst blame ; a bold but prudent youth ; To whom the king: With justice hast thou shown 
e’en kings with praise, because with truth. | A princes faults, and I with reason own. 

ose years that since thy birth have run, 81|That happy man, whom Jove still honours most, 


dly style thee Nestor’s voungest son. Is more than armies, and himself a host. 180 
1e add what yet remains behind, Blest in his love, this wondrous hero stands, 
upfinish'd in that generous mind; Heaven fights his war, and humbles all our bands. 

16 speak ; nor shall the advice I bring Fain would my heart, which err'd through frantie rage, 
e people, or offend the king: The wrathful chief and angry gods assuage. 


s the map, and void of law and right, If gifts immense his mighty soul can bow, 
property, unworthy light, Hear, all ye Greeks, and witness what LO? . 
2L 


Ten weighty talents of the purest gold, 

And twice ten vases of refulgent mould ; 
Seven sacred tripods, whose unsullied frame 
Yet knows no office, nor haa felt the flame: 
Twelve steeds unmiatch'd in tleetness and in force, 
And still victorious in the dusty course, 

Rich were the man whose ample stores exceed 
The prizes purchared by their winged epeed :) 
Seven lovely captuves of the Lesbian line, 

Skill‘d in each art, unmateh'd in form divine; 
The same I chose for more than vulgar charms, 
When Lesbos sunk beneath the hero's arms: 
All these, to buy his friendship, shall be paid, 


THE ILIAD. 


(Boo IX 


Now pray to Jove to grant what Greece demands; 
Pray in deep silence, and with purest hands. 
He said, and all approved. ‘The heralds bring 


160|The cleansing water from the living spring. 


The youth with wine the sacred goblets crown’d, 
And large libations drench’d the sands around. 20 
The rite pertorm’d, the chiefs their thirst allay, 
Then from the roval tent they take their way ; 
Wise Nestor turns on each his careful eye, 

Forbids to offend, instructs them to apply ; 

Much he advised them all, Ulysses most, 

To deprecate the chief, and save the host. 
Through the still night they march, and hear the rear 


And join'd with these, the long-contested maid; 170! Of murmuring billows on the sounding shore. 


With all her charms, Briseis I resign, 

And solemn swear those channs were never mine; 
Untouch’'d she stay'd, uninjured she removes, 
Pure from my arms, and guiltless of iny loves. 
These instant shall be his; and if the powers 

Give to our arms proud Hion’s hostile towers, 


Then shall he store (when Greece the spoil divides) 


With gold and brass his loaded navy's sides. 
Besides, full twenty nymphs of ‘Trojan race 


With copious love shall crown his warm embrace ; 180 


Such as himself’ will choose ; who yield to none, 
Or yield to Helen’s heavenly charms alone. 

Yet hear me farther: when our wars are o’er, 

If safe we land on Argos’ fruitful ehore, 

There shall he live my son, our honours share, 
And with Orestes’ self’ divide my care. 

Yet more—three dauyhters in my court are bred, 
And cach well worthy of a royal bed; 

Laodict: und Iphigenia fair, 

And bright Chrysothemis with golden hair; 

Her let him choose, whom most his eyes approve, 
J ask no presents, no reward for love: 
Myself will give the dower; so vast a store, 
As never father gave a child before. 

Seven ample cities shall confess his sway, 
Him Enopé, and Phere him obey, 
Cardamyle with ample turreta crown’d, 

And sacred Pedasus for vines renown’'d; 
/Epea fair, the pastures Hira yields, 

And rich Antheia with her flowery fields: 
The whole extent of Pylos sandy plain, 
Along the verdant margin of the main: 
There heifers graze, and labouring oxen toil; 
Bold are the men, and generous is the soil ; 


There shall he reign with power and justice crown'd, 


And rule the tributary realms around. 

All this 1 give, his vengeance to controul, 
And sure all this may move his mighty soul. 
Pjuto, the grisly god, who never spares, 


To Neptune, ruler of the seas profound, 

Whose liquid arms the mighty globe surround, 3 
They pour forth vows, their embassy to bless, 
And calm the rage of stern aciden. 

And now, arrived, where, on the sandy bay, 

The Myrmidonian tents and vessels lay, 

Amused at ease, the godlike man they found, 
Pleased with the sclemn harp’s harmonious sound: 
(The well-wrought harp from conquer’d Thebe cam, 
OF polish‘d silver was its costly frame :) 

With this he soothes his angry sou}, and sings 
The immortal deeds of heroes and of kings. 90 
Patroclus only of the royal train, 

Placed in his tent, attends the lofty strain: 

Full opposite he sat, and listen'd long, 

In silence waiting ull he ceased the song. 

Unseen the Grecian embassy proceeds 

To his high tent; the great Ulysses leads. 
Achil.es starting, as the chicfs he spied, 


190, Leap'd from his seat, and laid the harp aside. 


With like surprise arose Menostius’ son : 

Pelides grasp’d their hands, and thus began: 8 
Princes, all hail! whatever brought you here, 

Or strong necessity, or urgent fear: 

Welcome, though (irecks ! for not as 008 ye came; 

To me more dear than all that bear the name. 
With that, the chiefs beneath his roof he led, 

And placed in seats with purple carpets spread. 

Then thus—Patroclus, crown a larger bow), 


200, Mix purer wine, and open every soul. 


ΟΥ̓ all the warriors yonder host can eend, 

Thy friend most honours these, and these thy friesd. 
He said ; Patroclus o'er the blazing fire, 1 

Heaps in a brazen vase three chines entire: 

The brazen vase Automedon sustains, 

Which flesh of porket, sheep, and goat contains: 

Achilles at the geniul feast presides, 

The parts transfixes, and with ekill divides. 

Neanwhile Patroclis sweats the fire to raise; 


Who feels no mervy, and who hears no prayers, 210 The tent is brighten'd with the rising blaze: 


Lives dark and dreadful in deep hell's abodes, 
And mortals hate him as the worst of gods. 
Great though he be, it fits him to obey ; 
Since more than his my years, and more my sway. 
The monarch thus. ‘The reverend Nestor then: 
Great Agamemnon! glorious king of men! 
Such are thy offers as a prince may take, 
And such as fits a generous king to make. 
Ict chosen delegates this hour be sent 
(Mysclf will name them) to Pelides’ tent: 
Let Pheonix lead, revered for hoary age, 
Great Ajax next, and Ithacus the sage. 
Yet more to sanctify the word you send, 
Let Ifodius and Eury bates attend. 


Then, when the languid flames at length subside, 
He strews a bed of glowing embers wide, 
Above the coals the smoking fragment turns, 
And sprinkles sacred salt from lifted urns; 
With bread the glittering canisters they load, 
Which round the board Menetius’ son bestow'd: 
Himself, opposed to Ulysses, full in sight, 

Fach portion parts, and orders every rite. 

The first fat offerings, to the immortals due, 


220) Amidst the greedy tlames Patroclus threw; 


Then each, indulging in the social! feast, 

His thirst and hunger soberly represe’d. 0 
That done, to Phenix Ajax gave the sign; 

Not unperccived ; Ulysses crown'd with wine 
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ung bowl, and instant thus began, 
th addressing to the godlike man: 
to Achilles! happy are thy gueats! 
2 more honour'd whom Atrides feasts : 
zencrous plenty crown thy loaded boards, 
amemnon’s regal teut affords : 
er cares sit heavy on our souls, 
d by banquets or by flowing bowls. 300 
‘nes of slaughter in yon fields appear ! 
! we mourn, and for the living fear ; 
n the brink of fate all doubtful stands, 
sno help but from thy saving hands: 
her aids for ready vengeance call : 
catening tents already shade our wall: 
v with shouts their conquest they proclaim, 
t at every ship their vengeful flame ! 
. the father of the gods declares, 
e his omens, and his thunder theirs. 310 
of Jove, avenging Hector rise ! 
iven and earth the raging chief defies: 
y in his breast, what lightning in his eyes. 
but for the morn, to sink in flame 
s, the Grecks, and all the Grecian name. 
: how my country’s woes distract my 
nd, 
accomplish all his rage design'd! 
t we, gods! our heads inglorious lay 
1 dust, and this the fatal day ? 
Achilles! oh return, though late, 320 
thy Greeks, and stop the course of fate; 
heart or grief or courage lies, 
edeem ; ah yet, to congucr, rise! 
may come, when all our warriors slain, 
ut shall melt, that courage rise in vain. 
n time, O prince divinely brave ! 
holesome counsels which thy father gave. 
zleus in his aged arms embraced 
ng son, these accents were his last. 
: with strength, with glory, and success, 330 
s may Juno and Minerva bless ! 
it to heaven ; but thou, thy cares engage 
thy passions and subdue thy rage : 
ntler manners let thy glory grow, . 
n contention, the sure source of woe; 
ing and old may in thy praise combine, 
168 of humanity be thine. 
w despised, advice thy father gave; 
ck thy anger, and be truly brave. 
rilt yield to’ great Atrides’ prayers, 340 
rthy thee his royal hand prepares ; 
—but hear me, while I number o'er 
fer'd presents, an exhaustless store. 
ghty talents of the purest gold, 
Ὁ ten vases of refulgent mould ; 
cred tripods, whose unsullied frame 
wa no office, nor has felt the flame; 
steeds unmatch’'d in fleetness and in force, 
victorious in the dusty course ; 
re the man whose ample stores exceed 350 
es purchased by their winged speed :) 
vely captives of the Lesbian line, 
1 each art, unmatch'd in form divine: 
e he chose for more than vulgar charms, 
esbos sunk beneath thy conquering arms, 
', to buy thy friendship, shall be paid, 
*d with these, the long-contested maid ; 
her charms, Briseis he'll resign, 
smn swear those charins were only thine ; 


sh PS 


Untouch’d she stay'd, uninjured she removes, 960 
Pure from his arms, and guiltless of his loves. 
These instant shall be thine : and if the powers 
Give to our arms proud [lion’s hostile towers, 
Then shalt thou store when Greece the spoil 
divides) 
With gold and brass thy loaded navy’s sides. 
Besides, full twenty nymphs of Trojan race 
With copious love shall crown thy warm embrace ; 
Such as thyself shall choore ; who yield to none, 
Or yield to Helen's heavenly charms alone. 
Yet hear me farther: when our wars are o’er, 370 
If safe we land on Argos’ fruitful shore. 
There shalt thou live his son, his honours share, 
And with Orestes’ self divide his care. 
Yet more—thrce daughters in his court are bred, 
And each well worthy of a royal bed ; 
Laodicé and Iphigenia fair, 
And bright Chrysothemis with golden bair; 
Her shalt thou wed whom most thy eyes approve, 
He asks no presents, no reward for love ; 
Himself will give the dower: so vast a store, 380 
As never father gave a child before. 
Seven ample cities shall confess thy sway, 
Thee H/nops and Pherz thee obcy, 
Cardamylé with ample turrets crown’d, 
And sacred Pedasus for vines renown’d ; 
Epea fair, the pastures Hira yields, 
And rich Anthcia with her flowery fields. 
The whole extent to Pylos’ sandy plain, 
Along the verdant margin of the main: 
There heifers graze, and labouring oxen toil; 390s 
Bold are the men, and generous is the soil : 
There shalt thou reign, with power and justice 
crown'd, 
And rule the tributary realms around. 
Such are the proffers which this day we bring, 
Such the repentance of a suppliant king. 
But if all this relentless thou disdain, 
If honour, and if interest plead in vain, 
Yet some redress to suppliant Greece afford, 
And be among her guardian gods adored 
If no regard thy suffering country claim, 400 
Hear thy own glory, and the voice of fame: 
For now that chief, whose unresisted ire 
Made nations tremble, and whole hosts retire, 
Proud Hector, now, the unequal fight demands, 
And only triumphs to deserve thy hands. 
Then thua the goddess-born : Ulysses, hear 
A faithful speech, that knows nor art, nor fear; 
What in my secret soul is understood, 
My tongue shall utter, and my deeds make good. 
Let Greece then know, my purpose I retain: 410 
Nor with new treaties vex my peace in vain. 
Who dares think one thing, and another tell, 
My heart detests him as the gates of hell. 
Then thus in short my fix'd resolves attend, 
Which nor Atrides nor his Greeks can bend ; 
Long toils, long perils, in their cause I bore, 
But now the unfruitful glories charm no more. 
Fight or not fight, a like reward we claim, 
The wretch and hero find their prize the same ; 
Alike regretted in the dust he lies, 4% 
Who yields ignobly, or who bravely dies. 
Of all my dangers, all my glorious pains, 
A life of labours, lo! what fruit remains ? 
As the bold bird her helpless young attends, 
From danger guards them, and from want defends, 
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In search of prey she wings the spacious air, 
And with the untasted food supplies her care : 


For thankless Greece such hardships have I braved, 


Her wives, her infants, by my labours saved ; 
Long sleepless nights in heavy arms I stood, 
And sweat laborious days in dust and blood. 

I sack'd twelve ample cities on the main, 

And twelve lay smoking on the Trojan plain : 
Then at Atrides’ haughty fect were laid 

The wealth | gather’d, and the spoils I made. 
Your mighty monarch these in peace possess'd 3 
Some few my soldiers had, himse!f the rest. 
Some present too to every prince was paid ; 
And every prince enjoys the gift he made ; 

I only mast refund, of all his train ; 

See what pre-eminence our merits gain! 

My spoil alone his greedy soul delights ; 

My spouse alone must bless his lustful nights : 
The woman, let him (as he may) enjoy ; 

But what's the quarrel then of Greece to Troy 7 


Wha to these shores the assembled nations draws ? 


What calls for vengeance, but a woman's cause 7 
Are fair endowments and a beauteous face 
Beloved by none but those of Atreus’ race 7 


430 


440 


His gifts are hateful : kings of such a kind 

Stand but as slaves before a noble mind. 

Not though he proffer’d all himself possess’d, 

And all his rapine could from others wrest ; 

Not all the golden tides of wealth that crown 

The many peopled Orchomenian town ; 

Not all proud Thebes’ unrivalled walls contain, 300 
he world's great empress on the Egyptian plain, 
(That spreads her conquests o’er a thousand states, 
And pours her heroes through a hundred gates, 
Two hundred horsemen, and two hundred cars 
From each wide portal issuing to the wars;) 
Though bribes were heap'd on bribes, in number more 
Than duat in fields, or sands along the shore ; 
Should all these offers for my friendship call, 

’Tis he that offers, and | scorn them all. 

Atrides’ dauyhter never shall be led 510 
(An ill-match'd consort) to Achilles’ bed ; 

Like golden Venus though she charm’d the heart, 
And vied with Pallas in the works of art. 

Some greater Greck let those high nuptials grace, 

I hate alliance with a tyrant’s race. 

If heaven restore me to my realms with life, 

The reverend Pelus shall elect my wife. 


The wife whom choice and passion both approve, 450|Thessalian nymphs there are, of form divine, 


Sure every wise and worthy man will hove. 
Nor did my fair-one less distinction claim ; 
Slave as she was, my soul adored the dame. 
Wrong'd in my love, all proffers 1 disdain ; 
Deceived for once, [trust not kings again. 
Ye have my answer—what remains tu do, 
®Your king, Ulysses, may consult with you. 
What needs he the defence this arm can make ? 
Has he not walls no human force can shake ? 
Has he not fenced his guarded navy round, 
With piles, with ramparts, and a trench profoand 7 
And will not these (the wonders he has done !) 
Repel the rage of Priam’s single son ? 


There was a time (‘twas when for Greece I fought) 
When Hector's prowess no such wonders wrought; 


He kept the verge of Troy, nor dared to wait 
Achilles’ fury at the Scwan gate ; 

He tried it once, and scarce was saved by fate. 
But now those ancient enmities are o'er; 
To-morrow we the favouring gods implore ; 
Then shall you see our parting vessels crown’'d 
And hear with oats the Hellespont resound. 
The third day hence, shall Pthia greet our sails, 
If mighty Neptune send propitious gules; 

Pthia to her Achilles shall restore 

The wealth he left for this detested shore ; 
Thither the spoils of this long war shall pass, 
The ruddy gold, the steel, and shining brass : 
My beauteous captives thither I'll convey, 

And all that rests of my unravish'd prey. 

One only valued gift your tyrant gave, 

And that resumed, the fair Lyrnessian slave. 
Then tell him, loud, that all the Greeks may hear, 
And learn to scorn the wretch they basely fear; 
(For, arm'd in impudence, mankind he braves, 
And meditates new cheats on all his slaves ; 
Though shameless as he is, to face these eyes 
Is what he dares ποῖ : if he dares, he dies ;) 

Tell him, all terms, all commerce I decline, 
Nor share his council nor his battle join ; 

For once deceived, was his; but twice, were mine. 
No—let the stupid prince, whom Jove deprives 

Of sense and justice, run where frenzy drives; 


490 


And kings that sue to mix their blood with mine 
Blest in kind love, my years shall glide away, 52 
Content with just hereditary away ; 

There, deaf for ever to the martial strife, 

Enjoy the dear prerogative of life. 

Life is not to be bought with heaps of gold; 

Not all Apollo's Pythian treasures hold, 

Or Troy once held, in peace and pride of sway, 
Can bribe the poor possession of a day! 


400] Lost herds and treasures we by arms regain, 


And steeds unrivall’d on the dusty plain: 

But from our lips the vital spirit fled, ES 
Returns no more to wake the silent dead. 

My fates long since by Thetis were disclosed, 

And each alternate, life or fame, proposed ; 

Here if I stay, before the Trojan town, 

Short is my dat#, but deathless my renown: 

If I return, Ε quit immortal praise 

For yeara on years, and Jong-extended days. 


470] Convinced, though late, I find my fond mistake, 


And warn the Greeks the wiser choice to make: 
To quit these shores, their native seats enjoy, 90 
Nor hope the fall of heaven-defended Troy. 

Jove’s arm display’d asserts her from the skies; 
Her hearts are strengthened, and her glories mse. 
Go then, to Grecce report our fix’d design ; 

Bid all your councils, all your armics join, 

Let all your forces, all your arts conspire 

To save the ships, the troops, the chiefs from fire. 


480 | One stratagem has fail'd, and others will: 


Ye find Achilles is unconquer'd still. 
Go then—digest my message as ye may— 8 
But here this night let reverend Phoenix stay. 
His tedious toils and hoary hairs demand 
A peaceful death in Pthia’s friendly land. 
But whether he remain or sail with me, 
His age be sacred, and his will be free. 

The son of Peleus ceased : the chiefs around 
In silence wrapp'd, in consternation drown’d, 
Attend the stern reply. Then Phenix rose: 
(Down his white beard a stream of sorrow flows. 
And while the fate of suffering Greece he mourn’d, 
With accent weak these tender words retumn'd: 56] 
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Achilles ! wilt thou then retire, 

e our hosts in blood, our fleets on fire ? 
io dreadful fill thy ruthless mind, 

Il thy friend, thy Phoenix stay behind? 
] Peleus, when from Pthia’s coast 

hee early to the Achaian host ; 

ἢ as then in sage debates unskill'’d, 

to perils of the direful field ; 


Injustice, swift, erect. and unconfined, 

Sweeps the wide earth, and tramples o'er mankind, 

While prayers, to heal her wrongs, move slow be- 
hind. 

Who hears these daughters of almighty Jove, 631 

For him they mediate to the throne above: 

When man rejects the humble suit they make, 

The sire revenges for the daughtrs’ sake ; 


me teach thee all the ways of νναῦ; 470/ From Jove commission'd, fierce Injustice then 


in councils, and in camps to dare. 
never let me leave thy side! 

shall part us, and no fate divide. 

gh the god, that breathed my life, restore 
m I boasted, and the port I bore, 

eece of old beheld my youthful flames, 
d Greece, the land of lovely dames !) 

,, faithless to my mother’s arms, 

was, ador’d a stranger's charms. 


Descends, to punish unrelenting men. 

Oh let not headlong passion bear the sway; 

These reconciling goddesses obey : 

Due honours to the seed of Jove belong : 

Due honours calm the fierce, and bend the strong 
Were these not paid thee by the terms we bring, 641 
Were rage still harbour’d in the haughty king, 

Nor Greece, nor all her fortunes, should engage 
Thy friend to plead against so just a rage. 


δῖ youth could do (at her desire) 580) But since what honour asks, the general sends, 


1¢ damsel, and prevent my sire. 

vith curses loads my hated head, 

» Ye furies! barren be his bed. 

ove, the vengeful fiends below, 

‘ess Proserpine confirm'd his vow. 

nd grief distract my labouriug mind! 

hat a crime my impious heart designed ! 
oy some kind god that thought sup- 
ss" 

2 the poinard in my father’s breast: 


And sends by those whom most thy heart commends, 

The best and noblest of the Grecian train ; 

Permit not these to sue, and sue in vain! 

Let me, my son, an ancient fact unfold, 

A great example drawn from times of old; 

Hear what our fathers were, and what their praise 

Who conquer'd their revenge in formerdays. 651 
Where Calydon on rocky mountains stands, 

Once fought the tolian and Curetian bands ; 

To guard it those, to conquer these advance ; 


litate my flight ; my friends in vain 590| And mutual deaths were dealt with mutual chance. 


‘ers entreat me, and with force detain. 
rams, black bulls, and brawny swine, 
y feast, with draughts of fragrant wine : 
ards they placed, and watch'd nine nights 
ire; 
| and porches flamed with constant fire : 

I forced the gates, unseen of all, 
ir'd by the night, o’erleap'd the wall. 
s thence through spacious Greece extend ; 
court at last my Jabours end. 


The silver Cynthia bade Contention rise, 

In vengeance of neglected sacrifice : 

On CEneus’ fields she sent a monstrous boar, 

That levell’d harvests, and whole forests tore: 660 
This beast (when many a chief his tusks had slain) 
Great Meleager stretch’d along the plain. 

Then, for his spoils a new debate arose, 

The neighbour nations thence commencing foes. 
Strong as they were, the bold Curetes fail'd, 

While Meleager’s thundering arm prevail'd: 


received me, as his son caress’d, 600] Till rage at length inflamed his lofty breast, 


i enrich’d, and with possessions bless’d. 

g Dolopians thenceforth own'd my reign, 
1€ coast that runs along the main. 

» thee his bounties I repaid, 

‘wisdom to thy soul convey’d: 

hou art, my lessons made thee brave 

took thee, but a hero gave. 

t breast a like affection show'd ; 

y arms (an ever pleasing load,) 

knee, by Phenix wouldst thou stand; 610 
vas grateful but from Pheenix’ hand. 
watchings o'er thy helpless years, 

2r labours, the compliant cares; 

(I thought) reversed their hard decree, 
nix felt a father’s joys in thee: 

‘ing virtues justified my cares, 

ised comfort to my silver hairs. 

iy rage, thy fatal rage, resign’d ; 

zart ill suits a manly mind: 


(For rage invades the wisest and the best.) 

Cursed by Althza, to his wrath he yields, 

And in his wife’s embrace forgets the fields. 670 
(She from Marpessa sprung, divinely fair, 

And matchless Idas, more than man in war; 

The god of day adored the mother’s charms. 
Against the god the father bent his arms: 

The afflicted pair, their sorrows to proclaim, 

From Cleopatra changed his daughter’s name, 

And call’d Alcyone; a name to show 

The father’s grief, the mourning mother’s woe.) 

To her the chief retired from stern debate, 

But found no peace from fierce Althra's hate: 680 
Althza’s hate the unhappy warrior drew, 

Whose luckless hand his royal uncle slew: 

She beat the ground, and call'd the powers beneath 
On her own son to wreak her brother’s death ; 

Hell heard her curses from the realms profound, 
And the red fiends that walk the nightly round. 


(the only great, and only wise) 6901π vain Atolia her deliverer waits, 


d by offerings, vows, and sacrifice; 
man their high compassion wins, 
prayers atone for daily sins. 

Ἐ Jave’s daughters, of celestial race, 
their feet, and wrinkled is their face ; 

ble mien and with dejected eyes, 

hey follow where injustice flies ; 


War shakes her walls, and thunders at her gates. 
She sent ambassadors, a chosen baad, 

Priests of the gods, and elders of the land; 690 
Besought the chief to save the sinking state : 

Their prayers were urgent, and their proffers great ; 
(Full fifty acres of the richest ground, 

Half pasture green, and half with vineyards crown'd 
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His suppliant father, aged (Fneus, came ; 

His sinters follow’d ; e’en the vengeful dame, 
Akshza sues; his friends before him fall: 

He stands relentless, and rejects them all. 
Meanwhile the victor's shouts ascend the skies ; 


The walls are scaled; the rolling flames arise: 700 


At length his wife (a form divine) appears, 
With piercing cries aad supplicating tears; 

She paints the horrors of a conquer’d town, 
The heroes slain, the palaces o’erthrown, 

The matrons ravish’d, the whole race enslaved. 
The warrior heard, he vanquish’d, and he saved. 


The tolians, long disdain’d, now took their turn, 


And left the chief their broken faith to mourn. 
Learn hence, betimes to curb pernicious ire, 
Nor stay till yonder flects ascend in fire ; 7 


Accept the presents; draw thy conquering sword ; 


And be amongst our guardian gods adored. 

Thus he. The stern Achilles thus replied : 
My second father, and my reverend guide! 
Thy friend, believe me, no such gifts demands, 
And asks no honours from a mortal’s hands: 
Jove honours me, and favours my designs ; 
His pleasure guides me, and his will confines ; 
And here I stay (if such his high behest,) 


While life's warm spirit beats within my breast. 720. 


Yet hear one word, and Iodze it in thy heart: 

No more molest me on Atrides’ part: 

Is it for him these tears are taught to flow, 

For hin these sorrows? for my mortal foe ? 

A generous friendship no cold medium knows, 
Burns with one love, with one resentment glows: 
One should our interests and our passions be ; 
My friend must hate the man that injures me. 

Do this, my Phenix, ‘tis a gencrous part; 

And share my realms, my honours, and my heart. 


Let these return: our voyage, or our stay, 731 


Rest undetermined till the dawning day. 

He ceased: then order’d for the sage’s bed 
A warmer couch with numerous carpets spread. 
With that, stern Ajax his long silence broke, 
And thus, impatient, to Ulysses spoke : 

Hence let us go—why waste we time in vain? 
See what effect our low submissions gain ! 
Liked or not liked, his words we must relate, 


The Grecks expect them, and our heroes wait. 740 


Proud as he is, that iron-heart retains 

Its stubborn purpose, and his friends disdains. 
Stern, and unpitying! if a brother bieed, 

On just atonement, we remit the deed; 

A sire the slaughter of his son forgives; 

The price of blood discharged, the murderer lives: 
The haughtiest hearts at length their rage resign, 
And gifts can conqucr every soul but thine. 

The gods that unrelenting breast have steel'd, 


And cursed thee with a mind that cannot yield. 7. 


One woman-slave was ravish'd from thy arms; 
Lo, seven are offer'd, and of equal charms. 
Then hear, Achilles! be of better mind ; 
Revere thy roof, and to thy guests be kind ; 
And know the men, of all the Grecian host, 
Who honour worth, and prize thy valour most. 
Oh soul of battles, and thy peuple’s guide! 
(To Ajax thus the first of Greeks replied :) 
Well hast thou spoke! but at the tyrant’s name 
My rage rckindles, and my soul’s on flame: 
*Tis just resentment, and becomes the brave; 
Disgraced, dishonour'd, like the vilest slave ! 


Return then, heroes! and our answer bear: 
The glorious combat is no more my care, 
Not til, amidst yon sinking navy slain, 

The blood of Greeks shall dye the cable main; 
Not till the flames, by Hector’s fury thrown, 


: Consume your vessels, and approach my own; 


Just there the impetuous bomicide shall stand, 

There cease his battle, and there fee] our hand. ‘ 
This said, each prince a double goblet crown’d, 

And cast a large libation on the ground : 

Then to their vesscls, through the gloomy shades 

The chiefs return; divine Ulysses leads. 

Meantime Achilles’ slaves prepared a bed, 

With fleeces, carpets, and soft linen spread: 

There, till the sacred morn restored the day, 


In slumbers sweet the reverend Phannis Jay. 


But in his inner tent, an ampler space, 
Achilles slept; and in his warm embrace 1: 
Fair Diomedé of the Lesbian race. 
Last, for Patroclus was the couch prepared, 
Whose nightly joys the beauteous Iphis shared; 
Achilles to his friend consign’d her charms, 
When Scyros fell before his conquering arms. 
And now the elected chiefs, whom Greece had 
sent, 
Pass'd through the host and reach’d the royal tent. 
Then rising all, with goblets in their hands, 
The peers, and Jeaders of the Achaian bands 
Hail'd their return: Atrides first begun: a 
Say, what success? divine Laértes’ son! 
Achilles’ high resolves declare to all; 
Returns the chief, or must our navy fall ? 
Great king of nations! (Ithacus replied,) 
Fix'd is his wrath, unconquer’d is his pride; 
He slights thy friendship, thy proposals scorns, 
And, thus implored, with fiercer fury burns. 
To save our army, and our flects to free, 
Is not his care; but left to Greece and thee. 
Your eyes shall view, when morning paints the εἰ 
Beneath his oars the whitening billows flv, 
Us too he bids our oars and sails employ, 
Nor hope the fall of heaven-pratected Troy: 
For Jove o’ershades her with his arms divine, 
Inspires her war, and bids her glory shine. 
Such was his word : what farther he declared, 
These sacred heralds and great Ajax heard. 
But Phenix in his tent the chief retains, 
Safe to transport him to his native plains, 
When morning dawns: if other he decree, 8] 
His age is sacred, and his choice is free. 
Ulysses ceased: the great Achaian host 
With sorrow seized, in consternation lost, 
Attend the stern reply. Tydides broke 
The general silence, and undaunted spoke: 
Why should we gifts to proud Achilles send? 
Or strive with prayers his haughty soul to bend? 
His country's woes he glories to deride, 
And prayers will burst that swelling heart with pra 
Be the fierce impulse of his rage obey'd ; 8 
Our battles let him or desert, or aid; 
Then Ict him arm when Jove or he think fit; 
That, to his madness, or to heaven commit: 
What for ourselves we can, is always ours; 
This mght let due repast refresh our power, 
(For strength consists in spirit and in blood, 


760] And those are owed to generous wine and food;) 


But when the rosy messenger of day 
Strikes the blue mountain with her golden ray 
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the ships, let all our squadrons shine 830{Laments for Greece ; that in his cause before 
arms, a long extended line: So much had suffer'd, and must suffer more. 

d front let great Atrides stand, A leopard’s spotted hide his shoulders spread, 
1 danger, as in high command. A brazen helmet glitter’d on his head : 

if acclaim the listening heroes raise, Thus (with a javelin in his hand) he went 

to heaven the due libations pays ; To wake Atrides in the royal tent. 
descending o’er the tents, bestows Already waked, Atrides he descried, 


ul blessings of desired repose. His armour buckling at his vessel's side 40 
Joyful they met; the Spartan thus begun. 
Why puts my brother his bright armour on? 
~~ Sends he some spy, amidst these silent hours, 
BOOK X. To try yon camp, and watch the Trojan powers? 
ARGUMENT. But say, what hero shall sustain that task, 


. Such bold exploits uncommon courage ask: 
fight Adcenture of Diomed and Ulysses, Guideless, alone, through night's dark shade to go, 
καὶ of Achilles to bedi tonne oat te tne And 'midst a hostile camp explore the foe. 
He takes nO rest th um hae most ΠΟΥ͂ To whom the king: In such distress we stand, 
iat night, but passes . 
he camp. awakening the leaders, and con- No vulgar counsels our affairs demand : 50 
I) possible methods for the public safety.|Greece to preserve is now no easy part, 
, Nestor, Ulysses, and Diomed are employed | But asks high wisdom, deep design, and art. 
the reat of the captains. They call a council] For Jove averse our humble prayer denies, 
id determine to sen‘! scouts into the encmy's| And bows his head to Hector's sacrifice. 
earn their posture and discover their inten-| What eye has witness'd, or what car believed, 
omed undertakes this hazardous enterprize, | 15 one great day, by one great arm achieved, 
8 choice aie Coon eh Panion. had Such wondrous deeds as Hector’s hand has done, 
1 aan ᾿ And we beheld, the last revolving sun? 


\ like design to the camp of the Grecians. 
1 they are informed of the situation of the| What honours the beloved of Jove adom: 

ἃ auniliary forces, and particularly of Rbe-|Sprung from no god, and of no goddess born; 60 
 Thracians who were lately arrived. They| Yet such his acts, as Greece unborn shall tell, 

ith success; kill Rheaus, with several of his} And curse the battle where their futhers fell. 

nd seize the famons horses of that prince,! Now speed thy hasty course along the fleet, 

Ἢ they return in triumph to the camp. There call great Ajax, and the prince of Crete : 
light continues: the scene lies in the two Ourself to hoary Nestor will repair; 

To keep the guards on duty, be his care ; 

(For Nestor’s influence best that quarter guides, 
Whose son with Merion o’er the watch presides.) 
To whom the Spartan: These thy orders borne, 
Say shall I stay, or with despatch return ? 70 
There shalt thou stay (the king of men replied,) 
Else may we miss to mect, without a guide, 
The paths so many, and the camp so wide. 

Stull, with your voice, the slothful soldiers raise, 
Urge, by their father's fame, their future praise. 
brazen throat of war to roar; Forget we now our state and lofty birth; 

flash succeeds as one expires, Not title here, but works, must prove our worth. 

1 flaines thick with momentary fires. 10|To labour is the lot of man below ; 

frequent from Atrides’ breast, And when Jove gave us life, he gave us woe. 
ving sigha his inward fears confess’d. This said, each parted to his several cares ; 80 
16 fields, dejected, he surveys, The king to Nestor’s sable ship repairs ; 

and Trojan fires the mounting blaze, The sage protector of the Greeks he found 
e passing wind their music blow, Stretch’d in his bed, with all his arms aronnd ; 
distinct the voices of the foe. The various-colour’d scarf, the shield he rears, 

g backwards to the fleet and coast, The shining helmet, and the pointed spears : 
sorrows for the endanger'd host. The dreadful weapons of the warrior’s rage, 

4. hairs in sacrilice to Jove, That, old in arms, disdain’d the peace of age. 
‘him that ever lives above: 20|Then leaning on his hand his w atchtul head, 
ins; while glory and despair The hoary monarch raised his eyes, and said : 
‘cart, and wage a doubtful war. What art thou? speak, that on designs un- 
cares his labouring breast revolves, known, 90 
Ὁ Nestor now the chief resolves, While others sleep, thus range the camp alone? 

1 wholesome counsels, to debate Seek'st thou some friend, or nightly sentinel ? 
‘mains to save the afflicted state. Stand off, approach not, but thy purpose tell. 

id first he cast his mantle round, O son of Neleus ! (thus the king rejoin’d,) 

feet the shining sandals bound ; Pride of the Greeks, and glory of thy kind! 

low spoils his back conceal’d ; Lo here the wretched Agamemnon stands, 

hand a pointed javelin held. 30: The unhappy general of the Grecian bands ; 

his brother, press'd with equal woes, Whom Jove decrees with daily cares to bend 

i the gifts of soft repose, ' | And woes that only with his life shall end ! 


BOOK X. 


it the chiefs before their vessels lay, 
sleep the labours of the day. 

king ; with various thoughts oppress‘d, 
"s cares lay rolling in his breast. 

7 lightnings, Jove's ethereal power 

e rattling hail or weighty shower, 

ft snows to whiten all the shore, 
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Scarce can my knees these trembling limbs sustain, | 116 heard, return’d, and took his painted shield: 
And scarce my heart support its load of pain. [0] Then join’d the chiefs, and follow'd through the field 
No taste of sleep these heavy eyes have known; ‘Without hia tent, bold Diomed they found, 1 
Confused and sad, [ wander this alone, ani sheath'd in arms, his brave companions round: 
With fears distracted, with no fix'd design: Fach sunk in sleep, extended on the field, 
And all my people’s miseries are mine. His head reclining on his bossy shield. 
If aught of use thy waking thoughts suggest, A wood of spears stood by, that, χ᾽ αὶ upright, 
(Since cares, like mine, deprive thy soul of rest,) Shot froin their flashing points a quivering light. 
Imnpart thy counsel, and assist thy friend ; A bull's black hide composed the hero’s bed ; 
Now let us jointly to the trench descend, A splendid carpet roll'd beneath his head. 
At every gate the fainting guard excite, 110} Then, with his foot, old Nestor gently shakes 
Fired with the toils of day and watch of night: The slumber'ng chief, and in these words awakes: 
Flse may the sudden foe our works invade, Rise, son οὐ ‘Tydeus, to the brave and strong 180 
So near, and favour'd by the gloomy shade. Rest seems inglorious, and the night too Jong. 
To him thus Nestor: Trust the powers above, But sleep'st thou now ? when fron yon hill the foe 
Nor thick proud Hector’s hopes confirm'd by Jove: | Hangs o'er the fleet, and shades our walls below? 
IIow ill agree the views of vain mankind, At this, soft sluinber from his eyelids fled; 
And the wise counsels of the eternal mind 7 The warrior saw the hoary chief, and said : 
Audacious Hector, if the gods ordain, Wondrous old man! whose soul no respite knows 
Phat great Achilles rise and rage again, Though years and honours bid thee seek repose. 
What toils attend thee, and what woes remain! 120] Let younger Greeks our sleeping warriors wake 
Lo, faithful Nestor thy command obeys: Ill fits thy age these toils to undertake. 
The care is next our other chiefs to raise ; My friend (he answer'd,) generous is thy care; 19) 
Ulysses, Diomed, we chiefly need; These toils, my subjects and my sons might bear; 
Meges for strength, Ovleus famed for speed. Their foyal thoughts and pious love conspire 
Some other be despatch’d of nimbler feet, To ease a sovercign, and relieve a sire: 
To those tall ships, remotest of the fleet, But now the last despair surrounds our host, 
Where lie great Ajax, and the king of Crete. No hour must pass, no moment must be lost; 
To rouse the Spartan I myself decree ; Each single Greek, in this conclusive strife, 
Dear as he is to us, and dear to thee, Stands on the sharpest edge of death or life 
Yet must I tax his sloth, that claims no share, 130} Yet, if my years thy kind regard engage, 
With his great brother in his martial care: Employ thy youth as I employ my age; 
Him it behoved to every chief to sue, Succeed to these my cares, and rouse the rest: 20 
Preventing every part perform’d by you; He serves me most, who serves his country best. 
For strong necessity our toils demands, This said, the hero o’er his shoulders flung 
Claims all our hearts, and urges all our hands. A lion’s spoils, that to his ancles hung ; 
To whom the king: With reverence we allow Then scized hia ponderous lance, and strode aloog 
Thy just rebukes, yet learn to spare them now. Meges the bold, with Ajax famed for speed, 
My gencrous brother is of gentle kind, The warrior roused, and to the entrenchments led. 
He seems remiss, but bears a valiant mind ; And now the chiefs approach the nightly guard; 
Through too much deference to our sovereign sway,| A wakeful squadron, each in arms prepared: 
Content to follow when we lead the way. 141) The unwearied watch their listening leaders keep, 
But now, our ills industrious to prevent, And, couching close, repel] invading sleep. 2 
Long ere the rest, he rose, and sought my tent. So faithful dogs their fleecy charge maintain, 
The chiefs you named, already at his call, With toil protected from the prowling train, 
Prepare to meet us near the navy wall ; When the gaunt lioness, with hunger bold, 
Assembling there, between the trench and gates, Springs from the mountains toward the guarded foi; 
Near the night-guards, our chosen council waits. Through breaking woods her rustling course they 
Then none (said Nestor) shall his rule withstand, hear; 
For great examples justify command. Loud, and more loud, the clamours strike their eat 
With that the venerable warrior rose ; 150} Of hounds and men; they start, they gaze around, 
The shining greaves his manly legs inclose ; Watch every side, and turn to every sound. 
His purple mantle golden buckles join'd, Thus watch'd the Grecians, cautious of surprise, 
Warm with the softest wool, and doubly lined. Each voice, each motion, drew their ears and eyes; 
Then, rushing from his tent, he snatch'd in haste Each step of passing fect increased the affright ; 2] 
His steely lance, that lighten’d as he pass’d. And hostile Troy was ever full in sight. 
The camp he traversed through the sleeping crowd, | Nestor with joy the wakeful band survey'd, 
Stopp’d at Ulysses’ tent, and call'’d aloud. And thus accosted through the gloomy shade; 
Ulysses, sudden as the voice was sent, ’Tis well, my sons! your nightly cares employ ; 
Awakes, starts up, and issues from his tent. Flse must our host become the scorn of Troy. 


What new distress, what sudden cause of fright, | Watch thus, and Greece shall live—the hero seid; 
Thus leads you wandering in the silent night? 161|Then o’er the trench the following chieftains led. 


O prudent chief! (the Pylian sage repliecd,) His son, and god-like Merion, march’d behind, 
Wise as thou art, be now thy wisdom tried: (For these the princes to their council join'd.) 
Whatever means of safety can be sought, The trenches pass’d, the assembled kings around 
Whatever counsels can inspire our thought, In silent state the consistory crown'd. 
Whatever methods, or to fly or fight ; A place there was yet undefiled with gore, 


All, all depend on this important night ' The spot where Elector stopp'd his ragesbefore. 
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night descending, from his vengeful hand Then in a leathern helm he cased his head, 

ved the relics of the Grecian band : Shorn of its crest, and with no plume o’erspread 
ilain beside with mangled corps was spread, |(Such as by youths unused to arms are worn. 

lt hia progress mark'd by heaps of dead.) No spoils enrich it, and no studs adorn.) 

sat the mournful kings: when Neleus’ son Next him Ulysses took a shining sword, 

ouncil opening, in these words begun: j§ 240/A bow and quiver with bright arrows stored : 


e (said he) a chief so greatly brave, A well-proved casque, with leather braces bound, 

2 to hazard, and his country save ? (Thy gift, Meriones) his temples crown’'d : 316 
here a man who singly dares to go Soft wool within ; without, in order spread, 

oder camp, or seize some straggling foe ? A boar’s white teeth grinn’d horrid o'er his head. 
our’d by the night approach go near, This from Amyntor, rich Ormenus’ son 

speech, their counsels, and designs to hear? | Antolychus by fraudful rapine won, 

esiege our navies they prepare, And gave Amphidamas: from him the prize 

dy Once more must be the seat of war ἢ Molus received, the pledge of social tics ; 

ould he learn, and to our peers recite, The helmet next by Merion was possess’d, 


ass unharm’d the dangers of the night; 250) And now Ulysses’ thoughtful temples prees’d. 

fame were his through all succeeding days, {Thus sheath'd in arms, the council they forsake, 
Pheebus shines, or men have tongues to praise! | And dark through paths oblique their progress take. 
gifts his grateful country would bestow ! Just then, in sign she favour'd their intent, 


must not Greece to her deliverer owe ! A long-wing’d heron great Minerva sent : 

e ewe each leader should provide, This, though surrounding shades obscured their view 
tach a sable lambkin by her side ; By the shrill clang and whistling wings, they knew 
ry rite his share should be increased, As from the right she soar’d, Ulysses pray'd, 

is the foremost honours of the feast. Hail’d the glad omen, and address’d the maid : 

- held them mute : alone untaught to fear, O daughter of that god, whose arm can wield 


es spoke—The man you seek is here. 260 |The avenging bolt, and shake the dreadful phield ; 
gb yon black camps to bend my dangerous way, |O Thou! for ever present in my way, 


god within commands, and I obey. Who all my motions, all my toils survey ! 330 
t some other chosen warrior join, Safe may we pass beneath the gloomy shade, 

se my hopes, and second my design. Safe by thy succour to our ships convey'd ! 

ἴα] confidence, and mutual aid, And let some deed this signal night adorn, 

deeds are done, and great discoveries made: }To claim the tears of Trojans yet unborn. 

‘ise new prudence from the wise acquire, Then godlike Diomed preferr’d his prayer : 

ne brave hero fans another's fire. Daughter of Jove, unconquer'd Pallas! hear. 

tending leaders at the word arose ; Great queen of arms, whose favour Tydeus won, 
generous breast with emulation glows: 270) As thou defend’st the sire, defend the son. 

ive a task each Ajax strove to share, When on sopus’ banks the banded powers 

Werion strove, and Nestor’s valiant heir ; Of Greece he left, and sought the Theban towers, 340 
partan wish'd the second place to gain, Peace was his charge ; received with peaceful show, 
reat Ulysses wish’d, nor wish'd in vain. He went a legate, but return'd a foe : 

thus the king of men the contest ends: Then help'd by thee, and covered by thy shield, 
first of warriors, and thou best of friends, He fought with numbers, and made numbers yield. 
tinted Diomed! what chief to join So now be present, O celestial maid ! 

| great enterprise, is only thine. So still continue to the race thine aid ! 

8 thy choice, without affection made; A youthful steer shall fall beneath the stroke, 

th or office no respect be paid ; 280] Untamed, unconscious of the galling yoke, 

orth determine here. The monarch spake, With ample forehead, and with spreading horns, 

aly trembled for his brother's sake. Whose taper tops refulgent gold adorns. 

ἢ thus (the godlike Diomed rejoin'd) The heroes pray'd, and Pallas from the skies 

1oice declares the impulse of my mind. Accords their vow, succeeds their enterprise. 

can I doubt while great Ulysses stands Now, like two lions panting for the prey, 

ad his counsels, and assist our hands ; With deathful thoughts they trace the dreary way, 
ef, whose safety is Minerva's care; Through the black horrors of the ensanguined plain, 
ned, so dreadful, in the works of war. Through dust, thro’ blood, o’er arms and hills of slain, 
d in his conduct, Ε no aid require ; Nor less bold Hector, and the sons of Troy, 

om like his might pass through flames of fire. 290|On high designs the wakeful hours employ ; 

ts thee not, before these chiefs of fame, The assembled peers their lofty chief enclosed, 

ied the sage) to praise me or to blame: Who thus the couneels of his breast proposed: 360 
3 from a friend, or censure from a foe, What glorious man, for high attempts prepared, 
γαῖ on hearers that our merits know. Dares greatly venture for a rich reward 7 

‘¢ us haste—Night rolls the hours away, Of yonder fleet a bold discovery make, 

eddening orient shows the coming day, What watch they keep, and what resolves they take ? 
tars shine fainter on the ethereal plains, If now subdued they meditate their flight, 

of Night’s empire but a third remains. And spent with toil neglect the watch of night ? 


18 having spoke, with generous ardour press'd | His be the chariot that shall please him most, 

86 terrific their huge limbe they dress’d, 8300 Οἵ all the plunder of the vanquish’d host ; 

edged falchion Thrasymed the brave His the fair stoeds that all the rest excel, 

unple buckler, to Tydides gave . And his the glory to have served so well. 900 
2M 
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A youth there was among the tnbes of Troy, | Ten thes aloud: Whoe'er thon art, remain; 


Dolon his nam, Eumedes’ only boy. ' This javeLn else abail fix thee to the plin. 49 
(Five girls bendes the reverend herald told.) He said, and b:g4 in arr the weapon cast, 
Rich was the #9219 brass, and neh 5 gold; 1\Whech wilful errd, and o'er his shoulder pene’d ; 
Net blees'd by nature w:th the charms of face, Then £x'd in earth, Against the trembling wood 
But swift of foot, and matchless in the race. The wretch stood propp'd, and quiver'd as he stood: 
Hector! ‘be said) my courage Lids me meet A sodden palsv seized his turning bead ; 
This ugh achuevemen:, and erplore the fleet : His loose teeth chazzer’d, and his coloar fied. 
Bat first exalt thy scepere to the akies, The panting warriors seize him, as he stands 
And swear to grant me tht demanded prize; 380, Ard with unmanily tears b:s life demands. 
The immortal coursers, and the gl.ttering car, O spare my youth, and for the breath I owe, 
That bear Pel.des through the ranks of war. Large g-fts of price my father shall bestow. 450 
Escouraged thus, no idle scout I go, Vast Leaps of brass shall in your ships be told, 
Fulfil thy wish, their whole intent:on know, And s‘ee! well temper'd, and refulgemt gold. 
Een to the royal tent pursue my way, To whom Ulysses made this wise reply : 
And al] their counsels, all their aims betray. Whoe’er thoa art, be bold, nor fear to die. 

The chief then heaved the golden sceptre high, [What moves thee, say, when sleep has closed the 
Attesting thus the monarch of the sky : sight, 
Be witness thou ' immortal lord of all! To roam the silent fields in dead of night ? 
Whoee thunder shakes the dark a¢rial hall : 390 Camest thou the secrets of our camp to find, 
By none but Dolon shall this prize be borne, By Hec:or prompted, or thy daring mind ἢ 
And him alone the immortal steeds adorn. Or art some wretch by hopes of plunder led 

Thus Hector swore: the gods were call'd in vain, | Through heaps of carnage to despoil the dead? 4 
But the rash youth prepares to scour the plain : Then thus pale Dolon with a fearfal look, 
Across his back the bended bow he flung, ‘Stil as he spoke his limbs with horror sbook :) 
A wolf's grey hide around his shoulders hung ; Hither I came, by Hector’s word deceived ; 
A ferret’s downy fur his helmet lined, Much did he promise, rashly I believed : 
And in his hand a pointed javelin shined. No less a bribe than great Achilles’ car, 
Then (never to return; he sought the shore, And those swift steeds that sweep the ranks of wz, 


And trod the path his feet must tread no more. 400)Urged me, unwilling, this attempt to make, 
Scarce had he pass’d the steeds and Trojan throng, [Τὸ learn what counsels, what resolves you take; 


(Still bending forward as he coursed along,) lf, now subdued, you fix your hopes on flight, 
When on the hollow way, the approaching tread And tired with toils, neglect the watch of night. £0 
Ulysses mark'd, and thus to Diomed : Bold was thy aim, and glorious was the prize! 
O friend! I hear some step of hostile feet (Ulysses with a scornful smile replies.) 
Moving this way, or hastening to the fleet ; Far other rulers those proud steeds demand, 
Some spy perhaps, to lurk beside the main, And scorn the guidance of a vulgar hand ; 
Or nightly pillager that strips the slain. E’en great Achilles scarce their rage can tame, 
Yet let him pass, and win a little space ; Achilles, sprung from an immortal dame. 
Then rush behind him, and prevent his pace. 410, But say, be faithful, and the truth recite ; 
But if too swift of foot he flies before, Where lies encamp’d the Trojan chief to-night? 
Confine his course along the ficet and shore, Where stand his coursers? in what quarter sleep 
Betwixt the camp and him our spears employ, Their other princes? tell what watch they keep: 40 
And intercept his hoped return to Troy. Say, since their conquest, what their counsels are; 
With that they stepp‘d aside, and stooped their head | Or here to combat, from their city far, 
‘As Dolon pass'd) behind a heap of dead : Or back to Ilion’s walls transfer the war. 
Along the path the spy unwary flew ; Ulyeses thus, and thus Eumedes’ son : 
Soft, at just distance, both the chiefs pursue. What Dolon knows, his faithful tongue shall own 
So distant they, and such the space between, Hector, the peers assembling in his tent, 
As when two teams of mules divide the green 420] A counsel holds at []lus’ monument. 
(To whom the hind like shares of land allows.) No certain guards the nightly watch partake ; 


When now few furrows part the approaching ploughs. | Where'er yon fires ascend, the Trojans wake; 
Now Dolon listening heard them as they pass'd; Anxious for Troy, the guard the natives keep ; 
Hector (he thought) had sent, and check’d his haste, | Safe in their cares, the auxiliar forces sleep, 


Till scarce at distance of a javelin's throw, Whose wives and infants, from the danger fas, 

No voice succeeding, he perceived the foe. Discharge their souls of half the fears of war. 

As when two skilful hounds the leveret wind ; Then sicep those aids among the Trojan train, 

Or chase through woods obscure the trembling hind: | (Inquired the chicf,) or scatter'd o'er the plain? 
Now lost, now seen, they intercept his way, To whomthe spy: Their powers they thus dispost; 
And from the herd still turn the flying prey; | 430 | The Peons, dreadful with their bended bows, 

So fast, and with such fears, the Trojan flew ; The Carians, Caucons, the Pelasgian host, 

So close, so constant, the bold Greeks pursue. And Leleges, encamp along the coast. 

Now almost on the fleet the dastard falls, Not distant far, lie higher on the land 80 


And mingles with the guards that watch the walls; |The Lycian, Mysian, and Mzonian bend, 
When brave Tydides stopp'd, a generous thought | And Phrygia’s horse, by Thymbras’ ancient wall; 
(Inspired by Pallas) in his bosom wrought, The Thracians utmost, and apart from all. 

Lest on the foe some forward Greek advance, These Troy but lately to her succour won, 

And suatch the glory from his lifted lance. ‘Lead on by Rhesus, geal Fionear’ eon: 
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coursers in proud triumph go, 
the wind, and white as winter snow: 
er plates his shining car infold : 

arms, refulgent flame with gold : 
il shoulders suit the glorious load, 510 
panoply, to grace a god! 
inhappy, to your fleet be borne, 

me here, a captive’s fate to mourn, 
thains ; till your return reveal 
_ or falsehood of the news I tell. 
| Tydides, with a gloomy frown: 

t to live, though all the truth be shown; 
dismiss thee, in some future strife 
nore bravely thy now forfeit life ? 
gain our camps thou may’st explore? 520 
2 a traitor, thou betray'st no more. 
‘ he spoke ; and as the wretch prepared 

nble blandishment to stroke his beard, 
ining swift the wrathful falchion flew, 

ve neck, and cuts the nerves in two; 

nt snatch’d his trembling coul to hell, 

|, yet speaking, mutter’d as it fell. 

’ helmet from his brow they tear, 

"s grey hide, the unbended bow and spear; 
zat Ulysses lifting to the skies, 530 
ring Pallas dedicates the prize. ; 
tueen of arms! receive this hostile spoil, 

1e Thracian steeds reward our toil : 

: of all the heavenly host we praise ; 

our labours, and direct our ways! 

, the spoils, with dropping gore defaced, 

a spreading tamarisk he placed : 

p’d with reeds and gather’d boughs the plain. 
their foosteps to the place again. 539 
he still night they cross the devious fields 
with blood, o’er arms and heaps of shields, 
where the Thracian squadrons lay, 

d in sleep the labours of the day. 

a three lines they view the prostrate band : 
es yoked beside each warrior stand ; 

15 in order on the ground reclined, 

the brown shade the fulgid weapons shined; 
y Rhesus, stretch’d in sleep profound, 
white steeds behind his chariot bound. 

ome sight Ulysses first descries, 550 
ts to Diomed the tempting prize, 

, the coursers, and the car behold ! 

| by Dolon, with the arms of gold. 

ve Tydides! now thy courage try, 

| the chariot, and the steeds untie; 

soul aspire to fiercer deeds, 

1 the slaughter, while [ seize the steeds. 

is said) her hero’s bosom warms, 

in his heart, and strung his nervous arms ; 
he pass'd, a purple stream pursued: 560 
y falchion, fat with hostile blood, 

] his footsteps, dyed the fields with gore, 

γ᾿ groan remurmur’d through the shore. 
m lion, from his nightly den, 

the fences, and invades the pen: 

or goats, resistless in his way, 

ind foaming rends the guardless prey. 
*d the fury of his vengeful hand 

e lav breathless of the Thracian band. 
lowing, as his partner slew, 

1e foot each slaughter’d warrior drew ; 
white coursers studious to convey 

e ships, he wisely clear'd the way ; 


Lest the fierce steeds, not yet to battles bred, 

Should start, and tremble at the heaps of dead. 

Now twelve despatch’d, the monarch last they found; 

Tydides’ falchion fix’d him to the ground. 

Just then a deadful dream. Minerva sent; 

A warlike form appear’d before his tent, 

Whose visionary steel his bosom tore : 580 

So dream'd the monarch, and awaked no more 
Ulysses now the snowy steeds detains, 

And leads them, fasten’d by the silver reins ; 

These, with his bow unbent, he lash’d along; 

(The scourge forgot, on Rhesus’ chariot hung ;, 

Then gave his friend the signal to retire ; 

But him, new dangers, new achievements fire: 

Doubtful he stood, or with his reeking blade 

To send more heroes to the infernal shade, 

Drag off the car where Rhesus’ armour lay, 590 

Or heave with manly force, and lift away. 

While unresolved the son of Tydeus standa, 

Pallas appears, and thus the chief commands: 

Enough, my son; from farther slaughter cease, 

Regard thy safety, and depart in peace; 
Haste to the ships, the gotten spoil enjoy, 
Nor tempt too far the hostile gods of Troy. 
The voice divine confess’d the martial maid ; 
In haste he mounted, and her word obey'd ; 
The coursers fly before Ulysses’ bow, 600 
Swift as the wind, and white as winter snow. 

Not unobserved they pass’d: the god of light 
Had watch’'d his Troy, and mark’d Minerva's flight, 
Saw Tydeus’ son with heavenly succour blest, 

And vengeful anger fill'd his sacred breast. 

Swift to the Trojan camp descends the power, 

And wakes Hippocoén in the morning hour, 

(On Rhesus’ side accustom'd to attend, 

A faithful kinsman, and instructive friend.) 

He rose and saw the field deform'd with blood, 610 
An empty space where late the coursers stood, 

The yet-warm Thracians panting on the coast ; 

For each he wept, but for his Rhesus most: 

Now while on Rhesus’ name he calls in vain, 

The gathering tumult spreads o’er all the plain ; 

On heaps the Trojans rush, with wild affright, 

And wondering view the slaughters of the night. 
Meanwhile the chiefs arriving at the shade, 

Where late the spoils of Hector's spy were laid, 
Ulysses stopp’d ; to him Tydides bore 620 
The trophy, dropping yet with Dolon’s gore: 

Then mounts again: again their nimble feet 

The coursers ply, and thunder towards the fleet. 

Old Nestor first perceived the approaching sound, 
Bespeaking thus the Grecian peers around : 
Methinks the noise of trampling steeds J hear, 
Thickening this way, and gathering on my ear ; 
Perhaps some horses of the Trojan breed, 

(So may, ye gods! my pious hopes succeed) 

The great Tydides and Ulysses bear, 630 
Return'd triumphant with this prize of war. 

Yet much 1 fear (ah, may that fear be vain!) 

The chiefs out-number’d by the Trojan train ; 
Perhaps, e’en now pursued, they seek the shore ; 
Or, oh! perhaps these heroes are no more. 

Scarce had he spoke, when lo! the chiefs appear, 
And spring to earth; the Greeks dismiss their fear: 


570 | With words of friendship and extended handz, 


They greet the kings; and Nestor firat demands: 
Say thou, whose praises all our host proclaim, 60 
Thou living glory of the Grecian name' 
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Say whence these coursers? by what chance be- ; which he remembered, tending to put Patroclus upoa 

stow'd ? persuading Achilles to fight for bis countrymen, οἵ at 

The spoil of foes, or present of a god? least permit Lim to do it, clad in Achilles’ armoar. 

Not those fair steeds eo radiant and so gay Patroclus, in his return, meets Eurypylus aleo wound- 
, ed, and assists him in that distress. 


That draw the burning chariot of the day. This book opens with the eight-and-twentieth day of 
Old as I am, to age I scorn to yield, the poem; and the same day, with ite various actieas 
And daily mingle in the martial field ; and adventures, is extended through the twelftt, 
But eure till now no coursers struck my sight thirteenth, fourteenth, fiftcenth, sixteenth, seves- 


Like these, conspicuous through the ranks of fight. teenth, and part of the eighteenth books. The sess 
Some god, I deem, conferr'd the glorious prize, 650! lies in the field, near the monument of Tus. 
Blest as ye are, and favourites of the skics ; 


The care of him who bids the thunder roar, BOOK ΧΙ. 
And her,* whoee fury bathes the world with gore. ΤῊΣ saffron morn, with early blushes spread, 

Father! not so (sage Ithacue rejoin’d:) Now roee refulgent from Tithonus’ bed ; 

The gifts of heaven are of a nobler kind. With new-born day to gladden mortal sight, 

Of Thracian lineage are the steeds ye view, And gild the courts of heaven with sacred light: 
Whoee hostile king the brave Tydides slew ; When baleful Eris, sent by Jove’s command, 
Sleeping he died, with all his guards around, The torch of discord blazing in her hand, 

And twelve beside lay gasping on the ground. Through the red skies her bloody sign extends, 
These other spoils from conquer'd Dolon came, 660] And wrapt in tempests, o'er the fleet descends 

A wretch, whose swiftness was his only fame, High on Ulysscs’ bark, her horrid stand 

By Hector sent our forces to explore : She took, and thunder'd through the seas and land, #0 
He now lies headless on the sandy shore. E’en Ajax and Achilles heard the sound, 

Then o’er the trench the bounding coursers flew; | Whose ships remote, the guarded navy bound. 
The joyful Greeks with loud acclaim pursue. Thence the black fury through the Grecian throng 
Straight to Tydides’ high pavilion borne, With horror sounds the loud Orthian song: 

The matchless steeds his ample stalls adorn : The navy shakes, and at the dire alarms 

The neighing coursers their new fellows greet, Each bosom boils, each warrior starts to arms. 
And the full racks are heap'd with gencrous wheat. |No more they sigh inglorious to return, 

But Dolon's armour, to his ships convey'd 670 But breathe revenge, and for the combat burn. 
High on the painted stern Ulysses laid, The king of men his hardy host inspires 

A trophy destined to the blue-eyed maid. With loud command, with great example fires; % 


Now from nocturnal sweat, and sanguine stain, | Himself first rose, himself before the rest, 
They cleanse their bodies in the neighbouring main:| His mighty limbs in radiant armour dress'd. 


Then in the polish’d bath, refresh’d from toil, And first he cased his manly legs around 
Their joints they supple with dissolving oil, In shining greaves, with silver buckles bound : 
In due repast indulge the genial hour, The beaming cuirass next adorn’d his breast, 
And first to Pallas the libations pour: The same which once king Cinyras possess’d : 
They sit rejoicing in her aid divine, (The fame of Greece and her assembled host 


And the crown’d goblet foams with floods of wine. {Had reach’d that monarch on the Cyprian coast; 
‘Twas then, the friendship of the chief to gain, 


This glorious gift he sent, nor sent in vain.) Ὁ 
; Ten rows of azure steel the work imfold, 
BOOK XI. Twice ten of tin, and twelve of ductile gold ; 
Three glittering dragons to the gorget rise, 
ARGUMENT Whose imitated scales against the skies 
The third Battle, and the Acts of Agamemnon. Reflected various light, and arching bow’d, 


Agamemnon having armed himeelf, leads the Grecians| Like colour’d rainbows o'er a showery cloud, 
fo battle: Hector prepares the Trojans to receive them ; (Jove's wondrous bow, of three celestial dyes, 
while Jupiter, Juno, and Minerva, give the signals of | Placed as a sign to man amid the skies.) 
‘war. Agamemnon bears all before him; and Hector A radiant baldric o'er his shoukier tied, 
is commanded by Jupiter who sends Iris for that pur- Sustain’d the sword that glitter'd at his side: Φ 


pose) to decline the engageinent, till the king sball be . . 
wounded and retire froin the field. He then makes a Gold was the hilt, a silver sheath encased 


great slanghter of the enemy; Ulysses and Diomed put The shining blade, and golden hangers graced. 

ἃ stopto him for a time: but the latter being wounded | His buckler’s mighty orb was next display’d, 

by Paris, is obliged to desert his companion, who is|That round the warrior cast a dreadful shade. 
encompassed by the ‘Trojans, wounded, and in the ut-|Ten zones of brass its ample brim surround, 
most danger, till Menclausand Ajax rescue hin. Hec-| And twice ten bosses the bright convex crown’d; 
tor comes against Ajax; but that hero alone opposes | amendous Gorgon frown'd upon its field, 
multitudes, and rallies the Greeks. Jn the meantime And circling terrors fill'd the expressive abield : 
Machaon, in the other wing of the army, is pierced Within its concave hung a silver thong, 


by an arrow from Paris, and carried from the fight in ; moan 
Nestor’s chariot. Achilles \who overlooked the action On which a mimic serpent creeps along, # 


from his ship) scnds Patroclus to inquire which of the His azure length in easy waves extends, 

Grev-ka was wounded in that manner? Nestor enter-| Till in three heads the embroider’d monster ends 
tains him in his tent with an nccount of the accidents| Last o’er his brows his fourfold helm he piaced, 
of the day, and a Jong recital of some former wars| With nodding horse-hair formidably graced ; 
And in his hands two steely javelins wields, 

4 Minerva. That blaze to heaven, and lighten all the fields. 
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ant Juno and the martial maid, Then, nor till then, the Greeks’ impulsive might 
unders promised Greece their aid ; Pierced the black phalanx, and let in the light. 
re chief they clash’d their arms in air, Great Agamemnon then the slaughter led, 

ig from the clouds, expect the war. 60] And slew Bienor at his people's head : 


the limits of the trench and monnd, Whose squire Oileus, with a sudden spring, 

oursers to their chariots bound Leap'd from the chariot to revenge his king, 12.» 
restrain’d : the foot, with those who wield | But in his front he felt the fatal wound, 

arms, rush forward to the field. Which pierced his brain, and stretch’d him on the 
these, in close array combined, ground. 

ons spread their sable wings behind. Atrides spoil’d, and left them on the plain: 

3 and tumults wake the tardy sun, Vain was their youth, their glittering armour vain: 

t light the warriors’ toils begun. Now soil’d with dust, and naked to the sky, 

whoee thunder spoke his wrath, distill’d |Their snowy limbs and beauteous bodies lie. 

of blood o’er all the fatal field; 70| Two sons of Priam next to battle move, 

of men unwilling to survey, The product, one of marriage, one of love ; 
slaughters that must stain the day. In the same car the brother-warriors ride, 

’ tomb in order ranged around, This took the charge to combat, that to guide: 14( 
| lines possess'd the rising ground. Far other task, than when they wont to keep, 
Polydamas and Hector stood ; On Ida’s tops, their father’s fleecy sheep ! 

Ἰου γ᾿ ἃ as a guardian god ; These on the mountains once Achilles found, 

us, Agenor the divine ; And captive led, with pliant osiers bound ; 

r warriors of Antenor’s line ; Then to their sire for ample sums restored ; 

ful Acamas, whose beauteous face, But now to perish by Atrides’ sword: 


oportion match’d the ethereal race. 80) Pierced in the breast, the base-born Isus bleeds ; 

or, cover'd with his spacious shield, Cleft through the head, his brother's fate succeeds. 

5 troops, and orders all the field. Swift to the spoil the hasty victor falls, 

star now shows his sanguine fires And stripp'd, their features to his mind recalls. 150 
8 dark clouds, and now in night retires; |The Trojans see the youths untimely die, 

gh the ranks appear’d the godlike man, | But helpless tremble for themselves, and fly. 


the rear, or blazing in the van ; So when a lion, ranging o’er the lawns, 

my sparkles, restless as he flies, Finds, on some grassy lair, the couching fawns, 
his arms as lightning from the skies. Their bones he cracks, their reeking vitals draws, 
z reapers in some wealthy field, And grinds the quivering flesh with bloody jaws ; 


‘wo bands, their crooked weapons wield, |The frighted hind beholds, and dares not stay, 
the furrows, ti]l their labours meet; 91| But swift through rustling thickets bursts her way: 


he heapy harvestg at their feet : All drown’d in sweat the panting mother flies, 

and Troy the field of war divide, And the big tears roll trickling from her eyes. [160 
‘ranks are strew’d on every side. Amidst the tumult of the routed train, 

'd a thought to base inglorious flight ; The sons of false Antimachus were slain ; 

o horse, and man to man they fight. He, who for bribes his faithless counsels sold, 

rolyes more fierce contest their prey : And voted Helen’s stay for Paris’ gold. 

ds, each bleeds, but none resign the day. | Atrides mark'd, as these their safety sought, 

th joy the scene of death descries, And slew the children for the father’s fault. 

large slaughter at her sanguine eyes: 100] Their headstrong horse unable to restrain, 

me, of all the immortal train, They shook with fear, and dropp’d the silken rein: 
red horrors of this direful plain: Then in their chariot on their knees they fall, 

a peace their golden mansions fill, And thus with lifted hands for mercy call: 170 
bright order on the Olympian hill: Oh spare our youth, and for the life we owe, 

: murmurs told their griefs above, Antimachus shall copious gifts bestow ; 

ccused the partial will of Jove. Soon 86 he hears that, not in battle slain, 

apart, superior, and alone, The Grecian ships his captive sons detain, 

| monarch, on his awful throne, Large heaps of brass in ransom shall be told, 

ie blaze of boundless glory sat; And steel well temper’d, and persuasive gold. 
fulfill’d the just decrees of fate. 110} These words, attended with a flood of tears, 

> turn’d his all-considering eyes, The youths address'd to unrelenting ears: 

1 the spot where Ilion’s towers arise ; The vengeful monarch gave this stern reply : 

th ships, the fields with armies spread, _{If from Antimachus ye spring, ye die: 180 
3 rage, the dying and the dead. The daring wretch who once in council stood 


ile the morning-beams increasing bright, [Τὸ shed Ulysses’ and my brother's blood, 
n’s pure azure spread the growing light, |For proffer'd peace ! and sues his seed for grace? 


| death the fate of war confounds, No die and pay the forfeit of your race. 

sc battle gored with equal wounds, This said, Pisander from the car he cast, 

rhat time in some sequester’d vale, And pierced his breast: supine he breathed his 
woodman spreads his sparing meal, 120 last. 

ired arms refuse the axe to rear, His brother leap'd to earth ; but as he lay, 

a respite from the sylvan war; The trenchant falchion lopp’d bis hands away: 
half the prostrate forests liy His sever’d head was toss’d among the throng, 


1 long ruin, and exposed to day) And, rolling, drew a bloody trail along 190 
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Then, where the thickest fought, the victor flew ; While Agamemnon wastes the ranks around, 


The king’s example all his Greeks pursue. Fights in the front, and bathes with blood the ground, 
Now by the foot the flying foot were slain, Abstajn from fight, yet issue forth commands, 86) 
Horse trod by horse lay foaming on the plain. And trust the war to less important hands. 

From the dry fields thick clouds of dust arise, But when, or wounded by the spear or dart, 
Shade the black host, and intercept the skies. The chief shall mount his chariot, and depart, 


The brass-hoof’d steeds tumultuous plunge and bound, | Then Jove shall string thy arm, and fire thy breast; 
And the thick thunder beats the labouring ground. {Then to her ships shall flying Greece be press'd, 
Still slaughtering on, the king of men proceeds; Till to the main the burning sun descend, 

The distanced army wonders at his deeds. 200| And sacred night her awful shade extend 


As when the winds with raging flames conspire, She said, and vanish'd: Hector with a boand, 
And o’er the forests roll the flood of fire, Springs from his chariot on the trembling ground, 20 
In blazing heaps the grove's old honours fall, In clanging arms : he grasps in either hand 

And one refulgent ruin levels all : A pointed lance, and speeds from band to band ; 
Before Atrides’ rage so sinks the foe, Revives their ardour, turns their steps from flight. 


Whole squadrons vanish, and proud heads lie low: | And wakes anew the dying flames of fight. 

The steeds fly trembling from his waving sword : They stand to arms: the Greeks their onset dare, 
And many a car, now lighted of its lord, Condense their powers, and wait the coming war. 
Wide o'er the field with guideless fury rolls, 209] New force, new spirit, to each breast returns: 
Breaking their ranks, and crushing oit their souls; | The fight renew'd, with fiercer fury burns : 
While his keen falchion drinks the warriors’ lives; |The kings lead on; al} fix on him their eye, 


More grateful, now, to vultures than their wives! And learn from him to conquer or to die. 
Perhaps great Hector then had found his fate, Ye sacred Nine, celestial Muses! tell, 
But Jove and Destiny prolong’d his date. Who faced him first, and by his prowess fell? 
Safe from the darts, the care of heaven he stood, The great Iphidamas, the bold and young, 
Amidst alarms, and death, and dust, and blood. From sage Antenor and Theano sprung ; 
Now pass the tomb where ancient Ilus lay, Whom from his youth his grandsire Cisseus bred, 


Through the mid field the routed urge their way. And nursed in Thrace, where snowy flocks are fed 
Where the wild figs the adjoining summit crown, Scarce did the down his rosy cheeks invest, 
That path they take, and speed to reach the town. | And early honour warm his generous breast, 
As swift Atrides with loud shouts pursued, 221] When the kind sire consign’d his daughter's a, 


Hot with his toil, and bathed in hostile blood. (Theano’s sister) to his youthful arms. 

Now near the beech-tree, and the Scwan gates, But call’d by glory to the wars of Troy, 

The hero halts, and his associates waits. He leaves untasted the first fruits of joy: 
Meanwhile, on every side, around the plain, From his love bride departs with melting eyes, 
Dispersed, disorder'd, fly the Trojan train. And swift to aid his dearer country flies. 

So flies a herd of beeves, that hear, dismay'd, With twelve black ships he reach'd Percopé's 
The lion's roaring through the midnight shade; strand, 

On heaps they tumble with successless haste ; Thence took the long laborious march by land. 
The savage seizes, draws, and renda the last; 230] Now fierce for fame before the ranke he springs, 
Not with less fury stern Atrides flew, Towering in arms, and braves the king of kings 


Still press’d the rout, and still the hindmost slew; Atrides first discharg'd the missive spear ; 
Hurl'd from their cars the bravest chiefs are kill’d, |The Trojan stoop’d, the javelin pass'd in air. ϑὉ 


And rage, and death, and carnage, load the field. Then near the corselet, at the monarch's heart, 
Now storms the victor, at the Trojan wall : With all his strength the youth directs his dart: 

Surveys the towers, and meditates their fall. But the broad belt, with plates of silver bound, 

But Jove descending shook the Idan hills, The point rebated, and repell'd the wound. 

And down their summits pour'd a hundred rills: Encumber'd with the dart, Atrides stands, 

The unkindled lightnings in his hand he took, Till grasp'd with foree, he wrenched it from his hands; 

And thus the many-colour'd maid bespoke: 940] At once his weighty sword discharged a wound 
Iris, with haste thy golden wings display, Full on his neck, that fell’d bim to the ground. 

To godlike Hector this our word convey. Stretch’d in the dust the unhappy warrior lies, 

While Agamemnon wastes the ranks around, And sleep eternal seals his swimming eyes. 310 

Fights in the front, and bathes with blood the ground, | Oh worthy better fate ! oh early slain! | 

Bid him give way ; but issue forth commands, Thy country’s friend ; and virtuous, though in vas! 

And trust the war to less important hands ; No more the youth shall join his consort’s side, 

But when, or wounded by the spear or dart, At once a virgin, and at once a bride! 

That chief shall mount his chariot, and depart, No more with presents her embraces meet, 


Then Jove shall string his arm, and fire his breast, | Or lay the spoils of conquest at her feet 
Then to her ships shall flying Greece be press’d, 250! On whom his passion, lavish of his store, 


Till to the main the burning sun descend, Bestow’d so much, and vainly promised more 
And sacred night her awful shade extend. Unwept, uncover'd, on the plain he lay, 

He spoke, and Iris at his word obey’d ; While the proud victor bore his arms away. 3 
On wings of winds descends the various maid. Coin, Antenor’s eldest hope, was nigh: 
The chief sue found amidst the ranks of war, Tears, at the sight, came starting from his eye, 
Close to the bulwarks, on his glittering car. While, pierced with grief, the much loved youth he 
The goddess then : O son of Priam, hear! view’d, 


Fromn Jove I come, and his high mandate bear. And the pale features now deform'd with blood. 
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his spear, unseen, his time he took, 
he king, and near his elbow struck. 
ng steel transpierced the brawny part, 


Eaymnus, Agelaus; all chiefs of name ; 
The rest were vulgar deaths, unknown to fame. 
As when a western whirlwind, charged with storms, 
gh his arm stood forth the barbed dart. Dispels the gather'd clouds that Notus forms, 
the monarch feels, yet void of fear The gust continued, violent, and strong, 
rushes with his lifted spear : 990 Rolls sable clouds in heaps on heape along ; 
r’s corpse the pious Trojan draws, Now to the skies the foaming billows rears, 
his country to assert his cause, Now breaks the surge, and wide the bottom bares : 
im breathless on the sanguine field, Thus raging Hector, with resistless hands, 401 
us body spreads his ample shield. O’erturns, confounds, and scatters all their bands. 
arking an unguarded part, Now the last ruin the whole host appals; 
the warrior with the brazen dart; Now Greece had trembled in her wooden walls; 
ais brother’s bleeding breast he lay, But wise Ulysses call'd Tydides forth, 
rch’s falchion lopp'd his head away : His soul rekindled, and awaked his worth: 
, shades the same dark journey go, And stand we deedless, O eternal shame! 
zach other in the realms below. Till Hector’s arm involves the ships in flame ? 
igeful victor rages round the fields, Haste let us join, and combat side by side. 
y weapon art or fury yields : The warrior thus, and thus the friend replied: 410 
ig lance, the sword, or pondrous stone, No martial toil I shun, no danger fear ; 
iks are broken, and whole troops o’erthrown.| Let Hector come ; I wait his fury here. 
8 yet warm, distill’d the purple flood ; But Jove with conquest crowns the Trojan train; 
the wound grew stiff with clotted blood, | And, Jove our foe, all human force is vain. 
ding tortures his strong bosom rend, He sigh’d ; but, sighing, raised his vengeful steel 
those darts the fierce llythiz send, And from his car, the proud Thymbrzus fell : 
ers that cause the teeming matron’s throes,| Molion, the charioteer, pursued his lord, 
‘rs of unutterable woes !) 350] His death ennobled by Ulysses’ sword. 
ἢ the smart, all panting with the pain, There slain, they left them in eternal night, 
8 the car, and gives his squire the rein: =| Then plunged amidst the thickest ranks of fight. 420 
ι ἃ voice which fury made more strong, So two wild boars outstrip the following hounds, 
augmented, thus exhorts the throng : Then swift revert, and wounds return fur wounds. 
! O Greeks ! assert your honours won; Stern Hector’s conquest in the middle plain 
ind finish what this arm begun : Stood check’d awhile, and Greece respired again. 
' Jove forbids your chief to stay, The sons of Merops shone amidst the war: 
8 half the glories of the day. Towering thcy rode in one refulgent car : 
; the driver whirls his lengthful thong ; In deep prophetic arts their father skill’d, 
58. fly ; the chariot smokes along. 360| Had warn’'d his children from the Trojan field: 
om their nostrils the fierce coursers blow, |Fate urged them on; the father warn’d in vain; 
their sides the foam descends in snow ; They rush’d to fight, and perish'd on the plain! 430 
igh the battle in a moment's space, Their breasts no more the vital spirit warms : 
ided monarch at his tent they place. The stern Tydides strips their shining arms. 
ner ILector saw the king retired, Hypirochus by great Ulysses dics, 
is Trojans and his aids he fired: And rich Hippodamus becomes his prize. 
ye Dardan, all ye Lycian race! Great Jove from Ide with slaughter fills his sight, 
close fight, and dreadful face to face, And level bangs the doubtful scale of fight. 
to mind your ancient trophies won, By Tydeus’ lance Agastrophus was slain, 
it forefathers’ virtues, and your own. 370/The far-famed hero of Pxonian strain ; 
e general flies! deserts his powers! Wing’d with his fears, on foot he strove to fly, 
himself declares the conquest ours! His steeds too distant, and the foe too nigh ; 440 
yon ranks impel your foaming steeds ; Through broken orders, swifter than the wind, 
: of glory, dare immortal deeds. He fled, but flying, left his life behind. 
‘ords like these the fiery chief alarms This Hector sees’ as his experienced eyes 
ng host, and every bosom warms. Traverse the files, and to the rescue flics: 
Id hunter cheers his hounds to tear Shouts, as he pass'd, the crystal regions rend, 
lled lion, or the tusky bear ; And moving armies on his march attend. 
‘e and hand provokes their doubting heart, |Great Diomed himself was seized with fear, 
igs the foremost with his lifted dart: 380] And thus bespoke his brother of the war: 
6. Hector prompts his troops to dare ; Mark how this way yon bending squadrons yield ! 
ipts alone, but leads himself the war. The storm rolls on, and Hector rules the field: 450 
ack body of the foes he pours ; Here stand his utmost force—The warrior said : 
re cloud's deep bosom, swell’d with showers, | Swift at the word his pond’rous javelin fied ; 
| storm the purple ocean sweeps, Nor miss’d its aim, but where the plumage danced 
5 wild waves, and tosses all the deeps. Razed the smooth cone, and thence obliquely glanced. 
e' when Jove the Trojan’s glory crown’d, |Safe in his helm the gift of Phoebus’ hands) 
iis arm what heroes bit the ground ? Without a wound the Trojan hero stands ; 
Jolops, and Autonous died, But yet so stunn’d, that, staggering on the plain, 
‘xt was added to their side ; 390 His arm and knee his sinking bulk sustain ; 
ve Hipponous famed in many a fight, O'er his dim sight the misty vapours rise, 
, Orus, sunk to endless night ; And a short darkness shades his swimming eyes. 460 
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Tydides follow’d to regain his lance ; 

While Hector rose, recover'd from the trance ; 
Remounts his car, and herds amidst the crowd : 
The Greek pursues him, and exults aloud : 

Once more thank Phebus for thy forfeit breath, 
Or thank that swiftness which outstrips the death. 
Weill by Apollo are thy prayers repaid, 

And oft that partial power has lent his aid. 

Thou shalt not long the death deserved withstand, 
If any god assist Tydides’ hand. 

Fly then, inglorious ! but thy flight, this day 
Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghosts shall pay. 

Hin, while he triumph’d, Paris eyed from far, 
(The spouse of Helen, the fair cause of war :) 
Around the fields his feather’d shafts he sent, 
From ancient Ius’ ruin’d monument: 

Behind the column placed, he bent his bow, 

And wing’d an arrow at the unwary foe ; 

Just as he stoop’d, Agastrophus's crest 

To seize, and draw the corselet from his breast, 480 
The bow-string twang’d ; nor flew the shaft in vain, 
But pierced his foot, and nail'd it to the plain. 

The laughing Trojan with a joyful spring, 

Leaps from his ambush, and insults the king. 

He bleeds ! (he cries) some god has sped my dart, 
Would the same god had fix’d it in his heart ! 

Sy Troy, relieved from that wide wasting hand, 
Should breathe from slaughter, and in combat stand; 
Whose sons now tremble at his darted spear, 

As scatter'd lambs the rushing lion fear. 

He dauntless thus: thou conqueror of the fair, 
Thou woman warrior with the curling hair ; 

Vain archer ! trusting to the distant dart, 
Unskili’d in arms to act a manly part! 

Thou hast but done what boys or women can ; 
Such hands may wound, but not incense a man. 
Nor boast the scratch thy feeble arrow gave, 

A coward's weapon never harts the brave. 

Not so this dart, which thou may’st one day feel : 
Fate wings its flight, and death is on the steel. 
Where this but lights, some noble life expires: 

Its touch makes orphans, bathes the cheeks of sires, 
Steeps carth in purple, gluts the birds of air, 
And leaves such objects as distract the fair. 
Ulysses hastens with a trembling heart, 

Before him steps, and bending draws the dart: 
Forth flows the blood ; an cager pang succeeds : 
Tydides mounts, and to the navy epceds. 

Now on the field Ulysses stands alone, 

The Greeks all fled, the Trojans pouring on ; 
But stands collected in himself, and whole, 
And questions thus his own unconquer'd soul : 

What farther subterfuge, what hopes remain ? 
What shame, inglorious, if I quit the plain! 
What danger, singly if I stand the ground, 

My friends all scatter’d, all the foes around! 
Yet wherefore doubtful ? let this truth suffice, 
The brave meets danger, and the coward flies: 
To die or conquer, proves a hero’s heart ; 

And knowing this, I know a soldier's part. 

Such thoughts revolving in his careful breast, 
Near, and more near, the shady cohorts press’d : 
These, in the warrior, their own fate enclose: 
And round him deep the steely circle grows. 

So fares a boar whom all the troop surrounds 
Of shouting huntsmen, and of clamorous hounds ; 
He grinds his ivory tusks ; he foams with ire, 

His sanguine cye-balls glare with living fire: 
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By these, by those, on every part is plied ; 
And the red slaughter spreads on every side. 53 
Pierced through the shoulder, first Deiopie fell, 
Next Ennomus and Thodn sunk to hell; 
Chersidamas, beneath the naval thrast, 
Falls prone to earth, and grasps the bloody dest. 
Charops, the son of Hippasus, was near ; 
Ulysses reach'd him with the fatal spear ; 
But to his aid his brother Socus flies, 
Socus, the brave, the generous, and the wise: 
Near as he drew, the warrior thus began: 

O great Ulysses, much-enduring man ! 
Not deeper skill’d in every martial slight, 
Than worn to toils, and active in the fight ! 
This day two brothers shall thy conquest grace, 
And end at once the great Hippacian race, 
Or thou beneath this lance must press the field— 
He said, and forceful pierced his spacious shield: 
Through the strong brass the ringing javelin thrown, 
Plough’d half his side, and bared it to the bone. 
By Pallas’ care, the spear, though deep infix’d, 
Stopp’d short of life, nor with his entrails mix'd. 580 

The wound not mortal wise Ulysses knew, 
Then furious thus (but first some steps withdrew:) 
Unhappy man! whoee death our hands shall grace! 
Fate calls thee hence, and finish’d is thy race. 

No longer check my conquests on the foe ; 

But, pierced by this, to endless darkness go, 

And add one spectre to the realms below! 

He spoke; while Socus, seized with sudden fright, 

Trembling gave way, and turn’d his back to flight: 

Between his shoulders pierced the following 
dart, 50 

And held its passage through the panting heart. 

Wide in his breast appear’d the grizly wound; 

He falls; his armour rings against the ground. 

Then thus Ulysses, gazing on the slain ; 

Famed son of Hippasus! there press the plain ; 

There end thy narrow span assign'd by fate, 

Heaven owes Ulysses yet a longer date. 

Ah, wretch! no father shall thy corpee compose, 

Thy dying eyes no tender mother close ; 

But hungry birds shall tear those balls away, 

And hovering vultures scream around their prey. 

Me Greece shall honour, when I meet my doom, 

With solemn funerals and a lasting tomb. 

Then, raging with intolerable smart, 

He writhes hia body, and extracts the dart. 

The dart a tide of spouting gore pursued, 

And gladden’d Troy with sight of hostile blood. 

Now troops on troops the fainting chief invade, 

Forced he recedes, and loudly calls for aid. 

Thrice to its pitch his lofty voice he rears ; 

The well-known voice thrice Menalaiis hears : 

Alarm’d, to Ajax Telamon he cried, 

Who shares his labours, and defends his side. 

O friend! Ulysses’ shouts invade my ear ; 

Distress’d he seems, and no assistance near: 

Strong as he is, yet, one opposed to all, 

Oppress’d by multitudes, the best may fall. 

Grecce, robb'd of him, must bid her host despair, 

And feel a loss not ages can repair. 

Then where the cry directs, his course he bends; 
Great Ajax, like the god of war, attends. 51 
The prudent chief in sore distress they found, 
With bands of furious Trojans compass'd round. 
As when some huntsman, with a flying spear, 
From the blind thicket wounds a stately deer; 


δ 
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left side while fresh the blood distils, (By the long lance, the sword, or ponderous stone, 
aloft, and scuds from hills to hills: The ranks lie scatter'd, and the troops o'erthrown.) 
arm vapour issuing through the wound, {| Ajax he shuns, through al] the dire debate, 
‘ain-wolves the fainting beast surround; | And fears that arm whose force he felt so late. 

‘ jawe his prostrate limbe invade, 600] But partial Jove, espousing Hector’s part, 


shes through the woodland shade, Shot heaven bred horror through the Grecian’s heart, 
» though hungry, scour dispersed away; |Confused, unnerved, in Hector’s presence grown, 
savage vindicates his prey. Amazed he stood, with terrors not his own. 671 
1, unconquer'd by his pains, O'er his broad back his moony shield he threw, 
rrior, half a host sustains : And glaring round, with tardy steps withdrew. 

Ajax heaves his tower-like shield, Thus the grim lion his retreat maintains, 

ἃ crowds fly frighted o'er the field ; Beset with watchful dogs and shouting swains ; 

1 the sinking hero stays, Repulsed by numbers from the nightly stalls, 
from numbers, to his car conveys. Though rage impels him, and though hunger calls. 

s Ajax plies the routed crew ; 610] Long stands the showering darts and missile fires ; 
»ryclus, Priam’s son, he slew ; Then sourly slow the indignant beast retires. 
‘andocus next inflicts a wound, So turn’d stern Ajax, by whole hosts repell’d, 680 
rsander bleeding on the ground. While his swoln heart at every step rebell'd. 

torrent ewell’d with wintry rains, As the slow beast with heavy strength indued 


the mountains o’er the deluged plains, | In some wide field by troops of boys pursued, 
nd oaks, from their foundations torn, Though round his sides a wooden tempest rain, 


ruins! to the seas are borne : Crops the tal] harvest, and lays waste the plain ; 
thus o’erwhelms the yielding throng; | Thick on his hide the hollow blows resound, 

, and chariots, roll in heaps along. The patient animal maintains his ground, 9 

or, from this scene of slaughter far, 620) Scarce from the field with all their efforts chased, 

e left, and ruled the tide of war: And stirs but slowly when he stirs at last. 

3 proclaim his progress through the plain, | On Ajax thus a weight of Trojans hung, 690 
camander swells with heaps of slain. | The strokes redoubled on his buckler rung ; 

»r and Idomeneus oppose Confiding now in bulky strength he stands, 

*s fury, there the battle glows : Now turns, and backward bears the yielding bands: 
‘on foot, or from the chariot’s height, | Now stiff recedes, yet hardly seems to fly, 

eforms the beauteous ranks of fight. And threats his followers with retorted eye. 

of Helen dealing darts around, Fix’d as the bar between two warring powers, 

. Machaon with a distant wound ; While hissing darts descend in iron showers: 
shoulder the broad shaft appear'd, 690] ἴῃ his broad buckler many a weapon stood, 

ng Greece for her physician fear'd. Its surface bristled with a quivering wood ; 

hen Idomeneus begun: And many a javelin, guiltless, on the plain 700 
eece, old Neleus’ valiant son! Marks the dry dust, and thirsts for blood in vain. 
chariot, haste with speed away, But bold Eurypylus his aid imparts, 

[achaon to the ships convey. And dauntless springs beneath a cloud of darts ; 
cian, skill’d our wounds to heal, Whose eager javelin launch’d against the foe, 

1 armies to the public weal. Great Apisaon felt the fatal blow ; 

mounts the seat: beside him rode From his torn liver the red current flow’d, 

"ἃ offspring of the healing god. And his slack knees desert their dying load. 


2 Iash; the steeds with sounding feet 640] The victor rushing to despoil the dead, 
ry field, and thunder toward the fleet. From Paris’ bow a vengeful arrow fled ; 


Cebriones, from Hector's car, Fix’d in his nervots thigh the weapon stood, 710 
: various fortune of the war. Fix’d was the point, but broken was the wood. 
(he cried) the flying Greeks are slain, | Back to the lines the wounded Greek retired, 
Trojans yonder !oad the plain. Yet thus, retreating, his associates fired : 
Ajax see the mingled throng What god, O Grecians ! has your hearts dismay’d? 
chariots driven in heaps along ! Oh, turn to arms! ‘tis Ajax claims your aid. 
well, distinguish’d o’er the field This hour he stands the mark of hostile rage, 
! glittering of the seven-fold shield. And this the last brave battle he shall wage ; 
lector, thither urge thy steeds, 650} Haste, join your forces ; from the gloomy grave 
r calls, and there the combat bleeds; =| The warrior rescue, and your country save. 719 
and foot in mingled deaths unite, Thus urged the chief: a generous troop appears, 


of slaughter mix with shouts of fight. | Who spread their bucklers, and advance their spears, 
‘ spoke, the driver's lash resounds : To guard their wounded friend : while thus they stand 
h the ranks the rapid chariot bounds; | With pious care, great Ajax joins the band : 
: stroke, the coursers scour the fields, Each takes new courage at the hero’s sight ; 


f carcasses, and hills of shields. The hero rallies, and renews the fight. 

hoofs are bathed in hero's gore, Thus raged both armies like conflicting fires, 

g, purple all the car before ; While Nestor’s chariot far from fight retires : 

g axle sable drops distils, 660] His coursers steep'd in sweat, and stain’d with gore, 
d carnage clogs the rapid wheels. The Greeks’ preserver, great Machaon, bore. 


i, plunging through the thickest fight, {That hour, Achilles from the topmost height 739 
uk phalanx, and let in the light: Of his proud fleet o’erlook’d the fields of fight ; 
2N 


His feasted eyes behe!d around the plain 
The Grecian rout, the slaying, and the slain. 
His friend Machaon singled from the rest, 
A transient pity touch'd his vengeful breast 
Straight to Menetius’ much-loved son he sent , 
Gracefal as Mars, Patroclus quits his tent : 
In evil hour! Then fate decreed his doom ; 
And fix'd the date of all his woes to come, 
Why calls my friend? Thy loved injunctions lay ; 
Whato’er thy will, Patroclus shall obey. 741 
O first of friends ! (Pelides thus replied) 
Still at my heart, and ever at my side ! 
The time is come, when yon despairing host 
Shall learn the value of the man they lost: 
Now at my knees the Greeke shall pour their moan, 
And proud Atrides tremble on his throne. 
Go now Nestor, and from him be taught 
What wounded warrior late his chariot brought: 
For, seen at distance, and but seen behind, 
His form recali’d Machaon to my mind ; 
Nor could J, through yon clouds, discern his face, 
The coursers pass'd me with so swift a pace. 
The hero said. His friend obey'd with haste ; 
Thr6éugh intermingled ships and tents he pass’d ; 
The chiefs descending from their car he found ; 
The panting steeds Eurymedon unbound. 
The warriors standing on the breezy shore, 
To dry their sweat, and wash away the gore, 
Here paused a moment, while the gentle gale 
Convey‘d that freshness the 600] seas exhale ; 
Then to consult on farther methods went, 
And took their seats beneath the shady tent. 
, The draught prescribed, fair Hecamede prepares, 
Arsinous daughter, graced with golden hairs, 
‘Whom to his aged arms, a royal slave, 
Greece, as the prize of Nestor’s wisdom, gave :) 
A table first with azure feet she placed, 
Whose ample orb a brazen charger graced : 
Honey new press‘d, the sacred flour of wheat, 770 
And wholesome garlic crown'd the savoury treat. 
Next her white hand a spacious gobiect brings, 
A goblet sacred to the Pylian kings 
From eldest times : the massy sculptured vase, 
Glittering with golden studs, four handles grace, 
And curling vines around each handle το] ἃ, 
Support two turtle-doves emboss’d in gold. 
A massy weight, yet heaved with ease by him, 
When the brisk nectar overlook'd the brim. 
Temper'd in this, the nymph of form divine 
Pours a large portion of the Pramnian wine ; 
With goata’ milk cheese a flavourous taste bestows, 
And last with flour the smiling surface strews. 
This for the wounded prince the dame prepares ; 
The cordial beverage reverend Nestor shares - 
Salubrious draughts the warriors’ thirst allay 
And pleasing conference beguiles the day. 
Meantime Patroclus, by Achilles seat, 
Unheard app’oach’d, and stood before the tent. 
Old Nestor rising then, the hero led 
To his high eeat : the chief refused, and said ; 
*Tis now no season for these kind delays ; 
The great Achilles with impatience stays. 
To great Achilles this respect I owe ; 
Who asks what hero, wounded by the foe, 
Was borne from combat by thy foaming steeds 2 
With gricf I sce the great Machaon bleeds : 
This to report, my hasty course | bend : 
Thou know'st the fiery temper of my friend. 
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750| The bulls of Elis in glad triumph led, 


760|Thus Elis forced, her long arrears restored, 


780} Not far the streams of famed Alpheus flow . 


[Βοος ΣΙ. 


Can then the sone of Greece, the sage rejoin'd) 
Excite compassion in Achilles’ mind ? 601 
Seeks he the sorrows of our host to know ? 

This is not half the story of our woe. 

Tell him, not great Machaon bleeds alone, 

Our bravest heroes in the navy groan ; 

Ulysses, Agamemnon, Diomed, 

And stern Eurypylus, already bleed. 

But ah! what flattcring hopes I entertain! 
Achilles heeds not, but derides our pain: 

E‘en till the flames consume our fleet he stays, ὃ 
And waits the rising of the fatal blaze. 

Chicf after chief the raging foe destroys ; 

Calm he looks on, and every death enjoys. 

Now the slow course of all-impairing time 
Unstrings my nerves, and ends my manly prime; 
Oh ! had I still that strength my youth possess‘, 
When this bold arm the Epeian powers oppress'd, 


And stretch’d the great Itymonzus dead ! 

Then from my fury fled the trembling swains, & 
And ours was all the plunder of the plains: 

Fifty white flocks, full fifty herds of swine, 

As many gvats, as many lowing kine; 

And thrice the number of unrivall’d steeds, 

All teeming females, and of generous breeds, 
These, as my first essay of arms, I won ; 

Old Neleua gloried in his conquering son. 


And shares were parted to cach Pylian lord. 

The state of Pyle was sunk to last despair, 
When the proud Elians first commenced the war: 
For Neleus’ sons Alcides’ rage had slain : 

Of twelve bold brothers, I alone remain ! 
Oppress'd, we arm’d; and now this conquest gan’ 
My sire three hundred chosen shcep obtain’d. 
(That large reprisal he might justly claim, 
For prize defrauded, and insulted fame, 
When Elis’ monarch at the public course 
Detain’d his chariot and victorious horse.) 
The rest the people shared ; myself survey'd 
The just partition, and due victims paid. 
Three days were past, when Filis rose to war, 
With many a courser, and with many a car; 
The sons of Actor at their army's head 
(Young as they were) the vengeful squadrons led. 
High on a rock fair Thryoéssa stands, 

Our utmost frontier on the Pylian lands ; 


The stream they pass’d, and pitch'd their tents below. 
Pallas, descending in the shades of night, 89 
Alarms the Pylians, and commands the fight. 
Fach burns for fame, and swells with martial pride; 
Myself the foremost; but my sire denied : 

Fear'd for my youth, exposed to stern alarms; 
And stopp'd my chariot, and detain'd my arms. 
My sire denied in vain: on foot I fled 

Amidst our chariots ; for the goddess led. 


790] Along fair Arene’s delightful plain, 


Soft Minyas rolls his waters to the main. 

There, horse and foot, the Pylian troops unite, ΚΡ 
And, sheath‘d in arms, expect the dawning light. 
Thence, ere the sun advanced his noon-day flams, 
To great Alpheus’ sacred source we came. 

There first to Jove our solemn rites were paid; 

An untamed heifer pleased the blue-eyed maid; 

A bull Alphius ; and a bull was slain 

To the blue monarch of the watery main. 
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slept, beside the winding flood, Soon as he came, where, on the crowded strand, 

id the town the fierce Epeians stood. The public mart and courts of justice stand, 

2 sun, with all-revealing ray, 810] Where the tall ficct of great Ulysses lies, 

the front of heaven, and gave the day, And altars to the guardian gods arise ; 

es of arms, and works of war appear ; There sad he met the brave Evemon’s son, 940 
3 meet ; there Pylos, Elis here. Large painful drops from all his members run ' 

ho fell, beneath my javelin bled ; An arrow’s head yet rooted in his wound, 

s’ son, and spouse of Agamede ; The sable blood in circles mark’d the ground, 

Ι simples’ healing virtues knew, As faintly reeling he confess'd the smart ; 

herb that drinks the morning dew.) Weak was his pace, but dauntless was his heart ; 

car, the van of battle led : Divine compassion touch'd Patroclus’ breast, 

is saw, they trembled, and they fled Who, sighing, thus his bleeding friend address’d: 
persed, their bravest warrior kill'd, 680} Ah, hapless leaders of the Grecian host! 
whirlwind now I swept the field : Thus must ye perish on a barbarous coast ? 

ptive chariots graced my train; Ie this your fate, to glut the dogs with gore, 950 


from each fe}l breathless to the plain. Far from your friends, and from your native shore? 
*s sons had died, but Neptune shrouds Say, great Eurypylus! shall Greece yet stand ? 


al heroes in a veil of clouds. Resists she yet the raging Hector’s hand? 
shields, and o'er the prostrate throng, Or are her heroes doom’d to die with shame, 
poils, and slaughtering all along, And this the period of our wars and fame? 
ide Boprasian fields we forced the foes, Eurypylus’ replies: No more, my friend ; 
the vales the Olenian rocks arose : Grecce is no more! this day her glories end. 
stopp’d us where Alisium flows: 890 | E’en to the ships victorious Troy pursues, 
he hindmost of their rear I slay, Her force increasing as her toil renews. 
oe arm that led, concludes the day; Those chiefs, that used her utmost rage to meet, 960 
to Pyle triumphant take my way. Lie pierced with wounds, and bleeding in the fleet. 
gh Jove were public thanks assign’d, But thou, Patroclus! act a friendly part, 
ods; to Nestor, of mankind. Lead to my ships, and draw this deadly dart ; 
was, impell’d by youthful blood ; With lukewarm water wash the gore away, 
ny valour for my country’s good. With healing balms the raging smart allay, 
h unactive fury glows, Such as sage Chiron, sire of pharmacy, 
0 passion what to Greece he owes. Once taught Achilles, and Achilles thee. 
16 grieve, when to the eternal shade 900} Of two famed surgeons, Podalirius stands 
hall sink, nor his the power to aid ? This hour surrounded by the Trojan bands; 
1y memory recalls the day, And great Machaon, wounded in his tent, 970 
ering aids along the Grecian sea, Now wants the succour which so oft he lent. 
88 touch’d at Phthia’s port, To him the chief. What then remains to do? 
. Peleus’ hospitable court. The event of things the gods alone can view. 
ive he slew in sacrifice, Charged by Achilles’ great command I fly, 
libations on the flaming thighs, And bear in haste the Pylian king’s reply: 
hilles, and thy reverend sire, But thy distress this instant claims relief. 
urn'd the fragments on the fire, He said, and in hig arms upheld the chief. 
58 us, to the feast invites ! 910 | The slaves their master’s slow approach survey'd, 
it, and share the genial rites. And hides of oxen on the floor display’d : 


plain’d the cause on which we came, There stretch'd at length the wounded hero lay, 980 
© arms, and found you fierce for fame. | Patroclus cut the forky steel away. 


t father's generous precepts gave ; Then in his hands a bitter root he bruised ; 

only this—‘ My son! be brave.’ The wound he wash’d, the styptic juice infused. 
us: ‘Though great Achilles shine The closing flesh that instant ceased to glow, 
iuperior, and of race divine, The wound to torture, and the blood to flow. 


houghts thy elder years attend ; 
counsels aid, and rule thy friend.’ 
your father at Thesealia’s court; 920 


forgot, though now of vast import. BOOK XII. 

utmost that a friend can say, 

force the fiercest minds obey. ARGUMENT. 

ring god Achilles’ heart may move; The Battle at the Grecian wall. 

fto glory, he may yield to love. The Greeks being retired into their intrenchments, Mee 
oracle his breast alarm, tor attemps to force them; but it proving impossible 
n heaven withhold his saving arm; to pass the ditch, Polydamus advises to quit their 
of comfort yet on Greece may shine, chariots, and manage the attack on foot. The Tro- 
ead the Myrmidonian line; jans follow his counsel, and, having divided their 
illes’ arms, if thou appear, 930 | army into five bodies of foot, begin the assault. But 


upon the signal of an eagle with a serpent in his ta- 
lons, which appeared on the left hand of the Trojans, 
Polydamus endeavours to withdraw them again. This 


may tremble, and desist from war ; 
resh forcea, her over-labour'd train, 


neir walls, and Greece respire again. Hector opposes, and continues the attack; in which, 
h’d his gencrous heart, and from the tent,! after many actions, Sarpedon makes the first breach 
hore with hasty strides he went; in the wall: Hector also casting a stone of vast size, 
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forees open one of the gates, and enters at the bead| The bottom bare, (a formidable show !) 
of his troops, who victoriously pursue the Grecians! And bristled thick with sharpen'd stakes below. 


even to their ehips. 


BOOK ΧΙ]. 

WHutte thus the hero's pious cares attend, 
The cure and safety of his wounded friend, 
Trojans and Greeks with clashing shields engage, 
And mutual deaths are dealt with mutnal rage. 
Nor long the trench ot lofty walls oppose ; 

With gods averse the ill-fated works arose ; 
Their powers neglected, and no victim slain, 
The walls were raised, the trenches sunk in vain. 

Without the gods, how short a period stands 
The proudest monument of mortal hands ! 

This stood, while Hector and Achilles raged, 
While sacred Troy the warring hosts engaged ; 
But when her sons were slain, her city burn’d, 
And what survived of Greece to Greece return’d, 
Then Neptune and Apollo shook the shore, 
Then Ida’s summits pour'd their watery store ; 
Rhesus and Rhodius then unite their rills, 
Caresus roaring down the stony hills, 

#Esepus, Granicus, with mingled force, 

And Xanthus foaming from his fruitful source! 
And gulfy Simois, rolling to the main ; 

Helmets, and shields, and godlike heroes slaim : 
These turn'd by Phcebus from their wonted ways, 
Deluged the rampire nine continual days ; 

The weight of waters saps the yielding wall, 
And to the sea the floating bulwarks fall. 
Incessant cataracts the Thunderer pours, 

And half the skies descend in sluicy showers 
The god of ocean, marching stern before, 


The foot alone this strong defence could force, 

And try the pass impervious to the horse. 

This saw Polydamas; who, wisely brave, 

Restrain'd great Hector, and this council gave: 
Oh thou! bold leader of the Trojan bands, 

And you, confederate chiefs from foreign lands! 77 

What entrance here can cumbrous chariots find, 

The stakes beneath, the Grecian walls behind ? 

No pass through those, without a thousand wounds, 

No space for combat in yon narrow bounds. 

Proud of the favours mighty Jove has shown, 

On certain dangers we too rashly run: 


10} If ‘tis his will our haughty foes to tame, 


Oh may this instant end the Grecian name! 

Here, far from Argos, let their heroes fall, 

And one great day destroy and bury all! ϑ 
But should they turn, and here oppress our train, 
What hopes, what methods of retreat remain? 
Wedged in the trench, by our own troops confused, 
In one promiscuous carnage crush’d and bruised, 
All Troy must perish, if their arms prevail, 

Nor shall a Trojan live to tell the tale. 


90] Hear then, ye warriors! and obey with speed; 


Back from the trenches let your steeds be led, 
Then all alighting, wedged in firm array, 

Proceed on foot, and Hector lead the way. 9 
So Greece shall stoop before our conquering power, 
And this (if Jove consent) her fatal hour. 

This counsel pleased: the godlike Hector sprang 
Swift from his seat; his clapging armour rung. 
The chief’s example follow'd by his train, 

Each quits his car, and issues on the plain. 


With his huge trident wounds the trembling shore, 30] By orders strict the charioteers enjoin‘d, 
Vast stones and piles from their foundation heaves, |Compel the coursers to their ranks behind. 


And whelms the smoky ruin in the waves. 
Now smooth’d with sand, and levell’d by the flood, 
No fragment tells where once the wonder stood ; 
In their old bounds the rivers roll again, 
Shine 'twixt the hills, or wander o'er the plain. 

But this the gods in later times perform: 
As yet the bulwark stood, and braved the storm; 
The strokes yet echo'd of contending powers ; 


The forces part in five distinguish’d bands, 

And all obcy their several chiefs’ commands. 1 
The best and bravest in the first conspire, 

Pant for the fight, and threat the fleet with fire: 
Great Hector glorious in the van of these, 
Polydamus, and brave Cebriones. 

Before the next the gracefaol Paris shines, 

And bold Alcathoiis, and Agenor joins. 


War thunder’d at the gates, and blood distain’d the |The sons of Priam with the third appear, 


towers. 
Smote by the arm of Jove, with dire dismay, 
Close by their hollow ships the Grecians lay : 
Hector’s approach in every wind they hear, 
And Hector’s fury every moment fear. 
He, like a whirlwind, toss‘d the scattering throng, 
Mingled the troops, and drove the field along. 
So ’midst the dogs and hunters’ daring bands, 
Fierce of his might, a boar or lion stands ; 
Arm'd foes around a dreadful circle form, 
And hissing javelins rain an iron storm: 
His powers untamed their bold assault defy, 
And where he turns, the rout disperse, or die: 
He foams, he glares, he bounds against them all, 
And if he falls, his courage makes him fall. 
With equal rage encompass’d Hector glows; 
Exhorts his armies, and the trenches shows. 
The panting steeds impatient fury breathe, 
But snort and tremble at the gulf beneath ; 
Just on the brink they ncigh, and paw the ground, 
And the turf trembles, and the skies resound. 
Eager they view’a tne prospect dark and deep, 
Vast was the leap, and headlong hung the steep: 


40| Deiphobus, and Helenus the seer ; 


In arms with these the mighty Asius stood, 
Who drew from Hyrtacus his noble blood, 
And whom Arisba’s yellow coursers bore, 
The coursers fed on SeJlé’s winding shore. 
Antenor’s sons the fourth battalion guide, 
And great /Eneas, born on fountful Ide. 
Divine Sarpedon the Jast band obey‘d, 
Whom Glaucus and Asteropeus aid, 

Next him, the bravest at their army’s head, 


110 


50| But he more brave than all the hosts he led. 


Now with compacted shields in close array, 
The moving legions speed their headlong way: 0 
Already in their hopes they fire the fleet, 
And see the Grecians gasping at their feet. 
While every Trojan thus, and every aid, 
The advice of wise Polydamas obey’d; 
Asius alone confiding in his car, 
His vaunted coursers urged to meet the war. 
Unhappy hero! and advised in vain! 


60/Those whcels returning ne’er shall mark the plais; 


No more those coursers with triumphant joy, 


Restore their master to the gates of Troy! 13 


Βοοκ XII] 


Black death attends behind the Grecian wa, 
And great Idomeneus shall! boast thy fall. 

Fierce to the left he drives, where from the plain 
The flying Grecians strove their ships to gain; 


Swift through the wall their horse and chariots pass’d, 


The gates half-open'd to receive the last. 
Thither, exulting in his force, he flies : 

His following host with clamours rend the skies; 
To plunge the Grecians headlong in the main, 


Such their proud hopes, but all their hopes were vain. 
To guard the gates, two mighty chiefs attend, 141 


Who from the Lapiths’ warlike race descend ; 
This Polypeetes, great Perithous’ heir, 

And that Leonteus, like the god of war. 

As two tall oaks, before the wall they rise ; 
Their roots in earth, their heads amidst the skies: 


Whose spreading arms with leafy honours crown’d, 


Forbid the tempest, and protect the ground ; 
High on the hill appears their stately form, 

And their deep roots for ever brave the storm. 
So graceful these, and so the shock they stand, 
Of raging Asius, and his furious band. 
Orestes, Acamas, in front appear, 
And Cnomaus and Thoon close the rear. 
Xn vain their clamours shake the ambient fields, 
¥n vain around them beat their hollow shields ; 
"The fearless brothers on the Grecians call, 
"To guard their navies, and defend the wall. 
E’en when they saw Troy's sable troops impend, 
And Greece tumultuous from her towers descend, 
Forth from the portals rush'd the intrepid pair, 


So two wild boars spring furious from their den, 
Roused with the cries of dogs and voice of men ; 
On every side the crackling trees they tear, 
And root the shrubs, and lay the forest bare ; 


They gnash their tusks, with fire their eve-balle roll, 


Till some wide wound lets out their mighty soul. 
Around their heads the whistling javelins sung, 


With sounding strokes their brazen targets rung; 170 


Fierce was the fight, while yet the Grecian powers 
Maintain’d the walls, and mann‘d the lofty towers: 
To save their flect, the last efforts they try, 

And stones and darts in mingled tempests fly. 

As when sharp Boreas blows abroad, and brings 
The dreary winter on his frozen wings; 
Beneath the low-hung clouds the sheets of snow 
Descend, and whiten all the fielda below : 

So fast the darts on either army pour, 

So down the rampires rolls the rocky shower ; 
Heavy and thick, resound the batter'd shields, 
And the deaf echo rattles round the fields. 


With shame repulsed, with grief and fury driven, 


The frantic Asius thus accuses heaven: 
In powers immortal who shal: now believe ? 
Can those too flatter, and can Jove deceive ? 


What man could doubt but Troy's victorious power, 


Should humble Greece, and this her fata] hour ? 
Bat like when wasps from hollow craunies drive, 


To guard the entrance of their common hive, 190 


Darkening the rock, while with unwearied wings 
They strike the assailants, and infix their stings; 
A race determined, that to death contend: 

So fierce these Greeks their last retreats defend. 
Gods! shall two warriors only guard their gates, 
Repel an army, and defraud the fates? 

These empty accents mingled with the wind, 

Nor moved great Jove's unalterable mind; 
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To godlike Hector and his matchless might 200 
Was owed the glory of the destined fight. 

Like deeds of arms through all the forts were tried, 
And all the gates sustain’d an equal tide ; 

Through the long walls the stony showers were heard, 
The blaze of flames, the flash of arms appear’d. 
The spirit of a god my breast inspire, 

To raise each act to life, and sing with fire! 
While Greece unconquer'd kept alive the war, 
Secure of death, confiding in despair; 

And all her guardian gods, in deep dismay, 
With unagsisting arms deplored the day. 

E’en yet the dauntiess Lapithe maintain 
The dreadful pass, and round them heap the slain. 
First Damasus, by Polypetes’ steel 
Pierced through his helmet's brazen visor, fell ; 
The weapon drank the mingled brains and gore; 
The warrior sinks, tremendous now no more ! 
Next Ormenus and Pylon yield their breath ; 
Nor less Leontcus strews the field with death : 
Firat through the belt Hippomachus he gored, 
Then sudden waved his unresisted sword; 
Antiphates, as through the ranks he broke, 

The falchion struck, and fate pursued the stroke ; 
Iimenus, Orestes, Menon, bled ; 
And round him rose a monument of dead. 

Meantime, the bravest of the Trojan crew, 
Bold Hector and Polydamas pursue ; 

Fierce with impatience on the works to fall, 
And wrap in rolling flames the fleet and wall. 


210 


161} These on the farther bank now stood and gazed, 
Opposed their breasts, and stood themselves the war. 


By heaven alarm'd, by prodigies amazed : 

A signal omen stopp’d the passing host, 

Their martial fury in their wonder lost. 

Jove’s bird on sounding pinions beat the skies, 

A bleeding serpent of enormous size 

His talons truss’d: alive, and curling round, 

He etung the bird, whose throat received the wound: 
Mad with the smart he drops the fatal prey, 

In airy circles wings his painful way, 

Floats on the winds, and rends the heavens with cries: 
Amidst the host the fallen serpent lies. 240 
They, pale with terror, mark its spires unroll'd, 
And Jove's portent with beating hearts behold. 
Then first Polydamus the silence broke, 

Long weigh’d the signal, and to Hector spoke : 
How oft, my brother, thy reproach I bear, 
For words well-meant, and sentiments sincere! 
True to those counsels which I judge the bem, 

I tell the faitnful dictates of my breast. 

To speak his thoughts, is every freeman’s right, 
In peace and war, in council and in fight ; 

And all I move, deferring to thy sway, 

But tends to raise that power which I obey. 
Then hear my words, nor may my words be vain: 
Seek not, this day, the Grecian ships to gain? 
For sure to warn us Jove his omen sent, 

And thus my mind explains its clear event: 

The victor eagle, whose sinister flight 

Retards our host, and fills our hearts with fright, 
Dismiss'd his conquest in the middle skies, 
Allow'd to seize, but not possess the prize ; 
Thus though we gird with fires the Grecian fleet, 
Though these proud bulwarks tumble at our feet, 
Toils unforeseen, and fiercer are decreed ; 

More woes shall follow, and more heroes bleed. 
So bodes my soul, and bids me thus advise: 

For thus a skilful seer would read the skies 
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258 
To him then Hector with di«dain return'd, 
(Fierce as he spoke, his eyes with fury burn d:) 
Are these the faithful councils of thy tongue ? 
Thy will is partial, not thy reason wrong: 
Or, if the purpose of thy heart thou vent, 
Sure heaven resumes the little sense it lent. 
What coward counc:ls would thy madness move, 
Against the word, the will reveal’d of Jove ? 
The leading sign, the irrevocable nod, 
And happy thunders of the favouring god, 
These shall 1 slight? and guide my wavering mind 
By wandering birds, that flit with every wind 7 
Ye vagrants of the sky! your wings extend, 
Or where the suns arise, or where descend ; 
To right, to left, unheeded take your way, 
While I the dictates of high heaven obey. 
Without a sign his sword the brave man draws, 
And asks no omen but his country’s cause. 
But why shouldst thou suspect the war's success ῖ 
None fears it more, as none promotes it less: 
Though al! our chiefs amid yon ships expire, 
Trust thy own cowardice to escape their fire. 
Troy and her sons may find a general grave, 
But thou canst live, for thou canst be a slave. 
¥et should the fears that wary mind suggests 
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He stills the winds, and bide the skies to sleep, 
Then pours the silent tempest thick and deep: 
And first the mountain tops are cover'd o'er, 


270 Then the green fields, and then the sandy shore ; 


Bent with the weight the nodding woods are seen, 
And one bright waste hides al] the works of men: 30 
The circling seas alone absorbing all, 
Drink the dissolving fleeces as they fall. 
So from each side increased the stony rain, 
And the white ruin rises o’er the plain. 
Thus godlike Hector and his troops contend 
To force the ramparts, and the gates to rend; 
Nor Troy could conquer, nor the Greeks would yield, 


980, Till great Sarpedon tower'd amid the field; 


For mighty Jove inspired with martial flame 

His matchless son, and urged him on to fame, 56 

In arms he shines, conspicuous from afar, 

And bears aloft his ample shield in air ; 

Within whose orb the thick bull-hides were roll'd, 

Ponderous with brass, and bound with durtile god; 

And while two pointed javelins arm his hands, 

Majestic moves along, and leads his Lycian bands. 
So, press’d with hunger, from the mountain's brow 


290 | Descends a lion on the flocks below ; 


So stalks the lordly savage o’er the plain, 


Spread their cold poison through our soldier's breasts, [ἢ sullen majesty, and stern disdain : 


My javelin can revenge so base a part, 

And free tie soul that quivers in thy heart. 
Furious he spoke, and rushing to the wall, 

Calls on his host ; his host obey the call ; 

With ardour follow where their Jeadcr flies : 

Redoubling clamours thunder in the skies. 

Jove breathes a whirlwind from the hills of Ide, 

And dritts of dust the clouded navy hide: 

He fills the Greeks with terror and dismay, 

And gives great Hector the predestined day. 

Strong in themselves, but stronger in his aid, 

Close to the works their rigid siege they aid. 

In vain the mounds and massy beams defend, 

While these they undermine, and those they rend; 

Upheave the piles that prop the solid wall; 

And heaps on heaps the smoky ruins fall. 

Greece on her rampart stands the fierce alarms; 


In vain loud mastiffs bay him from afar, 

And shepherds gall him with an iron war; 

Regardless, furious, he pursues his way ; 

He foams, he roars, he rends the panting prey 
Resolved alike, divine Sarpedon glows 

With generous rage that drives him on the foes. 

He views the towers, and meditate. their fall, 


300 To sure destruction dooms the aspiring wall ; 


Then casting on his friend an ardent look, 
Fired with the thirst of glory, thus he spoke: 84 
Why boast we, Glaucus! our extended reign, 
Where Xanthus’ streams enrich the Lycian plais, 
Our numerous herds that range the fruitful field, 
And hills where vines their purple harvest yield, 
Our foaming bowls with purer nectar crown'd, 
Our feasts enhanced with music's sprightly sound; 
Why on those shores are we with joy survey'd, 


The crowded bulwarks blaze with waving arms, 310] Admired as heroes, and as gods obey‘d, 


Shicld touching shield, a long refulgent row ; 
Whence hissing darts, incessant, rain below. 
The bold Ajaces fly from tower to tower, 

And rouse, with flame divine, the Grecian power 
The gencrous impulse every Greck obeys ; 
Threats urge the fearful; and the valiant, praise. 


Unless great acts superior merit prove, 

And vindicate the bounteous powers above? 93 
’Tis ours, the dignity they give to grace ; 

The first in valour, as the first in place: 

That when with wondering eyes our martial bands 
Behold our deeds transcending our commands, 


Fellows in arms ! whose deeds are known to fame, | Such, they may cry, deserve the sovereign state, 


And you whose ardour hopes an equal name ! 
Since not alike endued with force or art ; 
Behold a day when each may act his part! 
A day to fire the brave, and warm the cold, 
To gain new glories, or augment the old. 
Urge those who stand; and those who faint, excite 
Drown Hector’s vaunts in loud exhorts of fight ; 
Conquest, not safety, fill the thoughts of all ; 
Seek not your fleet, but sally from the wall ; 
So Jove once more may drive their routed train, 
And Troy lie trembling in her walls again. 

Their ardour kindles all the Grecian powers ; 


Whom those that envy, dare not imitate ! 
Could all our care elude the gloomy grave, 


390 Which claims no less the fearful than the brave, 


For lcst of fame I should not vainly dare 
In fighting fields, nor urge thy soul to war :- 
But since, alas! ignodle age must come, 
Disease, and death's inexorable doom ; 
The life which others pay, let us bestow, 
And give to fame what we to nature Owe, 
Brave though we fall, and honour’d if we live, 
Or let us glory gain, or glory give ! 

He said ; his words the listening chief inspire 


And now the stones descend in heavier showers, 330| With equal warmth, and rouse the warrior’s fire; 


As when high Jove his sharp artillery forms, 
And opes his cloudy magazine of storms ; 
In winter's bleak, uncomfortable reign, 

A snowy inundation hides the plain ; 


The troops pursue their leaders with delight, 
Rush to the foe, and claim the promised fight. 
Menestheus from on high the storm beheld 
Threatening the fort, and blackening the field: 
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he walls he gazed, to view from far The chief, who fear'd some foe’s insulting boast 
| appear’d to avert the approaching war, Might stop the progress of his warlike host, 470 
where Teucer with the Ajaces stood, Conceal’d the wound, and leaping from his height, 
neatiate, prodigal of blood. Retired reluctant from the unfinish’d fight. 
e calls ; the din of helms and shields Divine Sarpedon with regret beheld 
the skies, and echoes through the fields, Disabled Glaucus slowly quit the field ; 
en hinges fly, the walls resound, His beating breast with generous ardour glows, 
rembles, roar the mountains, thunders all the | He springs to fight, and flies upon the foes. 
ound. 410] Alcmaén first was doom’d his force to feel ; 
thus to Thods: Hence with speed (he said,)| Deep in his breast he plunged the pointed steel ; 
» the bold Ajaces to our aid : Then, from the yawning wound with fury tore 
ength united, best may help to bea: | The spear, pursued by gushing streams of gore ; 480 
dy labours of the doubtful war : Down sinks the warrior with a thundering sound, 
ΙΒ Lycian princes bend their course, Hie brazen armour rings against the ground. 
and bravest of the hostile force. Swift to the battlement the victor flies, 
9 fiercely there the foes contend, Tugs with full force, and every nerve applies ; 
mon at least our towers defend, It shakes ; the ponderous stones disjointed yield ; 
icer haste with his unerring bow, The rolling ruins smoke along the field. 
t the danger, and repel the foe. 420] A mighty breach appears, the walls lie bare ; 
it the word, the herald speeds along And, like a deluge, rushes in the war. 
y ramparts, through the martial throng, At once bold Teucer draws the twanging bow, 
a the heroes bathed in sweat and gore, And Ajax sends his javelin at the foe: 
in combat on the dusty shore. Fix’d in his belt the feather'd weapon stood, 
at leaders of our warlike bands ! And through his buckler drove the trembling wood; 
, (said Thods) Peteus’ son demands. But Jove was present in the dire debate, 
ength, united, best may help to bear To shield his offepring, and avert his fate. 
»dy labours of the doubtful war: The prince gave back, not meditating flight, 
the Lycian princes bend their course, But urging vengeance, and severer fight ; 
, and bravest of the hostile force. 430] Then, raised with hope, and fired with glory’s charms, 
o fiercely here the foes contend, His fainting squadrons to new fury warms. 
let Telamon those towers defend, O where, ye L_ycians! is the strength you boast 7 
icer haste with his unerring bow, Your former fame and ancient virtue lost! 500 
2 the danger, and repel the foe. The breach lies open, but your chief in vain 
to the fort great Ajax turn’d his care, Attempts alone the guarded pass to gain: 
s bespoke his brothers of the war : Unite, and soon that hostile fleet shall fall ; 
liant Lycomede ! exert your might, The force of powerful union conquers all. 
ive Oileus, prove your force in fight : This just rebuke inflamed the Lycian crew, 
[ trust the fortune of the field, They join, they thicken, and the assault renew ; 
his arm the foe shall be repell’d; 440| Unmoved the embodied Greeks their fury dare, 
ne, expect me to complete the day— And fix’d support the weight of all the war; 


‘ith his seven-fold shield he strode away. Nor could the Greeks repel the Lycian powers, 
ual steps bold Teucer press’d the shore, Nor the bold Lycians force the Grecian towers. 510 


fatal bow the strong Pandion bore. As, on the confines of adjoining grounds, 

on the walls appear’d the Lycian powers, |Two stubborn swains with blows dispute their 
ne black tempest gathering round the towers ; bounds ; 

»eks, oppress’d, their utmost force unite, They tug, they sweat ; but neither gain nor yield, 
d to labour in the unequal fight ; One foot, one inch, of the contended field : 


r renews, πη χ᾽ ἃ shouts and groans arise ; Thus obstinate to death they fight, they fall 
10us clamour mounts, and thickens in the | Nor these can keep, nor those can win the wall. 


kies. Their manly breasts are pierced with many a wound, 
\jax first the advancing host invades, 450| Loud strokes are heard, and rattling arms resound ; 
ide the brave Epicles to the shades, The copious slaughter covers al] the shore, 

in’s friend ; across the warrior’s way, And the high ramparts drop with human gore, 520 
im the walls, a rocky fragment lay ; As when two scales are charged with doubtful 
ὙΠ ages not the strongest swain loads, 


eave the unwieldy burden from the plain. _| From side to side the trembling balance nods 
ed, and swung it round ; then, toss’d on high,| (While some laborious matron, just and poor, 


vith force, and labuur’d up the sky ; With nice exactness weighs her woolly store,) 

the Lycian’s helmet thundering down, Till, poised aloft, the resting beam suspends 

idrous ruin crush’d his batter’d crown. 400 Each equal weight ; nor this, nor that, descends: 

ul divers from some airy steep, So stood the war, till Hector’s matchless might 

1g descend, and shoot into the deep, With fates prevailing, turn’d the scale of fight. 
Epicles ; then in groans expires, Fierce as a whirlwind up the wall he flies, 

rmuring to the shades the soul retires. And fires his host with loud repeated cries: 530 
3 to the ramparts daring Glaucus drew, Advance, ye Trojans! lend your valiant hands, 
eucer’s hand a winged arrow flew ; Haste to the fleet, and toas the blazing brands. 

ded shaft the destined passage found, They hear, they run; and gathering at his cal}, 


his naked arm inflicte a wound. ; Raise ecaling engines, and ascend the wall: 
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Around the works a wood of glittering spears 

Shoots up, and all the rising ποεῖ appears. 

A ponderous stone be!d Hector heaved to throw, 

Pointed above, and rough and gross below: 

Not two etrong men the enormous weight could raise, 

Such men as l.ve in these degenerate days. 540 

Yet this, as easy as a swain could bear 

The snowy fleece, he togs'd, and shook in air: 

For Jove upheld, and !:gtiten’d of its load 

The unwieldy rock, the labour of a god. 

Thus arm'd before the folded gates he came, 

Of mas«y substance, and stupendous frame ; 

With iron bars and brazen hinges strong, 

On lofty beams of solid timber hung: 

Then, thundering through the planks with forceful 
sway, 

Drives the sharp rock ; the solid beams give way, 550 

The folds are shatter’d; from the crackling door 

Leap the resounding bars, the flying hinges roar. 

Now rushing in, the furious chief appears, 

Gloomy as night! and shakes two shining spears: 

A dreadful gleam from his bright armour came, 

And from his eye-balls flash’d the living fame. 

He moves a god, resistless in his course, 

And seems a match for more than mortal force. 

Then pouring after, through the gaping space, 

A tide of Trojans flows, and fills the place ; 

The Greeks behold, they tremble, and they fly; 

The shore is heap'’d with dead, and tumult rends the 
sky. 
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BOOK XIII. 


ARGUMENT. 


The fourth Rattle continued, in which Neptune assists 
the Greeks: the acts of Idomeneus. 


Neptune, concerned for the loss of the Grecians, upon 
secing the fortification forced hy Hector (who had en- 
tered the gate near the station of the Ajaxes; assumes 
the shape of Calchas, and inspires those heroes to op- 
pose him: then, in the form of one of the generals, 
encourages the other Greeks, who had retired to their 
vessels. The Ajaxes form their troops in a close pha- 
Janx, and put a stopto Hector and the Trojana, Seve- 
ral deeds of valour are performed; Meriones loosing 
his spear in the encounter, repairs to seek another at 
the tent of Idomeneus: this occasions a conversation 
between these two wurriors, who return together to 
the battle. Idomeneus siznalizes his courage above 
the rest; he kills Othryoneus, Asius, and Alcathous; 
Deiphobus and AEneas march against him, and at 
length [domeneus retires. Menelaus wounds Helenus 
and kills Pisander. The Trojans are repulsed in the 
left wing; Hector still keeps his ground against the 
Ajaxes, till, being galled by the Locrian slingers and 
archers, Polydamas advises to call a council of war: 
Hector approves his advice, but goes first to rally the 
Trojans; upbraids Paris, rejoins Polydamas, meets 
Ajax again, and renews the attack. 

The eight-and-twentieth day still continues. Thescene 
is between the Grecian wall and the sea-shore. 


BOOK XIII. 


Wuen now the Thunderer on the sea-beat coast, 
Had fix'd great Hector and his conquering host ; 
He left them to the Fates, in bloody fray, 

To toil and struggle through the well-fought day. 


Then turn’d to Thracia from the field of fight, 
Those eyes that shed insufferable light, 

To where the Mysians prove their martial force, 
And hardy Thracians tame the savage horse; 
And where the far-famed Hippemolgian straya, 
Renown’d for justice and fur length of days; 
Thrice happy race! that, innocent of blood, 
From milk, innoxioas, seek their simple food; 
Jove sees delighted ; and avoids the scene 

Of guilty Troy, of arms, abd dying men: 

No aid, he deems, to either host is given, 
While his high law suspends the powers of heaves. 

Meantime the monarch of the watery main* 

Observed the Thunderer, nor observed in vain. 

In Samothracia, on a mountain's brow, 

Whose waving woods o’erhung the deeps below, 2 
He sate ; and round him cast his azure eyes, 
Where Ida's misty tops confusedly rise; 
Below, fair Hion's glittering spires were seen; 
The crowded ships and sable seas between. 
There, from the crystal chambers of the main 
Emerged, he sate, and mourn'd his Argives slain. 
At Jove incensed, with gricf and fury stung, 
Prone down the rocky steep he rush'd along; 
Fierce as he pass'd, the lofty mountains nod, 
The forest shakes : earth trembled as he trod, 
And felt the footsteps of the immortal god. 
From realm to realm three ample strides he took, , 
And, at the fourth, the distant Ege shook. 

Far in the bay his shining palace stands, 
Eternal frame ! not raised by mortal hands: 

This having reach'd, his brass-hoof'd steeds he reis, 
Fleet as the winds, and deck'd with golden manes. 
Refulgent arms his mighty limbs infold, 

Immortal arms of adamant and gold. 

He mounts the car, the golden scourge applies, 940 
He sits superior, and the chariot flies: 

His whirling wheels the glassy surface eweep; 
The enormous monsters rolling o’er the deep, 
Gambol around him on the watery way; 

And heavy whales in awkward measures play: 
The sea subsiding spreads a level plain, 
Exults, and owns the monarch of the main; 
The parting waves before his coursers fly; 

The wondering waters leave his axle dry. 

Deep in the liquid regions lies a cave ; 
Between where Tenedos the surges lave, 

And rocky Imbrus breaks the rolling wave: 
There the great ruler of the azure round 
Stopp’d his swift chariot, and his steeds unbound, 
Fed with ambrosial herbage from his hand, 
And link'd their fetlocks with a golden band, 
Infrangible, immortal : there they stay, 

The father of the floods pursues his way, 
Where, like a tempest darkening heaven around, 
Or fiery deluge that devours the ground, 

The impatient Trojans, in a gloomy throng, 
Embattled roll’d, as Hector rush'd along: 

To the loud tumult and the barbarous cry, 

The heavens re-echo, and the shores reply ; 
They vow destruction to the Grecian name, 
And in their hopes the fleets already flame. 

But Neptune, rising from the seas profound, 
The god whose earthquakes rock the solid ground, 
Now wears a mortal form: like Calchas seen, 
Such his loud voice, and such his manly mies; 


* Neptune. 
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s incessant every Greek inspire, 
the Ajaces, adding fire to fire. 


irs, O warriors, all our hopes to raise ; 


ct your ancient worth and praise: 

1 to save us, if you cease to fear; 

ore than shameful, is destructive here. 
works though Troy with fury fall, 
her armies o'er our batter'd wall : 


rece has strength: but this, this part o’er- 


own, 
zth were vain ; I dread for you alone. 
tor rages like the force of fire, 


‘his gods, and calls high Jove his sire. 


16 heavenly power your breast excite, 


1 your hearts, and string your arms to fight, 
t may live, her threaten’d fleet remain ; 
:or’s force, and Jove’s own aid, be vain. 
‘ith his sceptre that the deep controuls, 

d the chiefs, and steel'd their manly souls: 
not their own, the touch divine imparts, 
heir hight limbs, and swells their daring hearts. 


. falcon from the rocky height, 
Ὑ seen, impetuous at the sight 


nging instant, darts herself from high. 


i the wing, and skims along the sky: 
so swift, the power of ocean flew; 
horizon shut him from their view. 
ipiring god, Ojleus’ active son 

the first, and thus to Telamon: 


od, my friend, some god in human form, 


Heavens! what a prodigy these eyes survey, 
Unseen, unthought, till this amazing day ! 

Fly we at length from Troy's oft-conquer'’d bands ? 
And falls our fleet by such inglorious hands? 140 
A rout undisciplined, a straggling train, 

Not born to glories of the dusty plain: 

Like frighted fawns, from hill to hill pursued, 

A prey to every savage of the wood: 

Shall these, so late who trembled at your name, 
Invade your camps, invulve your ships in flame 7 

A change so shameful, say, what cause has wrought? 
The soldicrs’ baseness, or the general's fault 7 
Fools! will ye perish for your leader’s vice ; 

The purchase infamy, and life the price ? 150 
‘Tis not your cause, Achilles’ injured fame: 
Another's is the crime, but yours the shame. 

Grant that our chief pffend through rage or lust, 
Must you be cowards if your king ’s unjust ? 

Prevent this evil, and your country save: 

Small thought retrieves the spirits of the brave. 
Think, and subdue! on dastards dead to fame 

I waste no anger, for they fecl no shame: 

But you, the pride, the flower of all our host, 

My heart weeps blood to see your glory lost! 160 
Nor deem this day, this battle, all you lose ; 

A day more black, a fate more vile ensues. 

Let cach reflect, who prizes fame or breath, 

On endless infamy, on instant death, 

For lo! the fated time, the appointed shore ; 

Hark ! the gates burst, the brazen barriers roar! 


: descends, and wills to stand the storm. 100|Impetuous Hector thunders at the wall ; 


1a8 this, the venerable seer ; 
ie turn’d, I saw the power appear: 
nis parting, and the steps he trod ; 
bright evidence reveals a god. 

some energy divine I share, 
1 to walk on wings, and tread in air! 
qual ardour (Telamon returns) 
9 kindled, and my bosom burns: 

g spirits all my force alarm, 
impatient limb, and brace my arm. 
y arm, unthinking, shakes the dart; 
d pours back, and fortifies my heart: 
ethinks, yon towering chief 1 meet, 
ch the dreadful Hector at my feet. 


the god that urged their burning breast, 
es thus their mutual warmth express’d. 
meanwhile the routed Grecks inspired, 
athless, pale, with length of labours tired, 
ie ships; while Troy to conquest calls, 


The hour, the spot, to conquer or to fall. 

These words the Grecians’ fainting hearts inspire, 
And listening armies catch the godlike fire. 170 
Fix'd at his post was cach buld Ajax found, 

With well-ranged squadrons strongly circled round: 
So close their order, so disposed their fight, 

As Pallas’ self might view with χ᾽ ἃ delight; 

Or had the god of war inclined his eyes, 

The god of war had own’d a just surprise. 

A chosen phalanx, firm, resolved as Fate, 
Descending Hector and his battle wait. 

An iron scene gleams dreadful o'er the fields, 
Armour in armour lock’d, and shields in shields, 180 
Spears lean on spears, on targets targets throng, 
Helms stuck to helms, and man drove man along. 
The floating plumes unnumber’d wave above, 

As when an earthquake stirs the nodding grove ; 
And, levell’d at the skies with pointing rays, 

Their brandish’d lances at each motion blaze. 


Ts victorious o’er their yiclding walls: 120| Thus breathing death, in terrible array, 


g before the impending storm they lie, 


irs of rage stand burning in their eye. 


ok they thought, and this their fatal hour ; 
ve new courage as they feel the Power. 


id Leitus first his words excite ; 

n Pencleus rises to the fight; 

elpyrus, in arms renown'd, 

on next, the impulsive fury found ; 

or’s son the same bold ardour takes, 

is the god the martial fire awakes : 

ing infamy, oh dire disgrace 

of vigorous youth and manly race! 

in the gods, and you, to see 

8666 victorious, and her navy free: 

he glorious coinbat you disclaim, 

black day clouds all her former fame. 
20 


The close-compacted legions urged their way : 
Fierce they drove on, impatient to destroy ; 

Troy charged the first, and Hector first of Troy. 190 
As from some mountain's craggy forchead torn, 

A rock's round fragment flies, with fury borne, 
(Which from the stubborn stone a torrent rends,) 
Precipitate the ponderous mass descends ; 

From steep to steep the rolling ruin bounds; 

At every shock the crackling wood resounds : 


130] Still gathering force, it smokes ; and urged amain, 


W hirls, leaps, and thunders down, impetuous to the 
plain: 

There stops—So Hector. Their whole force he 
proved, 

Resistless when he raged, and, when he stopp’d, 
unmoved. 20n 
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On him the war is bent, the darts are shed, So these the chief: great Ajax from the dead 
And all their falchions wave around his head : Strips his bright arms, Ovleus lops his head: - %0 
Repulsed he stands, nor from his stand retires ; Toss'd like a ball, and whirl'd in air away, 

But with repeated shouts his army fires. At Hector’s feet the gory visage lay. 

Trojans! be firm; this arm shall make your way The god of ocean, fired with stern disdain, 
Through yon square body, and that black array. And pierced with sorrow for his grandson’ slain, 
Stand, and my spear shall rout their scattering power, | [Inspires the Grecian hearts, confirms their hands, 
Strong as they scem, embattled like a tower. And breathes destruction to the Trojan bands. 
For he that Juno's heavenly bosom warms, Swift as a whirlwind, rushing to the fleet, 

The first of gods, this day inspires our arms. 210) He finds the lance-famed Idomen of Crete: 

He said, and roused the soul in every breast ; His pensive brow the generous care express'd, 
Urged with desire of fame, beyond the rest, With which a wounded soldier touch’d his breast, 380 
Forth march’d Deiphobus ; but marching held, Whom in the chance of war a javelin tore, 
Before his wary steps, his ample shield. And his sad comrades from the battle bore. 

Bold Merion aim’d a stroke (nor aim'd it wide) Him to the surgeons of the camp he sent ; 


The glittering javelin pierced the tough bull-hide; | That office paid, he issued from his tent, 
But pierced not through: unfaithful to his hand, Fierce from the fight: to him the god begun, 
The point broke short, and sparkled in the sand. In Thoas’ voice, Adremon’s valiant son, 


The Trojan warrior, touch'’d with timely fear, | Who ruled where Calydon’s white rocks arise, 
On the raised orb to distance bore the spear: 220: And Pleuron's chalky clitfs emblaze the skies. 
The Greek retreating mourn’d his frustrate blow, Where's now the imperious vauat, the daring boast, 
And cursed the treacherous lance that spared a foe; {Of Greece victorious, and proud Ilion lost? 990 
Then to the ships with surly speed he went, To whom the king: on Greece no blame be throws, 
To seck a surer javelin in his tent. Arms are her trade, and war is all her own. 
Meanwhile with rising rage the battle glows, Her hardy heroes from the well-fought plains, 

The tumult thickens, and the clamour grows. Nor fear withholds, nor shameful sioth detaias 
By Teucer’s arm the warlike Imbrius bleeds, "Tis heaven, alas! and Jove’s all-powerful doom, 
The son of Mentor, rich in gencrous steeds. That far, far distant from our native home 
Ere yet to Troy the sons of Greece were led, Wills us to fall, inglorious! Oh my friend! 
In fair Pedzeus’ verdant pastures bred, 230] Once foremost in the fight, still prone to lend 
The youth had dwelt; remote from war's alarms, Or arms, or counsels ; now perform thy best, 
And blest in bright Medesicaste’s arms : And what thou canst not singly, urge the rest. 300 
(This nymph, the fruit of Priam’s ravish'd joy, Thus he; and thus the god, whose force can make 
Allied the warrior to the house of Troy ) The solid globe s eternal basis shake : 
To Troy, when glory call'd his arms he came, Ah! never may he see his native Jand, 
And match'd the bravest of her chiefs in fame: Bat feed the vultures on this hateful strand, 

- With Priam’s sons, a guardian of the throne, Who seeks ignobly in his ships to stay, 
He lived, beloved and honour'd as his own. Nor dares to combat on this signal day! 
Him Teucer pierced between the throat and ear: For this, behold! in horrid arms 1 shine, 
He groans beneath the Telamonian spear. 240| And urge thy soul to rival acts with mine; 
As from some fur-seen mountain's airy crown, Together let us battle on the plain ; 
Subdued by steel, a tall ash tumbles down, Two, not the worst; nor e’en this succour vain: 310 
And soils its verdant tresses on the ground : Not vain the weakest, if their force unite ; 
So falls the youth; his arms the fall resound. But ours, the bravest have confess'd in fight. 
Then Teucer rushing to despoil the dead, This said, he rushes where the combat barns; 
From Hector's hand a shining javelin fled: Swift to his tent the Cretan king returns. 
He saw, and shunn’d the death; the forceful dart | From thence, two javelins glittering in his band, 
Sung on, and pierced Amphirnacus’s heart, And clad in arms that lighten’d all the strand, 
Cteatus’ son, of Neptune's forceful line; Fierce on the foe the impetuous hero drove, 
Vain was his courage, and his race divine ! 250} Like lightning bursting from the arm of Jove, 
Prostrate he falls: his clanging arms resound, Which the pale man the wrath of heaven declares, 
And his broad buckler thunders on the ground. Or territies the offending world with wars; 30 
To seize his beamy hclm the victor flies, In streamy sparkles, kindling all the skies, 
And just had fasten’d on the dazzling prize, From pole to pole the trail of glory flies. 
When Ajax’ manly arm a javelin flung: Thus his bright armour o’er the dazzled throng 
Full on the shield’s round boss the weapon rung; =| Gleam’d dreadful, as the monarch flash’d along. 
He felt the shock, nor more was doom'd to fee), Him, near his tent, Meriones attends ; 
Secure in mail, and sheath’d in shining steel. Whom thus he questions: Ever best of friends! 
Repulsed he yields ; the victor Greeks obtain O say, * every art of battle skill’d, 
The spoils contested, and bear off the slain. 260} What holds thy courage from so brave a field? 
Between the Jeaders of the Athenian line On some important message art thou bound, 
(Stichius the brave, Menestheus the divine,) Or blecds my friend by some unhappy wound? 33) 
Deplored Amphimachug, sad object! lics; Inglorious here, my soul abhors to stay, 
Imbrius remiuns the fierce Ajaces’ prize. And glows with prospects of the approaching day. 
As two grim lions bear across the lawn, O prince! (Meriones replies) whose care 
Snatch’d from devouring hounds, a slaughter’d fawn,| Leads forth the embattled sons of Crete to wat; 
In their fell jaws high-lifting through the wood, ---ὄ- 


And sprinkling all the shrubs with drops of blood; ; * Amphimachus. 
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This speaks my grief: this headless lance I wicld; 
The rest lies rooted in a Trojan shield. 

To whom the Cretan: Enter, and receive 
The wanted weapons; those my tent can give; 
Spears J have etore (and Trojan lances all) 
That shed a lustre round the illumined wall. 
Though I, disdainful of the distant war, 

Nor trust the dart, nor aim the uncertain spear ; 

Yet hand to hand I fight, and spoil the slain; 

And thence these trophies and these arms I gain. 

Enter, and see on heaps the helmets roll’d, 

And high-hung spears, and shields that flame with 
gold. 

Nor vain (said Merion) are our martial toils ; 
We too can boast of no ignoble spoils; 

Bat those my ship contains ; whence distant far, 
¥ fight conspicuous in the van of war: 

What need I more? if any Greek there be 
Who knows not Merion, I appeal to thee. 

To this Idomeneus: The fields of fight 
Have proved thy valour, and unconquer'’d might ; 
And were some ambush for the focs design’'d, 
E’en there thy courage would not lag behind. 
In that sharp service, singled from the rest, 
The fear of each, our valour stands confess'd. 
No force, no firmness, the pale coward shows ; 


He shifts his place, his colour comes and goes; 360: 


A dropping sweat creeps cold on every part, 
Against his bosom beats his quivering heart ; 
Terror and death in his wild eye-balls stare ; 
With chattering teeth he stands, and stiffening hair, 
And looks a bloodless image of despair! 
Not so the brave—still dauntless, still the same, 
Unchanged his colour, and unmoved his frame; 
Composed his thought, determined is his eye, 
And fix’d his soul, to conquer or to die : 
If aught disturb the tenor of his breast, 
*Tis but the wish to strike before the rest. 
In such assays thy blameless worth is known, 
And every art of dangerous war thy own. 
By chance of fight whatever wound you bore, 
Those wounds were glorious all, and all before; 
Such as may teach, ’twas still thy brave delight 
To oppose thy nosom where the foremost fight. 
But why, like infants, cold to honour's charms, 
Stand we to talk, when glory calls to arms? 
Go—from my conquer’d spears the choicest take, 
And to their owners send them nobly back. 381 
Swift at the word bold Merion snatch’d a spear, 
And breathing slaughter follow’d to the war. 
So Mars armipotent invades the plain, 
(The wide destroyer of the race of man :) 
Terror, his best-loved son, attends his course, 
Arm d with stern boldness, and enormous force ; 
The pride of haughty warriors to confound, 
And lay the strength of tyrants on the ground : 


From Thrace they fly, call'd to the dire alarms 390 


Of warring Phlegyians, and Ephyrian arms, 

Invoked by both, relentless they dispose 

Το these glad conquest, murderous rout to those. 

So march'd the leaders of the Cretan train, 

And their bright arms shot horror o’er the plain. 
Then first spake Merion: Shall we join the right, 

Or combat in the centre of the fight ? 

Or to the left our wonted succour lend ? 

Hazard and fame all parts alike attend. 
Not in the centre (Idomen replied :) 

Our ablest chieftains the main battle guide ; 


340 


350 


370 


Each godlike Ajax makes that post his care, 
And gallant Teucer deals destruction there ; 
Skill’d, or with shafts to gall the distant field, 
Or bear close battle on the sounding shield. 
These can the rage of haughty Hector tame: 
Safe in their arms, the navy fears no flame, 
Till Jove himself descends, his bolts to shed, 
And hurl the blazing ruin at our head. 

Great must he be, of more than human birth, 
Nor feed like mortals on the fruits of earth, 
Him neither rocks can erush, nor steel can wound, 
Whom Ajax fells not on the ensanguined ground. 
In standing fight he mates Achilles’ force, 
Excell'd alone in swiftness in the course. 

Then to the left our ready arms apply, 

And live with glory, or with glory die. 

He said; and Merion to the appointed place, 
Fierce as the god of battles, urged his pace. 
Soon as the foe the shining chiefs beheld, 

Rush like a fiery torrent o’er the field, 

The force embodied in a tide they pour ; 

The rising combat sounds along the shore. 

As warring winds, in Sirius’ sultry reign, 

From different quarters sweep the sandy plain; 

On every side the dusty whirlwinds rise, 

And the dry fields are lifted to the skies: 

Thus, by despair, hope, rage, together driven, 

Met the black hosts, and, meeting, darken’d heaven. 

All dreadful glared the iron face of war, 430 

Bristled with upright spears, that flash’d afar ; 

Dire was the gleam of breast-plates, helms, and 

shields, 

And polish'd arms emblazed the flaming fields: 

Tremendous scene! that general] horror gave, 

But touch’d with joy the bosoms of the brave. 
Saturn’s great sons in fierce contention vied, 

And crowds of heroes in their anger died. 

The sire of earth and heaven, by Thetis won, 

To crown with glory Peleus’ godlike son, 

Will’d not destruction to the Grecian powers, # 440 

But spared a while the destined Trojan towers : 

While Neptune, rising from his azure main, 

Warr'd on the king of heaven with stern disdain, 

And breathed revenge, and fired the Grecian train. 

Gods of one source, of one ethereal race, 

Alike divine, and heaven their native place : 

But Jove the greater; first-born of the skies, 

And more than men, or gods, supremely wise. 

For this, of Jove’s superior might afraid, 

Neptune in human form conceal’d his aid. 

These powers infold the Greek and Trojan train 

In War and Discord’s adamantine chiain, 

Indissolubly strong; the fatal tie 

Is stretch'd on both, and close-compell'd they die 

Dreadful in arms, and grown in combats gray, 
The bold Idomeneus controuls the day. 

First by his hand Othryoneus was slain, 
Swell’d with false hopes, with mad ambition vain! 
Call’d by the voice of war to martial fame, 

From high Cabesus’ distant walls he came ; 460 
Cassandra's love he sought, with boasts of power, 
And promised conquest was the proffer'd dower. 
The king consented, by his vaunts abused ; 

The king consented, by the Fates refused. 

Proud of himself, and of the imagined bride, 

The field he measured with a larger stride. 

Him, as he stalk’d, the Cretan javelin found ; 

Vain was his breast-plate to repel the wound. 
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His dream of glory lost, he plunged to hell; 
His arms resounded as the boaster fell. 

The great Idomeneus bestrides the dead ; 
And thus (he cries) behold thy promise sped! 
Such is the help thy arms to Ilion bring, 
And such the contract of the Phrygian king ! 
Our offers now, illustrious prince! receive ; 
For such an aid what will not Argos give ? 
To conquer Troy, with ours thy forces join, 
And count Atrides’ fairest daughter thine. 
Meantime, on farther methods to advise, 
Come, follow to the fleet thy new allies ; 
There hear what Greece has on her part to say. 
He spuke, and dragg'd the gory corse away. 

This Asius view'd, unable to contain, 
Before his chariot warring on the plain; 
‘His valued coursers to his squire consign’d, 
Impatient panted on his neck behind.) 

To vengeance rising with a sudden spring, 
He hoped the conquest of the Cretan king. 
The wary Cretan, as his foe drew near, 


Full on his throat discharged the forceful spear: 490 


Beneath the chin the point was seen to glide, 

And glitter’d, extant, at the farther side. 

As when the mountain oak, or poplar tall, 

Or pine, tit mast for some great admiral, 

Grouns to the oft-heaved axe, with many a wound, 
Then spreads a length of ruin o'er the ground; 

So sunk proud Asius in that dreadful day, 

And stretch’d before his much-loved coursers lay. 
He grinds the dust diatain’d with streaining gore, 


He sees Alcathoiis in the front aspire ; 


470] Great Esyetes was the hero's sire: 


His spouse Hippodamé, divinely fair, 

Anchises’ eldest hope, and darling care: δ 
Who charm'd her parent’s and her husband's beart, 
With beauty, sense, and every work of art: 

He once, of Ilion’s youth, the loveliest boy, 

The fairest she of all the fair of Troy. 

By Neptune now the hapless hero dies, 

Who covers with a cloud those beauteous eves, 
And fetters every limb: yet bent to meet 


480 | His fate he stands; nor shuns the lance of Crete 


Fix’d as some column, or deep-rooted 
(While the winds slcep,) his breast received the stroke 
Before the ponderous stroke his corselet yields, 531 
Long used to ward the death in fighting fields, 
The riven armour sends a jarring sound: 
His labouring heart heaves with so strong a bound, 
The Jong lance snakes, and vibrates in the wound: 
Fast flowing from its source, as prone he lay, 
Life's purple tide impetuous gush’d away. 

Then Idomen, insulting o’er the slain; 
Behold, Deiphobus! nor vaunt in vain: 
See! on one Greek three Trojan ghosts attend, 5 
This, my third victim, to the shades IJ send. 
Approaching now, thy boasted might approve, 
And try the prowess of the seed of Jove. 
From Jove, enamour'd of a mortal dame, 
Great Minos, guardian of his country, came: 
Deucalion, blameless prince ! was Minos’ bei; 
His first-born I, the third from Jupiter: 


And, fierce in death, lies foaming on the shore. 500! O’er spacious Crete and her bold sons I reign, 


Deprived of motion, stiff with stupid fear, 
Stands all aghast his trembling charioteer, 
Nor shuns the foe, nor turns the steeds away, 
But falls transfix'd, an unresisting prey : 
Pierced by Antilochus, he pants beneath 
The stately car, and labours out his breath. 
Thee Asius’ steeds (their mighty master gone) 
Remain the prize of Nestor’s youthful son. 

- Stabb’d at the sight, Deiphobus drew nigh, 


And thence my ships transport me through the 
main: 
Lord of a host, o’er all my host I shine, δὶ 
A scourge to thee, thy father, and thy line. 
The Trojan heard ; uncertain, or to meet 
Alone, with venturous arms, the king of Crete; 
Or seek auxiliar force: at length decreed 
To call some hero to partake the deed. 
Forthwith neas rises to his thought: 


And made, with force, the vengeful weapon fly. 510] For him, in Troy’s remotest lines, he sought ; 


The Cretan saw ; and, stooping, caused to glance, 
From his slope shield, the disappointed lance. 
Beneath the spacious targe (a blazing round 
Thick with bull-hides and brazen orbits bound, 
On his raised arm hy two strong braces stay’d) 
He lay collected in defensive shade; 

O’er his safe head the javelin idly sang, 

And on the tinkling verge more faintly rung. 

F’en then, the spear the vigorous arm confess’d, 


Where he, incensed at partial Priam, stands, 
And sees superior posts in meaner hands. 
To him, ambitious of so great an aid, EF 
The bold Deiphobus approach’d and said: 

Now, Trojan prince, employ thy pious arms, 
If e’er thy bosom felt fair honour’s charms. 
Alcathoiis dies, thy brother and thy friend! 
Come and the warrior’s loved remains defend. 
Beneath his cares thy early youth was train’d, 


And p‘erced, obliquely, king Hypsener’s breast: 520} One table fed you, and one roof contain’d 


Warnd in his liver, to the eround it bore 

The chief, his people’s guardian now no more ! 
Not unattended (the proud Trojan cries) 

Nor unrevenced, lamented Asius lies : 


This deed to fierce Idomeneus we owe ; 
' Haste, and revenge it on the insulting foe. 

“Eneas heard, and for a space resign'd 88 
To tender pity all his manly mind ; 


For thee though hell's black portals stand display’d, |Then, rising in his rage, he burns to fight: 


This mate shall joy thy melancholy shade. 
Heart-piercing anguish, at the haughty boast, 
Toucn'd every Greek, but Nestor’s sons the most. 

Grieved as he was, his pions arms attend, 


The Greek awaits him, with callected might. 
As the fell boar on some rough mountain's head, 
Arm’d with wild terror, and to slaughter bred, 
When the loud rustics rise and shout from far, 


And his broad buckler shicids his slaughter'd friend ;} Attends the tumult, and expects the war; 


Till sad Mecistheus and Alastor bore 
His honour'd body to the tented shore. 

Nor yet from fight Idomeneus withdraws; 
Resolved to perish in his country’s cause, 
Or find some foe, who heaven and he shall doom 
To wail his fate in death's eternal gloom. 


531 O'er his bent back the bristly horrors rise, 


Fires stream in lightning from his sanguine eyes, 
1115 foaming tusks both dogs and men engage, 
But most his hunters rouse his mighty rage: 

So stvod Idomencua, his javelin shook, 


And met the Trojan with a lowering look, 
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, Deipyrus, were near, Swift as the vulture leaping on his prey, 

ful offspring of the god of war, From his torn arm the Grecian rent away 

d Aphareus, in field renown'd : | The recking javelin, and rejoin'd his friends 

he warrior sent his voice around : His wounded brother good Polites tends ; 

arms! your timely aid unite ; Around his waist his pious arms he threw, 

Eneas rushes to the fight: | And from the rage of combat gently drew : 

m a god, and more than mortal bold; 610, Him his swift coursers, on his splendid car, 
» youth, and } in arms grown old. Rapt from the leasening thunder of the war; 679 
d this hand, this hour, decide the strife, [Τὸ Troy they drove him, groaning, from the shore, 
dispute, of glory, or of life. And sprinkling, as he pass’d, the sands with gore. 

e, and all as with one voice obey’d: Meanwhile fresh slaughter bathes the sanguine 

1 bucklers cast a dreadful shade ground, 

e chief. ‘&neas too demands Heaps fall on heaps, and heaven and earth resound 
ng forces of his native bands: Bold Aphareus by great /Eneas bled ; 

ohobus, Agenor join As toward the chief he turn’d his daring head, 

nd captains of the Trojan line ;) He pierced his throat ; the bending head, depress’d 
low all the embodied train ; 620] Bencath his helmet, nods upon his breast ; 

flocks proceeding o'er the plain: His shield reversed o'er the fallen warrior lies, 
fleecy care, erect and bold, And everlasting slumber seals his eyes. 

proud ram, the father of the fold: Antiochus, as Thodn turn’d him round, 690 
he swain surveys them, as he leads Transpierced his back with a dishonest wound : 

1 fountains, through the well-known meads.| The hollow vein that to the neck extends 
ineas, as his native band Along the chine, his eager javelin rends : 

in rank, and stretches oer the land. Supine he falls, and to his social train 

lead Alcathoiis now the battle rose ; Spreads his imploring arms, but spreads in vain. 

side the stecly circle grows: The exulting victor, leaping where he lay, 

rd breast-plates and μας κ᾽ ἃ helmets ring, | From his broad shoulders tore the spoils away : 

heir heads unheeded javelins sing. 631| His time observed ; for, closed by foes around, 

rest two towering chiefs appear, On all sides thick, the peals of arms resound. 

at Idomeneus, ‘Encas here ; His shield, emboss’d, the-ringing storm sustaina 700 
of war, dispensing fate, they stood, But he, impervious and untouch'd remains 

d to drench the ground with mutual blood.] (Great Neptune’s care preserved from hostile rage 
tn weapon whizz'd along in air, This youth, the joy of Nestor's glorious age.) 

ἢ saw, and shunn’d the brazen spear : In arms intrepid, with the first he fought, 

an arm so strong, the missive wood Faced every foc, and every danger sought: 

>p in earth, and quiver’d where it stood. | His winged lance, resistless as the wind, 

nas received the Cretan’s stroke, 640] Obeys each motion of the master’s mind, 

ful spear his hollow corselet broke, Restless it flies, impatient to be free, 

is belly with a ghastly wonnd, And meditates the distant enemy. 
| the smoking entrails to the ground. The son of Asius, Adamas, drew near, 710 
on the plain, he cobs away his breath, And struck his target with the brazen spear 

is grasps the bloody dust in death. Fierce in his front: but Neptune wards the blow 
- from his breast the weapon tears ; And blunts the javelin of the cluded foe: 
s he could not, for the shower of spears.) | In the broad buckler half the weapon stood ; 
ow unfit an active war to wage, Splinter’d on earth flew half the broken wood. 

h curobrous arms, stiff with cold age, Disarm’d, he mingled in the Trojan crew; 
3 limbs unable for the course, 650] But Merion’s spear o’ertook him as he flew, 

αὶ fight he yet maintains his force: Deep in the belly’s rim an entrance found, 

with labour, and by foes repell'd, Where sharp the pang, and mortal is the wound. 
ilow steps he drags from off the field. Bending he fell, and doubled to the ground, 720 
bus beheld him as he pass’d, Lay panting. Thus an ox, in fetters tied, 

with hate, a parting javelin cast: While death's strong pangs distend his labouring side, 
n err'd, but held its course along, His bulk enormous on the field displays ; 

ed Ascalaphus, the brave and young: His heaving heart beats thick, as ebbing life decays. 
if Mars fell gasping on the ground, The spear the conqueror from his body drew, 
1d the dust all bloody with his wound. And death’s dim shadows swam before his view. 
κὰν the furious father of his fall; 660| Next brave Deipyrus in dust was laid : 
ned amidst the great Olympian hall, King Helenus waved high the Thracian blade, 
1 clouds the immortal synod sate ; And smote his temples, with an arm so strong, 
rom bloody war by Jove and Fate. The helm fell off. and το ἃ amid the throng: 730 
‘here in dust the breathless hero lay, There, for some lu skier Greek it rests a prize: 
Ascalaphus commenced the fray. For dark in death the godlike owner lies! 
a to seize his helmct flies, Raging with grief, great Menelaiis burns, 

his temples rends the glittering prize ; And, franght with vengeance, to the victor turns ; 
Mars, Meriones drew near, That shook the ponderous lance, in act to throw: 
is Joaded arm discharged his spear : And this stood adverse with the bended bow: 


the weight, disabled with the pain; 670] Full on his breast the Trojan arrow fell, 
ww helmet rings against the plain. But harmless bounded from the plated steel. 
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First the sharp Janes: was Ly Acide: thrown 5 And τινα ΠΣ tears pratsely shed ; 
The lance far cistant by the wonds wis δ ἢ, And, unreve seed, den: ored his offspring dead. 
Nor p.crecd Pi -ander Cureugh Atides’ shield ; Paris fret far the moving sight beheld, 
Pasander’s spear de shiver'a on the field, 760 With pty setter 4, and with fary swell’d: 
Not 60 ciscoursc ὦ, to the future blind. His heneur'c teat, a youth of matchless grace, 
Vain dreams of conquest swell bos houghty mind: [And loved of ef the Paphzgon:an race : 80 
Dauntless be rashes where the Spartan lord With hs fil strength he bent his angry bow, 
Like Letitning brandicsh'd bis far-beaming sword. And winged the feather’d vengeance at the foe. 
His left sem high οὐ νον ὦ the phining shield: A chicf there was, the brave Exchenor named, 
His neht, beneath, the cover'd pole-axe held ; For riches mach, and more for virtue famed, 
(An olive’s clondy grain the handle made, Who Leld tus seat in Corinth’s stately town ; 
Dietinet woth stad-, and brazen was the blade 5) Polydus’ son, a seer of old renown. 
This on the helm di-charged a ποθ» blow ; Oft had the father told hia ear'y doom, 
The plume droppd nodd ng to the plain below, ἢ 770" By anns abrozd, or slow disease at home: 
Shorn from the crest. Atrides waved his steel: i He chmb'd his vessel, prodigal of breath, 
Deep turough his front the weglity filchion fell: And cho-« the certain, glorivus path to death. 80 
The crashing bones before is force gave way : Beneath his car the pointed arrow went ; 
In dust and blood the groaning hero lay ; The soul came issuing at the narrow vent: 
Foreed from their gha-tly orbs, and spouting gore, | His limbs, unnerved, drop useless on the ground, 
The clott:d eye-balls tuinble on the shore. And everlasting darkness shades him round. 
The tieree Atrides spurn’d him as he bled, Nor knew great Hector how his legions yield 
Tore off his arma, and lond-eaultung, said : (Wrapp'd in the cloud and tumult of the field 1) 
Tha:, ‘Trojans, thus, at length be taught to fear; | Wide on the left the force of Greece commands, 
O race pertidious, who delight in war! 780; And conq:est hovers oer the Achaian bands : 
Already noble deeds ye have perfurm’d, With such a tide superior virtue sway'd, 
A piuneess raped transcends a navy storm’d : And he* that shakes the solid earth, gave aid. 850 
In such bold feats your impious might approve, But in the centre Hector ἔχ᾽ ἃ remain’d, 
Without the assistance or the fear of Jove. Where firstthe gates were fureed, and bul warks gaia'd 
The violated rites, the ravish'’d dame, There, on the margin of the hoary deep, 
Our heroes slaughter'd, and our ships on flame, (Their naval station where the Ajaces keep, 
Crimes beap'd on crimes, shall bend your glory down,| And where Jow walls confine the beating tides, 
And whelin in rains you fiagitions town, Whose Junnble barrier scarce the foes divides; 
O thon, great Father! Lord of earth and skies ! Where late in fight, both foot and horse engaged, 
Above the thought of min, supremely wise ! 700] And all the thunder of the battle raged) 
If from thy hand the fates of mortals flow, There, join'd, the whole Borotian strength remaiss, 
From whence this favour to an impious foe 7 The proud ἫΝ ins with their sweeping trains, 869 
A godless crew, abandon’d and unjust, Locrians and Phthians, and the Epwan force ; 
Stull breathing rapine, vielence, and Just ? Bur, join’d, repel not Hector’s fiery course. 
The best of things beyond their measure cloy, The flower of Athens, Stichins, Phidas led, 
Sleep's balmy blessing, love’s endearing joy 3 Bias and great Metestheus at their head. 
The feast, the dance; whate’er mankind desire, Meges the strong the Epeian bands controll’d, 
F’en the sweet chartus of sacred numbers tire. And Dracius prndent, and Amphion bold: 
Rat Troy for ever reaps a dire dctight The Phthians Medon, famed for martial might, 
In thiret of daughter, and in dust of feht. 800} And brave Podarces, active in the fight. 
Thos καὶ ἢ, he seed cwlile yet the carcass heaved) | This drew from Phylachus his noble line; 
The troody armour, whieh his train received : Iphiclus’ son; and that (Ojleus) thine: Be 


Then suddea mix’d among the warring crew, 
And the bold son of Pylzmenes slew, * Neptune, 
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Ajax’ brother, by a stolen embrace : The counsel pleased ; and Hector, with a bound, 

t far distant from his native place, Leap'd from his chariot on the trembling ground ; 940 
erce stepdame from his father’s reign Swift as he leap'd, his clanging arms resound. 

and exiled for her brother slain.) To guard this post (he cried) thy art employ, 

tle the Phthians, and their arms employ And here detain the scatter’d youth of Troy: 

ith Beotians, on the shores of Troy. Where yonder heroes faint, ] bend my way, 

tide by side, with like unwearied care, And hasten back to end the doubtful day. e 
ax Jabour’d through the field of war : This said : the towering chief prepares to go, 

. two lordly bulls, with equal toil, Shakes his white plumes that to the breezes flow, 


e bright ploughshare through the fallow soil, | And seems a moving mountain topp'd with snow. 
‘one yoke, the stubborn earth they tear, 881|Through all his host, inspiring force, he flies, 

e large furrows with the shining share; And bids anew the martial thunder rise. 950 
ir huge limbs the foam descends in snow, [ΤῸ Panthus’ son, at Hector’s high command, 

ams of sweat down their sour forcheads flow.| Haste the bold leaders of the Trojan band: 


f heroes follow’d through the field, But round the battlements, and round the plain 

re by turns great Ajax’ seven-fold shield; For many a chief he look’d, but Jook’d in vain: 

zr he breath’d, remissive of his might, Deiphobus, nor Helenus the seer, 

th the incessant slaughters of the fight. Nor Asius’ son, nor Asius’ self appear. 

wing troops his brave associate grace : For these were pierced with many a ghastly wound, 
engagement an unpractised race, 890] Some cold in death, some groaning on the ground ; 

‘rian squadrons nor the javelin wield, Some low in dust (a mournful object) lay ; 

- the helm, nor lift the moony shield ; High on the wall some breathed their souls away. 

d from far the flying shaft to wing, “ar on the Ieft, amid the throng he found 961 
the sounding pebble from the sling. (Cheering his troops, and dealing deaths around) 

is with these they aim a certain wound, The graceful Paris ; whom, with fury moved, 

16 distant warrior to the ground. Opprobrious, thus, the impatient chief reproved : 

the van the Telamonian train, ll-fated Paris! slave to women-kind, 

iin bright arms, a pressing fight maintain; | As smooth of face as traudulent of mind! 

ie reac the Locrian archers lie, Where is Deiphobus, where Asius gone? 

tones and arrows intercept the sky. 900/The godlike father, and the intrepid son? 

gled tempest on the foes they pour ; The force of Helenus, dispensing fate ? 

cattering orders open to the shower. And great Othryoneus, so fear'd of late 7 970 
1 the Greeks eterna] fame acquired, Black fate hangs o'er thee from the avenging gods, 
gall’d Ilians to the walls retired ; Imperial Troy from her foundations nods ; 
Polydamazs, discreetly brave, Whelm'd in thy country’s ruins shalt thou fall, 

d great Hector, and his counsel gave: And one devouring vengeance swallow all. 

ἢ great in all, thou seem’st averse to lend When Paris thus: My brother and my friend, 

| audience to a faithful friend ; Thy warm impitience makes thy tongue offend. 
and men thy matchless worth is known, In other battles I deserved thy blame, 

ry art of glorious war thy own; 910) Though then not deedless, nor unknown to fame ς 
x0] thought and counsel] to excel, But since yon rampart by thy arms lay low, 

Jely differs this from warring well 7 ] scatter'd slaughter from my fatal bow. 980 
with what the bounteous gods have given |The chiefs you seek on yonder shore lie slain: 
alone to engross the gifts of heaven. Of all these heroes two alone remain ; 

: the powers of bloody war belong, Deiphobus, and Helenus the seer ; 

ἡ sweet music, and the charm of song ; Each now disabled by a hostile spear. 

and wondrous few, has Jove assign’d Go then, successful, where thy soul inspires : 
extensive, ull-considering mind ; This heart and hand shall second all thy fires ; 


ardians these, the nations round confess, | What with this arm I can, prepare to know, 
ns and empires for their safety bless. 920] Till death for death be paid, and blow for blow. 


1 have lodged this virtue in my breast, But “tis not ours, with forces not our own 

2 Hector, what I judge the best. To combat ; strength is of the gods alone. 990 
hou mov'st, on dangers, dangers spread, ‘These words the hero's angry mind assuage ; 

δ whole fury burns around thy head. Then fierce they mingle where the thickest rage 
distress'd within yon hostile wall, Around Polydamas, distain’d with blood, 

ny Trojans yield, disperse, or fall ! Cebrion, Phalces, stern Orthzas stood, 

‘aps, out-number'd scarce the war maintain!|Palmus, with Polypwtes the divine, 

it brave heroes at the ships lie slain! And two bold brothers of Hippotion’s line, 

ise thy fury ; andthe chiefs and kings (Who reach'd fair Hion, from Ascania far, 

ἃ to council, weigh the sum of things. 930)The former day ; the next engaged in war.) 

‘(the gods succeeding our desires) As when from gloomy clouds a whirlwind springs, 
all ships to bear the ‘Trojan fires ; That bears Jove’s thunder on its dreadful wings, 

he fleet, and pass unhurt away, Wide o’er the blasted fields, the tempest sweepe ; 

d with the conquest of the day. Then, gather’d, settles on the hoary deeps ; 1002 
car, lert Greece, not yet undone, The afflicted deeps tumultuous mix and roar; 

arge debt of last revolving sun ; The waves behind impel the waves before, 

great Achilles, yet remains Wide rolling, foaming high, and tumbling to the 


er decks, and yct o’erlooks the plains. shore ; 
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Thus rank on rank the thick battalions throng, Diomed adds his acvice, that, wounded ag they were, 


Chief urged on chief, and miu drove man along. they shoutd 5ο forth and encourage the army with 
their presence ; which advice is pursued. Juno, seeing 


Far o'er the plains in dreadful order bright, 
The brazen arms reflect a beamy light: 
Full in the blazing van great Hector shined, 1010 


the partiality of Jupiter to the Trojans, forms a 


Like Mars commission'd to confound mankind. obtains the magic girdle of Venus. She then applies 
Before him flaming, his cnormous shield, herseif to the god of sleep and, with some difficulty, 
Like the broad sun, Ulumined all the field ; persuades him to seal the cyes of Jupiter: this dane, 
His nodding helm emits a streamy ray ; she goes to mount La. where the god, at first sight, is 
His piercing eyes through all the battle stray ; ravished with her beanty. sinks in her embraces. and 
And, while beneath his targe he flash'd along, is laid asleep. Neptune takes advantage of his slum- 


Shot terrors round, that wither'd e’en the strong. 
Thus stalk'd he, dreadful ; death was in his look ; 


de- 


sizn to overreach him: rhe sets off ber charms, with 
the utmost care, and -the more surely to enehant him) 


ber, and succours the Greeks: Hector is strack to the 
ground with a prodizious stune by Ajax. and carried 
aff from the battle; several actions succeed; til! the 


Whole nations fear d i but not an Argive shook. Trojans, much distressed. are obliged to give way; the 
The towering Ajax, with an ample stride, 1020, jesser Ajax signalizes himself in a particular manner. 


Advanced the first, and thus the chief detied ; 
Hector! come on; thy empty threats forbear ; hte 

’Tis not thy arm, ‘tis thundering Jove we fear: BOOK XIV. 

The skill of war to us not idly given, 

Lo! Greece is humbled, not by Troy, but Heaven. 

Vain are the hopes that haughty mind imparts, 

To force our fleet : the Greeks have hands and hearts. 

Long ere in flames our lofty navy fall. 

Your boasted city and your god-built wall 

Shall sink beneath us, smoking on the ground; 1030 

And spread a long, unmeasured ruin round. 

The time shall come, when, chased along the plain, 

E’en thou shalt call on Jove and call in vain: 

FE'en thou shalt wish, to aid thy desperate course, 

The wings of falcons for thy flying horse ; 

Shalt run, forzettul of a warrior's fame, 

While clouds of friendly dust conceal thy shame. 
As thus he spoke, behold in open view, 

On sounding wings a dexter eagle flew. 

To Jove's glad omen all the Grecians rise, 1040 

And hail, with shouts, his progress through the skies; 

Far-cchoing clamours bound from side to side; 

They ceased ; and thus the chief of Troy replied: 
From whence this inenace, this insulting strain 1 

Enormous boaster ! doom’d to vaunt in vain. 

So may the gods on Hector life bestow 

(Not that short life which mortals lead below, 

But such as those of Jove's high lineage born, The mass of waters will no wind obey ; 

The bluc-eyed maid, or he that gilds the morn,) Jove sends one gust, and bids them roll away. 

Ag this decisive day shall end the fame 1050| While wavering counsels thus his mind engage 

Of Greece, and Argos be no more a name. Fluctuates in doubtful thought the Pylian sage, 

And thou, iinperious ! if thy madness wait To join the host, or to the general haste ; 

The lance of Hector, thou shalt meet thy fate: Debating long, he fixes on the lust : 

That giant corpse, extended on the shore, Yet as he moves, the fight his bosom warms ; 
Shall largely feed the fowls with fat and gore. The ficld rings dreadful with the clang of arms; 
He said, and like a lion stalk’d along; The gleaming falchions flash, the javelins fly, 

With shouts incessant carth and ocean rung Blows echo blows, and all or kill or die. 

Sent from his following hosts ; the Grecian train Him, in his march, the wounded princes meet, 
With answering thunders ἈΠ ἃ the echoing plain; By tardy steps ascending from the fleet ; 

A shout that tore heaven’s concave, and above 1060] The king of men, Ulysses the divine, 


Shook tho fia’d splendours of the throne of Jove. And who to Tydeus owes his noble line. 
(Their ships at distance from the battle stand, 


Bert nor the genial feast, nor flowing bow), 
Could charm the cares of Nestor’s watchful soul; 
His startled ears the increasing cries attend : 
Then thus impatient to his wounded friend : 

What new alarm, divine Machaon, say, 

What mix’d events attend this mighty day! 
Hark how the shouts divide, and how they meet, 
And now come full, and thicken to the fleet! 
Here, with the cordial draught, dispel thy care, 
Let Hecamede the strengthening hath prepare, 


While I the adventures of the day explore. 

Ile said: and seizing Thrasymedes’ shield 
(His valiant offspring) hasten‘d to the field; 
(That day the son his father’s buckler bore :) 
Then snatch'd a kinee, and issued from the door. 
Soon as the prospect open'd to his view, 

His wounded eyes the scene of sorrow knew ; 
Dire disarray ! the tumult of the fight, 

The wall in rnins, and the Greeks in flight. 

As when old Occan’s silent surface sleeps, 

The waves just heaving on the purple deeps: 
While yet the expected tempest hangs on high, 
Weighs down the cloud, and blackens in the sky, 


In lines advanced along the shelving strand : 
- «- Whose bay, the σοι unable to contain 
BOOK XIV At length, beside the margin of the main, 
ARGUMENT. Rank above rank, the crowded ships they moor: 


Who landed first, lay highest on the shore.) 


Juno deceives Jupiter by the girdl “enus. . . 
» y the girdle of Venus Supported on their spears, they took their way, 


Nestor sitting at the table with Machaon, is alarmed : ,- ῃ icht. b . for the day 
With the increasing clamour of the war, and hastens: a " to Nght, but anxious ὉΓῸΙΘ any . 
to Agamemnon; on his way be meets that prince with, Nestor s approach alarm’d each Grecian breast, 
Diomed and Ulysses, whom he informs of the extremity | Vhom thus the general of the host address'd : 
of the danger. Agamemnon proposes to make their| Ὁ crace and glory of the Achaian name! 


Refresh thy wound, and cleanse the clotted gore ; 


10 


Ὁ 


8 


escape by night, which Ulysses withstands; τὸ which, What drives thee, Nestor, from the field of fame? 50 
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then proud Hector see his boast fulfill’d, Glad I submit, whoe’er, or young, or old, 

ets in ashes, and our heroes kill’d? Aught more conducive to our weal unfold. 

vas his threat: ah, now too soon made good, |Tydides cut him short, and thus began: 120 
ny a Greeian bosom writ in blood. Such counsel if you seek behold the man 

y heart inflamed with equal rage Who boldly gives it; and what he shall say, 

tt your king, nor will one chief engage? Young though he be, disdain not to obey: 

ive I lived to sce, with mournful eyes, A youth, who from the mighty Tvdeus springs, 

Ὑ Greek a new Achilles rise? May spcak to councils and assembled kings. 

nian Nestor then: So Fate has will’d; Hear then in mc the great CEinides’ son, 
l-confirming time has fate fulfill’d. 60 Whose honour'd dust (his race of glory run? 

: that thunders from the adrial bower, Lies whelm'd in ruins of the Theban wall; 

ve himself, upon the past has power. Brave in his life, and glorious in his fall ; 

all, our late inviolable bound, With three bold sons was generous Prothous bless’d, 
»st defence, lies smoking on the ground : Who Pluron’s walls and Calydon possess’d ; 131 
> the ships their conquering arms extend, Melas and Agrius, but (who far surpass’d 

‘oans of slaughter'd Greeks to heaven ascend. |The rest in courage) Gineus was the last. 

‘edy measures then employ your thought, From him, my sire. From Calydon expell‘d, 

ἢ distress. If council profit aught ; He pass’d to Argos, and in exile dwell'd ; 


cannot much: though Mars our souls incite; |The monarch's daughter there (so Jove ordain’d, 
gaping wounds withhold us from the fight. 70|/ITe won, and flourish’d where Adrastus reign'd; 


um the monarch: That our army bends, There, rich in fortune’s gifts, his acres till‘d, 

“roy triumphant our high fleet ascends, Beheld his vines their liquid harvest yield, 

it the rampart, late our surest trust And numerous flocks that whiten’d all the field 140 
sst defence, lies smoking in the dust : Such Tydeus was, the foremost once in fame! 

5 from Jove’s afflictive hand we bear, Nor lives in Greece a stranger to his name. 

far from Argos, wills our ruin here. Then what for common good tiny thoughts inspire, 

Ὁ the days when happicr Greece was bless’d, | Attend, and in the son respect the sire. 

J his favour, all his aid confess’d : Though sore of battle, thongh with wounds oppress’d, 
icaven averse, our hands from battle ties, Let cach go forth, and animate the rest, 

fts the Trojan glory to the skies. 80) Advance the glory which he cannot share, 

we at length to waste our blood in vain, Though not partaker, witness of the war. 

unch what ships lic nearest to the main; But lest new wounds on wounds o’crpowe? us 
these at anchor till the coming night: quite, 

if impetuous Troy forbear the fight, Beyond the missile javelin’s sounding flight, 150 
all to sea, and hoist each sail for flight. Safe let us stand; and from the tumult far, 

from evila, well forescen, to run, Inspire the ranks, and rule the distant war. 

yerish in the danger we may shun. He added not : the listening kings obey, 

ie. The sage Ulysses thus replies, Slow moving on: Atrides leads the way. 

anger flash’d from his disdainful eyes : The god of ocean (to inflame their rage) 

shameful words (unkingly as thou art) 90) Appears a warrior furrowed o'er with age ; 

om that trembling tongue and timorous heart! | Press'd in his own, the general’s hand he took, 

re thy sway the curse of meaner powers, And thus the venerable hero spoke : 

iou the shame of any host but ours! Atrides, lo! with what disdainful eye 

, by Jove endued with martial might, Achilles sees his country’s forces fly ; 160 
ught to conquer, or to fall in fight: Blind impious mas ! whose anger is his guide, 
turous combats and bold wars to wage, Who glories in unutterable pride. 

y'd our youth, and yet employs our age. So may he perish, so may Jove disclaim 

ilt thou thus desert the Trojan plain? The wretch relentless, and o’erwhelm with shame! 
ave whole streams of blood been spilt in | But heaven forsake not thee ; o’cr yonder sands 
vain? Soon shalt thou view the scatter’d Trojan bands 

1 base sentence if thou couch thy fear, «100 Fly diverse; while proud kings, and chiefs renown'd, 
it in whispers, lest a Greek should hear. Driven heaps on heaps, with clouds involved around 
here a man so dead to fame, who dares Of rolling dust, their winged wheels employ 

1k such meanness, or the thought declares? Τὸ hide their ignominious heads in Troy. 170 
ymrs it e’en from him whose sovereign sway He spoke, then rush’d amid the warrior crew ; 
inded legions of all Greece obey 7 And sent his voice before him as he flew, 

a general's voice, that calls to flight, Loud, as the shout encountering armies yield, 


war hangs doubtful, while his soldiers fight? | When twice ten thousand shake the labouring field, 
nore could Troy? What yet their fate denies |Such was the voice, and such the thundering sound 
sivest the foe : all Greece becomes their prize. | Of him, whose trident rends the solid ground. 

re the troops (our hoisted sails in view, 110) Each Argive bosom beats to meet the fight, 


elves abandon'd) shall the fight pursue ; And grizly war appears a pleasing sight. 

y ships flying, with despair shall see, Meantime, Saturnia from Olympus brow, 

we destruction to a prince like thee. High throned in gold, beheld the fields below; 180 
Just reproofs (Atrides calm replies) With joy the glorious conflict she survey'd, 

‘rows pierce me, for thy words are wise. Where her great brother gave the Grecians aid. 

ing as Tam to lose the host, But placed aloft, on Ida’s shady height 

not Greece to Ivave this hateful coast. She sees her Jove, and trembles at the sight. 
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Jove to deceive, what methods shall she try, 
What arts to blind his al]-bebciding cye? 
At length she trusts her power; resolved to prove 
The old, yet still successful, cheat of love ; 
Against his wisdom to oppose her chamns, 
Aad lull the Lord of Thunders in her arms. 
Swift to her bright apartment she repairs, 
Sacred to dress and beauty’s pleasing cares : 
With skill divine had Vulcan formed the bower, 
Safe from access of each intruding power. 
Touch'd with her secret key, the doors unfold: 
Self-closed, behind her shut the valves of gold. 
Here first she bathes ; and round her body pours 
Soft oils of fragrance, and ambrosial showers : 
The winds, perfumed, the balmy gale convey 


Persuasive speech, and more perruasive signs, 
Silence that spoke, and eloquence of eyes. 
This on her hand the Cyprian goddess laid ; 
Take thia, and with it all thy wish, she said. 


190| With smiles she took the charm ; and smiling prese‘d 


The powerful cestus to her snowy breast. 
Then Venus to the courts of Jove withdrew, 

Whilst from Olympus pleased Saturnia flew. 

O’er high Pieria thence her course she bore, 

O’er fair Emathia's ever-pleasing shore, 

O’er Hemus' hills with snows eternal crown‘d ; 

Nor once her flying foot approach’d the ground. 

Then taking wing from Athos’ lofty steep, 

She speeds to Lemnos o'er the rolling deep, 

And seeks the cave of Death’s half brother, Sleep. 


200 


Through heaven, through earth, and all the arial way: ,Sweet pleasing Sleep! (Saturnia thus began) 


Spirit divine ! whose exhalation greets 

The sense of gods with more than mortal sweets. 

Thus while she breathed of heaven, with decent 
pride 

Her artful hands the radiant tresses tied ; 

Part on her head in shining ringlets roll’d, 

Part o'er her shoulders waved like melted gold. 

Around her next a heavenly mantle flow‘d, 

That rich with Pallas’ labour’d colours glow’d : 

Large clasps of gold the foldings gather'd round 

A golden zone her swelling boson bound. 

Far-beaming pendants tremble in her ear, 

Each gem illumined with a triple star. 

Then o’er her head she casts a veil more white 

Than new-fallen snow, and dazzling as the light. 

Last her fair feet celestial sandals grace. 

Thus issuing radiant, with majestic pace, 

Forth from the dome the imperial goddess moves, 
And calls the mother of the Smiles and Loves. 
How long (to Venus thus apart she cried) 

Shall hurnan strife celestial minds divide 7 

Ah, yet will Venus aid Saturnia’s joy, 

And set aside the cause of Greece and Troy ? 
Let heaven's dread empress (Cytherea said) 

Speak her request, and deem her will obey’d. 
Then grant me (said the qucen) those conquering 

charms, 

That power, which mortals and immortals warms, 

That love, which melts mankind in fierce desires, 

And burns the sons of heaven with sacred fires ! 

For lo! 1 haste to those remote abodes, 


201, Who spread’st thy empire o’er each god and men; 


If e’er obsequious to thy Juno’s will, 

O power of slumbers ! hear, and favour still. 

Shed thy soft dews on Jove's immortal eyes, 20 

While sunk in love's entrancing joys he lies. 

A splendid footstool, and a throne, that shine 

With gold unaiding, Somnus, shall be thine, 

The work of Vulcan ; to indulge thy ease, 

When wine and feasts thy golden humours please. 
Imperial dame, (the balmy power replies) 


210! Great Saturn’s heir, and empress of the skies! 


O’er other gods I spread my easy chain ; 

The sire of all, old Ocean, owns my reign, 

And his hush'd waves lie silent on the main. 3% 
But how, unbidden, shall I dare to steep 

Jove’s awful temples in the dew of sleep ? 

Long since too venturous, at thy bold command, 
On those eternal lids 1 laid my hand; 

What time, deserting Ilion’s wasted plain, 

His conquering son, Alcides, plough'd the main. 


220} When Io ! the deeps arise, the tempests roar, 


As drive the hero to the Coan shore : 
Great Jove awaking, shook the bless’d abodes 
With rising wrath, and tumbled gods on gods; 20 
Me chief he sought, and from the realms on bigh 
Had hurl’d indignant to the nether sky, 
But gentle Night, to whom I fled for aid 
(The friend of carth and heaven) her wingsdisplay'd; 
Empower'd the wrath of gods and men to tame, 
E’en Jove revered the venerable dame. 

Vain are thy fears, (the queen of heaven replies, 


Where the great parents (sacred source of gods !) 230] And speaking rolls her large majestic eyes ;) 


Ocean and Tethys their old empire kcep, 

On the last limits of the land and deep. 

In their kind arms my tender years were past ; 

What time old Saturn from Olympus cast, 

Of upper heaven to Jove resign’d the reign, 

Whelm’d under the huge mass of earth and main. 

For strife, } hear, has made the union cease, 

Which held so long that ancient pair in peace. 

What honour, and what love shall I obtain, 

If I compose those fatal feuds again ; 

Once more their minds in mutual ties engage, 

And what my youth has owed, repay their age! 
She said. With awe divine the queen of love 

Obey’d the sister and the wife of Jove; 

And froin her fragrant breast the zone unbraced, 

With various skill and high embroidery graced. 

In this was every art, and every charm, 

To win the wisest, and the coldest warm: 

Fond love, the gentle vow, the gay desire, 

The hind deceit, the still reviving fire, 


Think’st thou that Troy has Jove's high favour ποῦ, 
Like great Alcides, his all-conquering son ? ΚΙ 
Hear, and obey the mistress of the skies, 
Nor for the deed expect a vulgar prize; 
For know, thy loved one shall be ever thine, 
The youngest Grace, Pasithad the divine. 

Swear then (he said) by those tremendous floods 
That roar through hell, and bind the invoking gods: 
Let the great parent earth one hand sustain, 


240] And stretch the other o’er the sacred main: 


Call the black Tivans, that with Chronos dwell, 
To hear and witness from the depths of hell; 938 
That she, my loved-one, shall be ever mine, 
The youngest Grace, Pasithad the divine. 
The queen assents, and from the infernal bowes 
Invokes the sable subtartarean powcrs, 
And those who rule the inviolable floods, 
Whom mortals name the dread Titanian gods. 
Then swift as wind, o'er Lemnos’ smoky Isle, 


259|They wing their way, and Imbrus’ sea-beat soil, 
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h air unseen, involved in darkness glide, 


She ceased ; and smiling with superior love, 


ht on Lectos, on the point of Ide 320 | Thus answer'd mild the cloud-compelling Jove : 


r of savages, whose echoing hills 
τὰ resounding with a hundred rills .) 
ι trembles underneath the god ; 
are her mountains, and ber forests nod. 
ἢ ἃ fir, whose spiry branches rise 
its summit to the neighbouring skies, 
embowering shade, conceal'd from sight 
2p, in likeness of the bird of night. 
3 his name by those of heavenly birth 
*d Clymindis by the race of earth.) 330 
la 8 top successful Juno flies ; 
ave surveys her with desiring eyes: 
1, whose lightning seta the heavens on fire, 
h all his bosom feels the fierce desire ; 
18 when first by stealth he seized her charms, 
vith her soul, and melted in her arms. 
n her eyes he fed his eager look, 
ess'd her hand, and thus with transport spoke : 
comes my goddess from the ethereal sky, 
ι her steeds and flaming chariot nigh? 340 
she; I haste to those remote abodes 
the great parents of the deathless gods, 
‘erend Ocean and grey Tethys reign, 
last limits ofthe land and main. 
1686, to whose indulgent cares 
he nursing of my tender years. 
fe, | hear, has made that union cease, 
held so long that ancient pair in peace. 
eds, prepared my chariot to convey , 
rth and seas, and through the αὐγὰ] way 350 
ider Ide : of thy superior power 
consent, I leave the Olympian bower ; 
‘+k, unknown to thee, the sacred cells 
ader seas, where hoary Ocean dwells. 
hat (said Jove) suffice another day ; 
er love denies the least delay. 
‘er cares the present hour employ, 
these moments sacred all to joy. 
id my soul so strong a passion proye, 
in earthly or a heavenly love : 360 
en I press'd Ixion’s matchless dame, 
2 rose Perithous, like the gods in fame. 
en fair Danad felt the shower of gold 
into life, whence Perseus brave and bold. 
8 I burn’d for either Theban dame, 
us from this, from that Alcides came:) 
cenix’ daughter, beautiful and young, 
e godlike Rhadamanth and Minos sprung. 
s I burn’d for fair Latona‘a face, 
melier Ceres’ more majestic grace. 370 
s e’en for thyself I fele desire, 
‘my veins receive the pleasing fire. 
poke ; the goddess with the charming eyes 
with celestial red, and thus replies: 
1 scene for love? on Ida's height 
ἃ to mortal and immorta} sight: 
(8 profaned by each familiar eye ; 
ort of heaven, and fable of the sky ? 
ial] I e’er review the bless’d abodes, 
among the senate of the gods? 380 
not think, that, with disorder’d charms, 
ven beholds me recent from thy arms? 
sill divine has Vulcan form'd thy bower, 
to love and to the genial hour; 
thy will, to that recess retire, 
zret there indulge thy soft desire. 


Nor god nor mortal shall our joys behold, 
Shaded with clouds, and circumfused in gold; 390 
Not e’en the sun, who darts through heaven his rays, 
And whose broad eye the extended earth surveys 
Gazing he spoke, and kindling at the view, 
His eager arms around the goddess threw. 
Glad earth perceives, and from her bosom pours 
Unbidden herbs and voluntary flowers: 
Thick new-born violets a soft carpet spread, 
And clustering lotos swell the rising bed, 
And sudden hyacinths the turf bestow, 
And flamy crocus inade the mountain glow. 400 
There golden clouds conceal’d the 2cavenly pair, 
Steep'd in soft joys, and circumfused with air; 
Celestial dews, descending o’er the ground, 
Perfume the mount, and breathe ambrosia round. 
At length, with love and sleep’s soft power oppress’d, 
The panting Thundcrer nods, and sinks to rest. 
Now to the navy borne on silent wings, 
To Neptune’s ear soft Sleep this message brings ; 
Beside him sudden, unperceived, he stood, 
And thus with gentle words address'd the god: 410 
Now, Neptune! now the important hour employ, 
To check awhile the haughty hopes of Troy : 
While Jove yet rests, while yet my vapours shed 
The golden vision round his sacred head ; 
For Juno's love, and Somnus’ pleasing ties, 
Have closed those awful and eternal eyes. 
Thus having said, the power of slumber flew, 
On human lids to drop the balmy dew. 
Neptune, with zeal increased, renews his care, 
And towering in the foremost ranks of war, 420 
Indignant thus—Oh once of martial fame! 
O Greeks! if yet ye can deserve the name; 
This half-recover’d day, shall Troy obtain 7 
Shall Hector thunder at your ships again ? 
Lo, still he vaunts, and threats the ficet with fires, 
While stern Achilles in his wrath retires. 
One hero's loss too tamely you deplore, 
Be still yourselves, and ye shall need no more. 
Oh yet, if glory any bosom warms, 
Brace on your firmest helms, and stand to arms : 49C 
His strongest spear each valiant Grecian wield, 
Each valiant Grecian seize his broadest shield ; 
Let to the weak the lighter arms belong, 
The ponderous targe be wielded by the strong. 
Thus arm’d, not Hector shall our presence stay: 
Myself, ye Greeks! myself will lead the way. 
The troops assent ; their martial arms they change, 
The busy chiefs their banded legions range. 
The kings, though wounded, and oppress’d with pain, 
With helpful hands themselves assist the train, 440 
The strong and cumbrous arms the valiant wield, 
The weaker warrior takes a lighter shield. 
Thus sheath'd in shining brass, in bright array 
The legions march, and Neptune leads the way: 
His brandish’d falchion flames before their eyes, 
Like lightning flashing through the frighted skies. 
Clad in his might, the earth-shaking power appears ; 
Pale mortals tremble, and confess their fears. 
Troy’s great defender stands alone unawed, 
Arms his proud host, and dares oppose a god: 450 
Aud lo! the god and wondrous man appear : 
The sea’s stern ruler there, and Hector here. 
The roaring main, at her great master's call, 
Rose in huge ranks, and form’d a watery wall 
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Around the ships: seas hanging o’cr the shores, 
Both armies join: earth thunders, ocean roars. 
Not half so loud the bellowing deeps resound, 
When stormy winds disclose the dark profound ; 


An arduous battle rose around the dead ; 


By turns the Greeks, by turns the Trojans bled 


Fired with revenge, Polydamus drew near, 
And at Prothenor shook the uembling spear: 


Less lond the winds, that from the -Eolian hall 459/The driving javeiin through his shoulder thrust, 
Roar through the woods, and make whole forests fall; | He sinks to earth, and grasps the bloody dust. 


Less loud the woods, when flames in torrents pour, 


Catch the dry mountain, and its shades deyour : 
With such a rage the meeting hosts are driven, 
And such a clamour shakes the sounding heaven. 
The first bold javelin urged by Hector’s force, 
Direct at Ajax’ bosom wing’d its course ; 

Bat there no pass the crossing belts afford, 


(One braced his shield, and one sustain'd his sword.) 


Then back the disappointed Trojan drew, 


Lo thus (the victor cries) we rule the field, 
And thus their arma the race of Panthus wield: 530 
From this unerring hand there flies no dart 
But bathes its point within a Grecian heart. 


Prompt on that spear to which thou owest thy fall, 
Go, guide thy darksome steps to Pluto’s dreary hall. 


He said, and sorrow touch'd each Argive breast; 


The soul of Ajax burn'd above the rest. 


As by his side the groaning warrior fell, 


470; At the fierce foe he launch’d his piercing steel: 
The fue reclining, shunn’d the flying death; 

But Fate, Archelochus, demands thy breath: 58 
Thy lofty birth no succour could impart, 


And cursed the lance that unavailing flew ; 
But 'scaped not Ajax: his tempestuous hand 
A ponderous stone up-heaving from the sand, 
(Where heaps laid loose beneath the warrior's feet, 


Or served to ballast or to prop the tleet,) 


Τος ἃ round and round, the mniasive marble flings ; 


On the razed shield the falling min rings, 
Full on his breast and throat with force descends; 
Nor deaden'd there its giddy fury spends, 
But whirling on, with many a fiery round, 


Smokes in the dust, and ploughs into the ground. 480 


As when the boit red hissing from above, 

Darts on the consecrated plunt of Jove, 

The mountain-oak in flaming ruin lies, 

Black trom the blow, and smokes of sulphur rise, 
Stiff with amaze the pale beholders stand, 

And owu the terrors of the almighty hand ! 

So lies great Hector prostrate on the shore ; 

Hlis slacken'd hand deserts the lance it bore ; 
His tollowing shield the fallen chief o’erspread ; 
Beneath his helmet dropp‘d his fainting head; 
His load of armour, sinking to the ground, 
Clanks on the field; a dead and hullow sound. 
Loud shouts of triumph fill the crowded plain ; 
Grecce seca, in hope, Troy's great defender slain : 
All spring to seize him; storms of arrows fly; 
And thicker javelins intercept the sky. 

In vain an iron tempest hisses round ; 

He lies protected aud without a wound. 
Polydamas, Agenor the divine, 

The pious warrior of Anchises’ line, 

And each bold leader of the Lycian band, 
With covering shields (a friendly circle) stand. 
His mournful followers, with assistant care, 
The groaning hero to his chariot bear ; 

His foaming coursers, swifter than the wind, 
Speed to the town, and leave the war behind. 


When now they touch'd the mcid's enamell’d side, 


Where gentle Xanthus rolls his easy tide, 

With watery drops the chief they sprinkle round, 

Placed on the margin of the flowery ground. 

Raised on his knees, he now ejects the gore ; 

Now faints anew, low-sinking on the shore ; 

By fits he breathes, half views the flecting skies, 

And scals again, by fits, his swimming eyes. 
Soon as the Greeks the chief's retreat beheld, 

With double fury each invades the field. 

Oilean Ajax first his javelin sped, 

Pierced by whose point the son of Enops bled ; 

(Satnius the brave, whom beautcous Nets bore 

Amidst her flocks, on Satnio’s silver shore.) 

Struck through the belly’s rim, the warrior lies 

Supine, and shades eternal veil his eyes. 
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The wings of death o’ertook thee on the dart. 
Swift to perform heaven's fatal will it fled, 


Full on the juncture of the neck and head, 


And took the joint, and cut the nerves in twain: 
The dropping head first tumbled to the plain. 


So just the stroke, that yet the body stood 
Erect, then roll'd along the sands in blood. 

Here, proud Polydaimas, here turn thy eyes! 
(The towering Ajax loud insulting cries :) δ 
Say, is this chief extended on the plain, 

A worthy vengeance for Prothenor slain ? 
Mark well his port; his figure, and his face, 
Nor speak him vulgar, nor of vulgar race ; 
Some lines, methinks, may make his lineage known, 
Antenor’s brother, or perhaps his son. 
He spake, and smiled severe, for well he knew 


490) The bleeding youth: Troy sadden’d at the view. 


But furious Acamas avenged his cause; 

As Promachus his slaughter’d brother draws. 560 
He pierced his heart—Such fate attends you all, 
Proud Argives! destined by our arms to fall. 

Not Troy alone, but haughty Greece shall share 
The toils, the sorrows, and the wounds of war 
Behold your Promachus deprived of breath, 

A victim owed to my brave brother’s death. 

Not unappeased he enters Pluto's gate, 


500| Who leaves a brother to revenge his fate. 


Heart-piercing anguish struck the Grecian host, 
But touch’d the breast of bold Peneleus most; 570 
At the proud boaster he directs his course ; 
The boaster flies, and shuns superior force 
But young Ilioneus received the spear ; 
Nioneus, his father’s only care: 
(Phorbas the rich, of all the Trojan train 
Whom Hermes loved, and taught the arts of gain:) 
Full in his eye the weapon chanced to fall, 
And from the fibres scoup’d the rooted ball, 
Drove through the neck, and hurl'd him to the plais: 
He lifts his miserable arms in vain ' 480 
Swift his broad falchion fierce Peneleus spread, 
And from the spouting shoulders struck his bead; 
To carth at once the head and helmet fly ; 
The lance, yet sticking through the bleeding ere, 
The victor seized ; and as aloft he shook 
The gory visage, thus insulting spoke : 

Trojans! your great Hioneus behold! 
Haste, to his father let the tale be told: 
Let his high roofs resound with frantic woe, 
Such, as the house of Promachus must know; 539) 
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Let dolcful tidings greet his mother’s ear, 

Such, as to Promachus’ sad spouse we bear ; 

When we victorious shall to Greece return, 

And the pale matron in our triumphs mourn. 
Dreadful he spake, then toss’d the head on high; 

The Trojans hear, they tremble, and they fly: 

Aghast they gaze around the fleet and wall, 

And dread the ruin that impends on all. 
Daughters of Jove! that on Olympus shine, 

Ye all-beholding, all-recording Nine! 

O say, when Neptune made proud Ilion yield, 

What chief, what hero, first imbued the field? 

Of all the Grecians what immortal name, 

And whose blest trophies will ye raise to fame? 

. Thou first, great Ajax! on the ensanguined plain 

Laid’st Hyrtius, leader of the Mysian train. 

Phalces and Hermer, Nestor’s son o’erthrew. 

Bold Merion Morys and Hippotion slew. 

Strong Periphetes and Prothoin bled, 

By Tencer's arrows mingled with the dead. 

Pierced in the flank by Menelaiis’ steel, 

His people's pastor, Hyperenor fell; 

Eternal darkness wrapt the warrior round, 

And the fierce soul came rushing through the wound. 

But stretch’d in heaps before ΟἹ] δ᾽ son, 

Fall mizhty numbers, mighty numbers run; 

Ajax the less, of all the Grecian race 

Skill’d in pursuit, and swiftest in the chase. 
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ARGUMENT. 


The fifth Rattle, at the Ships ; and the Acts of Ajar. 

Jupiter awaking, sees the Trojans repulsed from the 
trenches, Heetor in a swoon, and Neptune at the head 
of the Greeks: he is highly incensed at the artifice of 
Juno, who appeases bim by her submissions; she is 
then xent to Iris and Apollo. Juno repairing to the 
assembly of the gods, attempts with extraordinary 
address to incense them against Jupiter; in particular 
she touches Mars with a violent resentment: he is 
ready to take arms, but is prevented by Minerva. Iris 
and Apollo obey the orders of Jupiter; Iris commands 
Neptune to Jeave the battle, to which, after much re- 
luctance and passion, he consents. Apollo re-inapires 
Hector with vigour, brings him back to the battle, 
marches before him with his a@gis, and turns the for- 
tune of the fight. He breaks down great part of the 
Grecian wall: the Trojans rush in and attempt to fire 
the first line of the fleet, but are, as yet, repelled by 
the greater Ajax with a prodigious slaughter. 
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Now in swift flight they pass the trench profound, 
And many a chief lay gasping on the ground: 
Then stopp'd and panted, where the chariots lie; 
Fear on their cheek, and horror in their eye. 
Meanwhile, awaken'd from his dream of love, 

On Ida’s summit sat imperial Jove: 

Round the wide fields he cast a careful view, 

There saw the Trojans fly, the Greeks pursue 
These proud in arms, those scatter’d o’er the plain ; 
And, midst the war, the monarch of the main. 10 
Not far, great Hector on the dust he spies 

(His sad associates round with weeping eyes,) 
Fijecting blood, and panting yet for breath, 

His senses wandering to the verge of death. 
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The god beheld him with a pitying look, 
And thus, incensed, to fraudful Juno spoke: 
O thou, still adverse to the eternal will, 
For ever studious in promoting 111! 
Thy arts have made the godlike Hector yield, 
And driven his conquering sqnadrons from the 
field. 
Canst thou, unhappy in thy wiles! withstand 21 
Our power immense, and brave the almighty hand ? 


600] Hast thou forgot, when, bound and fix'd on high, 


From the vast concave of the spangled sky, 
I hung thee trembling in a golden chain, 
And al] the raging gods opposed in vain 7 
Headlong I hurl’d them from the Olympian hall, 
Stunn'd in the whirl, and breathless with the fall. 
For godlike Hercules these deeds were done, 
Nor seem'd the vengeance worthy such a son: 
When by thy wiles induced, fierce Boreas toss’d 
The shipwreck’d hero on the Coan coast, 
Him through a thousand fortns of death I bore, 
And sent to Argos, and his native shore. 
Hear this, remember, and our fury dread, 
Nar pull the unwilling vengeance on thy head: 
Lest arts and blandishments successless prove, 
Thy soft deceits, and well-dissembled love. 
The Thunderer spoke: imperial Juno mourn’d, 
And, trembling, these submissive words return’d : 40 
By every oath that powers immortal ties, 
The foodful earth, and all infolding skies; 
By thy black waves, tremendous Styx! that flow 
Through the drear realms of gliding ghosts below ; 
By the dread honours of thy sacred head, 
And that unbroken vow, our virgin-bed ! 
Not by my arts the ruler of the main 
Steeps Troy in blood, and rages round the plain ; 
By his own ardour, his own pity sway’d, 
To help his Greeks; he fought and disobey’d : 
Else had thy Juno better counsels given, 
And taught submission to the sire of heaven. 
Think’st thou with me, fair empress of the skies ? 
(The immortal father with a smile replies ;) 
Then soon the hanghty sea-god shall obey, 
Nor dare to act, but when we point the way. 
If truth inspires thy tongue, proclaim our will 
To yon bnght synod on the Olympian hill: 
Our high decree let various Iris know, 
And call the god that bears the silver bow. 
Let her descend, and from the embattled plain 
Command the sea-god to his watery reign: 
While Phebus hastes great Hector to prepare 
To rise afresh, and once more wake the war, 
His labouring bosom re-inspire with breath, 
And calls his senses from the verge of death. 
Greece chased by Troy e’en to Achilles’ fleet, 
Shall fall by thousands at the hero's feet. 
He, not untouch'd with pity, to the plain 
Shall send Patroclus, but shall send in vain. 
What youths he slaughters under Ilion’s walls! 
E’en my loved son, divine Sarpedon, falls ! 
Vanquish'd at last by Hector’s lance he lies. 
Then, nor till then, shall great Achilles rise: 
And Jo! that instant godlike Hector dies. 
From that great hour the war's whole fortune turns, 
Pallas assists, and lofty Ilion burns. 
Not till that day shall Jove relax his rage, 
Nor one of all the heavenly host engage 
In aid of Greece. The promise of a god 
I gave, and seal’d it with the almighty nod, 
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Achilles’ σίοτγγ to the stars to raise ; 

Such was our word, and Fate the word obevs. 
The trembling queen (the almighty order given) 

Swift from the Idxan summit shot to heaven. 

As some way-faring man, who wanders o’er 

In thought a length of lands he trod before, 

Sends forth his active mind from place to place, 

Joins hill to dale, and measures space with space, 

So swift flew Juno to the blest abodes, 

If thought of man can match the speed of gods. 

There sat the powers in awful synod placed: 

They bow'd, and made obeisance as she pass’d, 
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Back to the skies wouldst thou with shame be drives, 
And in thy guilt involve the host of heaven? 8] 
Ilion and Greece no more shall Jove engaze; 
The skies would yield an ampler scene of rage, 
Guilty and guiltless find an equal fate, 
And one vast ruin whelm the Olympian state. 
Cease then thy offspring’s death unjust to eall: 
Heroes as great have died, and yet shall fall. 
Why should heaven's law with foolish man comply, 
Exempted from the race ordain’d to die ? 

This menace fix'd the warrior to his throne; 18 
Sullen he sat, and curb'd the rising groan. 


Throngh all the brazen dome: with goblets crown’d,|Then Juno call’d (Jove's orders to obey) 


They hail her queen; the nectar streams around. 
Fair Themis first presents the golden bowl, 
And anxious asks what cares disturb her soul ? 

To whom the white-arm’d goddess thus replies : 
Enough thou know’st the tyrant of the skies, 
Severely bent his purpose to fulfil, 

Unmoved his mind, and unrestrain’d his will. 

Go thon, the feasts of heaven attend thy call; 
Bid the crown'd nectar circle round the hall; 
But Jove shall thunder through the ethereal dome, 

Such stern decrees, such threaten’d woes to come, 
As soon shall freeze mankind with dire surprise, 

And damp the eternal banquets of the skies. 

The goddess said, and sullen took her place; 
Blank horror sadden'd cach celestial face: 

To see the gathering grudge in every breast, 
Smiles on her lips a spleenful joy express’d; 
While on her wrinkled front, and eye-brow bent, 
Sat steadfast care, and lowering discontent. 

Thus she procceds— Attend, ye powers above! 
But know, ‘tis madness to contest with Jove: 
Supreme he sits: and sees, in pride of sway, 
Your vassal godheads grudgingly obey: 

Fierce in the majesty of power controuls; 
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The winged Iris, and the god of day. 
Go wait the Thunderer’s will (Saturnia cricd,) 
On yon tall summit of the fountful Ide: 
There in the Father's awful presence stand, 
Reccive, and exccute his dread command. 

She said, and sat: the god that gilds the day, 
And various Iris, wing their airy way. 
Swift as the wind, to Ida’s hills they came Ta 
(Fair nurse of fountains and of savage game.) 
There sat the Eternal: he whose nod controals 
The trembling world, and shakes the steady poles 
Veil’d in a mist of fragrance him they found, 
With clouds of gold and purple circled round. 
Well-pleased the Thunderer saw their carnest care, 
And prompt obedience to the queen of air ; 


110} Then (while a smile eerencs his awful brow} 


Commands the goddess of the showery bow: 
Iris! descend, and what we here ordain, 18 
Report to yon mad tyrant of the main. 
Bid him from fight to his own deeps repair, 
Or breathe from slaughter in the fields of air. 
Ifhe refuse, then let him timely weigh 
Our elder birthright, and superior sway. 
How shall his rashness stand the dire alarms, 


Shakes all the thrones of heaven, and bends the poles. | If hcaven’s omnipotence descend in arms ? 


Submiss immortals! all he wills, obey; 

And thou, great Mars, begin and show the way. 
Behold Ascalaphus! behold him die, 

But dare not murmur, dare not vent a sigh; 

Thy own loved boasted offspring lies o’erthrown, 
If that loved boasted offspring be thy own. 

Stern Mars, with anguish for his slaughter’d son, 
Smote his rebelling breast, and fierce begun: 
Thus then, immortals! thus shall Mars obey ; 
Forgive me, gods, and yield my vengeance way: 
Descending first to yon forbidden plain, 

The god of battles dares avenge the slain; 
Dares, though the thunder bursting o'er my head, 
Should hurl me blazing on those heaps of dead. 

With that, he gives command to Fear and Flight 
To join his rapid coursers for the fight : 

Then, grim in arms, with hasty vengeance flies ; 
Arms, that reflect a radiance through the skies. 
And now had Jove, by bold rebellion driven, 
Discharged his wrath on half the host of heaven ; 
But Pallas, springing through the bright abode, 
Starts from her azure throne to calm the god. 
Struck for the immortal race with timely fear, 


From frantic Mars she snatch'd the shield and spear; 


Then the huge helmet lifting from his head, 
Thus to the impetuous homicide she said: 

By what wild passion, furious! art thou toss’d? 
Striv’st thou with Jove? thou art already lost. 
Shall not the Thunderer’s dread command restrain, 
And was imperial Juno heard in vain? 


140 


120/Strives he with me, by whom hia power was given? 


And is there equal to the lord of heaven? 

The Almighty spoke ; the goddess wing'd her fight 
To sacred [lion from the Idzan height. 191 
Swift as the rattling hail, or fleecy snows, 

Drives through the skies, when Boreas fiercely blows: 

So from the clouds descending Iris falls ; 

And to blue Neptune thus the goddess calls: 
Attend the mandate of the sire above, 

In me behold the messenger of Jove: 


130} He bids thee from forbidden wars repair 


To thy own deeps, or to the ficlds of air. 
This if refused, he bids thee timely weigh 200 
His elder birthright, and superior sway. 
How shall thy rashness stand the dire alarms, 
If heaven’s omnipotence descend in arms? 
Striv’st thou with him, by whom all power is gives! 
And art thou equal to the lord of heaven? 

What means the haughty sovereign of the ekies? 
(The king of ocean thus, incensed, replies :) 
Rule as he will his portion'd realm on high; 
No vassal god, nor of his train, am I. 
Three brother deities from Saturn came, 3 
And ancient Rhea, earth's immortal dame: 
Assign’d by lot, our triple rule we know ; 
Infernal Pluto sways the shades below: 
O'er the wide clouds, and o’er the starry phin 
Ethereal Jove extends his high domain ; 
My court beneath the hoary waves I keep, 
And hush the roaring of the sacred deep: 
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is, and this earth, in common lie: The mighty Ajax with a deadly blow 

laim has here the tyrant of the sky 7 Had almost sunk te to the shades below 7 

he distant clouds let him controul, 220] Εἰ δὴ yet, methinks, the gliding ghosts I spy, 

Ὁ the younger brothers of the pole ; And hell’s bleck horrors swim before my eye. 

o his children his commands be given, To him Apollo: Be no more dismay'd ; 

mbling, servile, second race of heaven. See, and be strong! the Thunderer sends thee aid. 
rust I then (said she,) O sire of floods! Behold! thy Phebus shall his arms employ, 290 
ls fierce answer to the king of gods? Phebus, propitious still to thee and Troy. 

it yet, and change thy rash intent; Inspire thy warriors then with manly force, 

> mind disdains not to repent. And to the ships impel thy rapid horee: 

τ brothers guardian fiends are given, E’en I will make thy fiery coursers way, 


irge the wretch insulting them and heaven: {And drive the Grecians headlong to the sea. 
; is the profit (thus the god rejoin'’d) 230} Thus to bold Hector spoke the son of Jove, 


ninisters are bless’d with prudent mind: And breathed immortal ardour from above. 

by thy words, to powerful Jove I yield, As when the pamper’d steed, with reins unbound, 
it, though angry, the contended field. Breaks from his stall, and pours along the ground ; 
his threats with justice I disclaim, With ample strokes he rushes to the flood, 300 
ne our honours, and our birth the same. To bathe his sides, and cool his fiery blood ; 
orgetful of his promise given His head now freed, he tosses to the skies ; 
mes, Pallas, and the queen of heaven; His main dishevell'’d o’er his shoulders flies : 
ur Ilion, that perfidious place, He snuffe the females in the well-known plain, 
iks his faith with half the ethereal race: And springs, exulting, to his fields again: 
ἢ to know, unless the Grecian train 240) Urged by the voice divine, thus Hector flew, 
ι proud structures level with the plain, Full of the god; and all his hosts pursue. 
r the offence by other gods be pass’d, As when the force of men and dogs combined, 
ath of Neptune shall for ever last. Invade the mountain-goat, or branching hind ; 
speaking, furious from the field he strode, | Far from the hunter's rage secure they lie 310 
inged into the bosom of the flood. Close in the rock (not fated yet to die;) 
rd of Thunders from his lofty height When lo! a lion shoots across the way! 

and thus bespoke the source of light : They fly, at once the chasers and the prey: 
ld! the god whose liquid arms are hurl’d So Greece, that late in conquering troops pursued, 
the globe, whose earthquakes rock the world,| And mark’d their progress through the ranks in blood, 
at length his rebel war to wage, 250) Soon as they see the furious chief appear, 
is own seas, and trembles at our rage ; Forgot to vanquish, and consent to fear. 
d my wrath, heaven’s thrones all shaking Thoas with grief observed his dreadful course, 
ound, Thoas, the bravest of the tolian force ; 
to the bottom of his seas profound ; Skill’d to direct the javelin’s distant flight, 320 
the gods that round old Saturn dwell, And bold to combat in the standing fight ; 
ard the thunders to the deeps of hell. Not more in councils famed for solid sense, 


as the crime and well the vengeance spared; |Than winning words and heavenly eloquence. 
wer immense had found such battle hard. |Gods! what portent (he cried) these eyes invades ! 


ιν my son! the trembling Greeks alarm, Lo! Hector rises from the Stygian shades! 

hy broad egis on thy active arm, We saw hin, late, by thundering Ajax kill'd: 

ike Hector thy peculiar care, 260] What god restores him to the frighted field ; 

is bold heart, and urge his strength to war: | And, not content that half of Grecce lie slain, 

ἢ conquer, till the Achaian train Pours new destruction on her sons again 7 

heir ships and Hellespont again: He comes not, Jove! without thy powerful will; 330 
reece shall breathe from toilsa—The godhead| Lo! still he lives, puraues, and conquers still ! 

aid, Yet hear my counsel, and his worst withstand: 

| divine the son of Jove obey'd. The Greeks’ main body to the fleet command ; 

f so swift the sailing falcon flies, But let the few whom brisker spirits warm, 

ives a turtle through the liquid skies, Stand the first onset, and provoke the storm 

2>bus, shooting from the Idzan brow, Thus point your arms; and when such foes appear, 
Jown the mountain to the plain below. Fierce as he is, Jet Hector learn to fear. 

Hector seated by the stream he sees, 270] The warrior spoke, the listening Greeks obey, 

se returning with the coming breeze ; Thickening their ranks, and form a deep array. 

tis pulses beat, his spirits rise; Each Ajax, Teucer, Merion, gave command, 340 
iis loved companions meet his eyes ; The valiant leader of the Cretan band, 

inking of his pains, they pass'd away. And Mars-like Meges : these the chiefs excite, 

om the god who gives the golden day: Approach the foe, and meet the coming fight. 

sits great Elector from the field so far? Behind, unnumber’d multitudes attend, 

ricf, what wound, withholds thee from the war?| To flank the navy, and the shores defend. 

fainting hero, as the vision bright Full on the front the pressing Trojans bear, 

hining o’er him, half unseal’d his sight: And Hector first came towering to the war. 


t bless’d immortal, with commanding breath, | Phoebus himself the rushing battle led ; 

‘akens Hector from the sleep of death? 280) A veil of clouds involved his radiant head : 

me not told, how, while my trusty sword High-held before him, Jove’s enormous shield 350 
Greece in slaughter, and her battle gored, =| Portentous shone, and shaded all the field ; 
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Vulcan to Jove the immortal gift consign'd, 

To seatter hosts and terrify mankind. 

The Greeks expect the shock, the clamours rise 
From different parts, and mingle in the skies. 
Dire was the hiss of darts, by heroes flung, 

And arrows Icsping from the bow-string sung ; 
These drink the lite of generous warriors slain ς 
Those guiltless fall, and thirst for blood in vain. 
As long as Phubus bore unmoved the shield, 
Sat doubtful Conquest hovering o'er the field ; 
But when aluft he shakes it in the skies, 

Shouts in their cars, and lightens in their eyes, 
Deep horror seizes every Grecian bieast, 

Their force 13 humbled, and their fear confess'd. 
So flies a herd of oxen, scatter'd wide, 

No swain to guard them, and no day to guide, 
When two fell lions from the mountain come, 
And spread the carnage through the shady gloom. 
Impending Phorbus, pours around them fear, 
And Troy and Hector thunder in the rear. 
Heaps fall on heaps: the slaughter Hector leads ; 
First great Arcesilas, then Stichius bleeds ; 

One to the bold Baotians ever dear, 

And one Menestheus’ friend, and famed compeer. 
Medon and Lisus, Acneas sped ; 

This sprung from Phelus, and the Athenians led: 
But hapless Medon trom Oileus came ; 

Him Ajax honour’d with a brother's naine, 
Though born of lawless love: from home expell’d, 
A banish’d man, in Phylacé he dwell'd, 

Press’d by the vengeance of an angry wife; 
Troy ends, at last, his labours and his life. 
Mecystes next, Polydamas o’erthrew ; 

And thee, brave Clonius, great Agenor slew. 

By Paris, Deiochus inglorious dies, 

Pierced through the shoulder as he basely flies. 
Polites’ arm laid Eechius on the plain ; 

Stretch’d on one heap, the victors spoil the slain. 


The Greeks, dismay’d, confused, disperse or fall, 390 


Some seek the trench, some skulk behind the wall. 

While these fly trembling, others pant for breath, 

. And o’er the slaughterer stalks gigantic Death. 

On rush'd bold Hector, gloomy as the night ; 

Forbids to plunder, animates the fight, 

Points to the tleet: For, by the gods who flies, 

Whao dares but linger, by this hand he dies: 

No weeping sister his cold eye shall close, 

No friendly hand his funeral pyre compose. 

Who stops to plunder in this signal hour, 

The birds shall tear him, and the dogs devour. 
Furious he said ; the smarting scourge resounds ; 

The coursers fly ; the smoking chariot bounds : 

The hosts rush on; Joud clamours shake the shore ; 

The horses thunder, earth and ocean roar! 

Apollo, planted at the trench’s bound, 


Push’d at the bank : down sunk the enormous mound ; 


Roll’d in the ditch the heapy ruin lay; 

A sudden road! a long and ample way. 

O'er the dread fosse (a late impervious space) 
Now steeds, and men, and cars, tumultuous pass. 
The wondering crowds the downward level trod; 


Before them flamed the shield, and march'd the god. 


Then with his hand he shook the mighty wall; 
And lo! the turrets nod, the bulwarks fall. 

Easy, as when ashore an infant stands, 

And draws imagined houses in the sands, 

The sportive wantan, pleased with some new play, 
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Thus vanish'd, at thy touch, the towers and walls; 
The toil of thousands in a moment falls. dil 
The Grecians gaze around with wild despair, 
Confused, and weary all the powers with prayer, 
Exhort their men with praises, threats, commands; 
And urge the gods with voices, eyes, and bands. 
Expericuced Nestor chief obtests the skies, 
And weeps his country with a father’s eves: 
0 Jove! if ever, on his native shore, 
One Greek enrich'd thy shrine with offer'd gore; 
If c’er, in hope our country to behold, 


43 


“We paid the fiuest firstlings of the fold; 


If e’er thou sign’st our wishes with thy nod; 
Perform the promise of a gracious god! 

This day preserve our navies from the flame, 
And save the reliques of the Grecian name. 

Thus pray'd the sage: the Fternal gave consea, 
And peals of thunder shake the firmament; 
Presumptuous Troy mistook the accepting sign, 
And catch’d new fury at the vuice divine. 

As, when black tempests mix the seas and skies, 40 
The roaring dceps in watery mountains rise, 
Above the sides of some tall ship ascend, 

Its womb they deluge, and its ribs they rend: 
Thus loudly roaring, and o’erpowering all, 

Mount the thick Trojans up the Grecian wall; 
Legions on Jegions from each side arise: 

Thick sound the kee!s; the storm of arrows flea 
Fierce on the ships above, the cars below, 

These wield the mace, and those the javelin throw. 

While thus the thunder of the battle raged, 450 
And labouring armies round the works engaged, 
Still in the tent Patroclus sat, to tend 
The good Eurypylus, his wounded friend. 

He sprinkles healing balms to anguish kind, 
And adds discourse, the medicine of the mind. 
But when he saw, ascending up the fleet, 
Victorious Troy: then, starting from bis seat, 
With bitter groans his sorrows he express'd, 
He wrings his hands, he beats his man]¥ breast. 
Though yet thy state requires redress (he cried) 4 
Depart | must: what horrors strike mine eyes! 
Charg’d with Achilles’ high commands I go, 

A mournful witness of this scene of woe: 

[ haste to urge him, by his country’s care, 

To rise in arms and shine again in war. 
Perhaps some favouring god his soul may bend; 
The voice is powerful of a faithful friend. 


400) He spoke: and speaking, swifter than the wind 


Sprang froin the tent, and left the war behind. 
The embodied Greeks the fierce attack sustain, 4 
But strive, though numerons, to repulse in vain! 
Nor could the Trojans, through that firm array, 
Force to the fleet and tents the impervious waf. 
As when a shipwright, with Palladian art, 
Smoothes the rough wood, and levels every pat; 
With equal hand he guides hia whole design, 

By the just rule, and the directing line : 

The martial leaders with like skill and care, 
Preserved their line, and equal kept the war. 
Brave deeds of arms through all the ranks were red 
And every ship sustained an equal tude. 

At one proud bark, high towering o'er the fleet, 
Ajax the great and godlike Hector meet ; 

For one bright prize the matchless chiefs contesd; 
Nor this the ships can fire, nor that defend ; 

One kept the shore, and one the vessel trod ; 


Sweeps the slight works and fashion’d domes away.| That fix'd as Fate, this acted by a god. 
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F Clytius in his daring hand, (Thy arms no less suffice the lance to wield,) 
approaching, shakes a flaming brand ; And quit the quiver for the pondrous shield. 
d by Telamon’s huge lance expires; 490] In the first ranks indulge thy thirst of fame, 

g he falls, and drops the extinguish’d fires. | Thy brave example shall the rest inflame. 


tor view’d him with a sad survey, Fierce as they are, by long successes vain ; 560 
'd in dust before the stern he lay. To force our fleet, or e’en a ship to gain, 

Trojan, all of Lycian race! Asks toil, and sweat, and blood; their utmost might 
our arms, maintain this arduous space : Shall find its match—no more ; ’tis ours to fight. 

e the son of royal Clytius lies ; Then Teucer laid his faithless bow aside ; 

s arms, secure his obsequies. The fourfold buckler o’er his shoulder tied, 

d, his eager javelin sought the foe: On his brave head a crested helm he placed, 

‘hunn’d the meditated blow. With nodding horse-hair formidably graced : 

‘ yet the forceful lance was thrown; 500) A dart, whose point with brass refulgent shines, 

ἱ in dust unhappy Lycophron : The warrior wields; and his great brother joins. 

yng, sustain’d at Ajax’ board, This Hector saw, and thus express'd his joy; 57@ 
servant to a foreign lord ; Ye troops of Lycia, Dardanus, and Troy! 

n war, for ever at his side, Be mindful of yourselves, your ancient fame, 

»ved master, as he lived, he died. And spread your glory with the navy’s flame. 

high poop he tumbles on the sand, Jove is with us; I saw his hand but now, 

t lifeless load, along the land. . From the proud archer strike his vaunted bow. 

ish Ajax views the piercing sight, Indulgent Jove ; how plain thy favours shine, 
nflames his brother to the fight: ᾿ When happy nations bear the marke divine ! 

behold ! extended on the shore 510 | How easy then, to eee the sinking state 

, our loved companion! now no more! | Of realms accursed, deserted, reprobate ! 

parent, with a parent's care Such is the fate of Greece, and such is ours; 580 
ur wars, he left his native air. Behold, ye warriors, and exert your powers. 

ι deplored, to Hector’s rage we owe; Death is the worst; a fate which all must try ; 
revenge it on the crue) fue. And, for our country, ‘tis a bliss to die. 


‘ those darts on which the Fates attend? =| The gallant man, though slain in fight he be, 
e the bow which Pheebus taught to bend? | Yet Jeaves his nation safe, his children free 


at Teucer hastening to his aid, Entails a debt on all the grateful state ; 
5 chief his ample bow display’d ; His own brave friends shall glory in his fate ; 
stored quiver on his shoulders hung; 6590 His wife live honour'd, all his race succeed 
d his arrow, and the bow-string sung. And late postcrity enjoy the deed ! 
senor’s son, renown’d in fame This roused the soul in every Trojan breast. 590 
Polydamas ! an honour’d name,) The godlike Ajax next his Greeks address'd : 
ough the thickest of the embattled plains How long, ye warriors of the Argive race! 
ing steeds, and shook his eager reins. (To generous Argos what a dire disgrace!) 
glory ran his ardent mind, How long on these cursed confines will ye lie, 
ed death arrests him from behind. Yet undetermined or to live, or die? 
lis fair neck the thrilling arrow flies ; What hopes remain, what methods to retire, 
fair bloom reluctantly he dies. If once your vessels catch the Trojan fire? 
im the lofty seat, at distance far, 530! Mark how the flames approach, how near they fall, 
long coursers spurn his empty car. How Hector calls, and Troy obeys his call ! 
‘olydamas the steeds restrain’d, Not to the dance that dreadful voice invites, 600 
, Astynous, to thy careful hand; It calls to death, and all the rage of fights. 
d to vengeance, rush'd amidst the foe, *Tis now no time for wisdom or debates ; 


2d his sword, and strengthen'd every blow. |To your own hands are trusted all your fates ; 
1ore bold Teucer, in his country’s cause, And better far in one decisive strife, 


ΓΒ breast a chosen arrow draws ; One day should end our labour, or our life; 

‘he weapon found the destined way, Than keep this hard-got inch of barren sands, 

rreat Trojan ! had renown’d that day. Still press’d, and press’d by such inglorious hands. 
or was not doom’d to perish then : 540| The listening Grecians feel their leader's flame, 
ise Disposer of the fates of men And every kindling bosom pants for fame. 

Jove) his present death withstands ; Then mutual slaughters spread on either side ; 610 
such glory due to Teucer's hands. By Hector here the Phocian Schedius died ; 

stretch as the tough string he drew, There, pierced by Ajax, sunk Laodamas, 

an arm unseen, it burst in two ; Chief of the foot, of old Antenor’s race. 
ipp'd the bow ; the shaft with brazen head | Polydamas laid Otus on the sand, 
‘ent, and on the dust lay dead. The fierce commander of the Epeian band. 
iish'd archer to great Ajax cries : His lance bold Meges at the victor threw: 
| prevents our destined enterprise ; The victor stooping, from the death withdrew: 
1, propitious to the Trojan foe, 550 | (‘That valued life, O Phoebus, was thy care) 

my arm unfailing, struck the bow, But Cresmus bosom took the flying spear : 
e the nerve my hands had twined with art, | His corpse fell blecding on the slippery shore ; 620 
impel the flight of many a dart. His radiant arms triumphant Meges bore, 
Yeaven commands it (Ajax made reply) Dolops, the son of Lampus, rushes on, 


hy bow, and lay thy arrows by; Sprung from the race οἵ old Lacmedon, 
2Q . 
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And famed for prowess in a well-fougl.t field ; 
He pierced the centre of his sounding shield: 
But Meges Phyleus’ ample breast-plate wore 
(Well known in tight on Selle’s winding shore ; 
For king Euphetes gave the golden mail, 
Compact, and firm with many a jointed scale ;) 
Which oft, in cities storm'd, and batdes won, 
Had saved the father, and now saves the son. 
Full at the Trojan’s head he urged his lance, 
Where the high pluines above the helmet dance, 
New tinged with Tyrian dye; in dust below, 
Shorn from the crest, the purple honours glow. 
Meantime their fight the Spartan hing survey'd, 
And stood by Meges’ side, a sudden aid, 
Through Dolops’ shoulder urged his forceful dart, 
Which held its passage through the panting heart, 
And issued at his breast. W.th thundering sound 
The warrior falls, extended on the ground. 01) 
In rush the conquering Greeks to spoil the 8]αίη : 
But Hector’s voice excites his kindred train 3 
The hero most, from Hicetaon sprung, 
Fierce Melanippus, gallant, brave, and young ; 
He (ere to Troy the Grecians cross’d the main) 
Fed his large oven on Percote’s plain; 
But when, oppress‘, his country claim‘d his care, 
Return'd to Ilion, and excell’d in war; 
For this, in Priam’s court he hekl his place, 
Beloved no less than Priam’s reyal race. 
Him Hector singled, a3 his troops he led, 
And thus inflamed him, pointing to the dead : 
J.o, Melanippus ! lo where Dolops lies ; 
And is it thus our royal kinsman dics ? 
(’ermatch’d he falls ; to two at once a prey, 
And lo! they bear the bloody arms away ! 
Come on—a distant war no longer wage, 
But hand to hand thy country’s foes engage : 
Till Greece at once, and all her glory end, 
Or Ilion from her towery height descend, 
Heaved from the lowest stone; and bury all 
In one sad sepuichre, one common fall. 

lector (this said) rustvd forward on the foes: 
With equal ardour Melanippus glows. 
Then Ajax thus—Oh Greeks! respect your fame, 
Respect yourselves, and learn an honest shame: 
Let mutual reverence mutual warmth inspire, 
And catch from breast to breast t!:ec noble fire. 
On valour's side the odds of combat lie, 
The brave live glorious, or lamented die ; 

The wretch that trembles in the field of fame, 
Meets death, and worse than death, eternal shame. 
His gencrous sense he not in vain imparts ; 

It sunk, and rooted in the Grecian hearts ; 
They join, they throng, they thicken at his call, 
And flank the navy with a brazen wall; 
Shields touching shields, in order blaze above, 
And stop the Trojans though impell’d by Jove. 
The fiery Spartan first, with loud applause, 
Wants the bol:] son of Nestor in his cause. 
Ig there (he said) in arms a youth like you, 
So strong to fight, so active to pursue 7 
Why stand you distant, nor attempt a deed 7 
Lift thy bold lance, and make rome Trojan bleed. 
He said; an backward to the lines retired ; 
Forth roasted the youth, with martial fury fired, 
Reyond the foremost ranks; his lanee he threw, 
And round the black battalions cast his view. 
The troops of ‘Troy recede with sudden fear, 
While the swift javelin hiss’d along in air. 


680 


Advancing Melanippus met the dart 

With his bold breast, and felt it in his heart; 
Thundering he falls; his falling arms resound, 
And his broad buckler rings against the ground 
The victor leaps upoa his prostrate prize; 
Thus on a roe the well-breathed beagle flies, 


630] And rends his side, tresh-bleeding with the dart 


The distant hunter sent into his heart. 
Observing Hector to the rescue flew ; 
Bold as he was, Antilochus withdrew. 
So when a savage, ranging o'er the plain, 
Has torn the shepherd's dog, ur shepherd swain, 
While, conscious of the decd, he glares around, 
And hears the gathering raulutud» resound, 
Timely he flies the yet untasted food, 
And gains the friendly shelter of the wood. 
So fears the youth; all Troy with shouta pursue, 
While stones and darts in mingled tempests flew; 
But enter’d in the Grecian rinks, he turns 710 
His manly breast, and with new fury burns. 

Now on the ‘lect the tides of ‘Projans drore, 
Fierce to fulfil the stern decrees of Jove : 
The sire of gods, confirming Thetis prayer, 
The Grecian ardour quench’d in deep despair; 
But lifts to glory Troy's prevailing bands, 
Swells all their hearts and strengthens all their hands. 
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650) On Ida‘s top he waits with longing eyes, 


To view the navy blazing to the skics; 

Then, nor till then, the scale of war shall turn, 79 
The Trojans fly, and conquer'd Ion burn. 

These fates revolved in his almighty mind, 

He raises Hector to the work design’d, 

Bids him with more than mortal fury glow, 

And drives him, like a lightning, on the foe. 

So Mars, when human crimes for vengeance call, 
Shukes his huge javelin, and whole armies fall. 


660 | Not with more rage a conflagration rolis, 


Wraps the vast mountains, and involves the poles. 
He foams with wrath; beneath his gloomy brow 1% 
Like fiery meteors his red eye-balls glow : 

The radiant helmet on kis temples burns, 

Waves when he nods, and lightens as he turns: 
For Jove his splendour round the chief bad throws, 
And cast the bluze of both the hosts on one. 
Unhappy glories! for his fate was near, 

Due to stern Pallas, and Pelides’ spear: 


ΟἿΟΊ Yet Jove deferr'd the death he was to pay, 


And gave what Fate allowed, the honours of a day: 
Now all on fire for fame, his breast, his eyes τῷ 

Burn at each foe, and single every prize, 

Still at the closest ranks, the thickest fight, 

He points his ardour and exerts his might. 

The Grecian phalanx, moveless as a tower, 

On all sides batter’d, yet resists his power: 

So some tall rock o’erhangs the hoary main, 

By winds assail‘d, by billows beat in vain, 

Unmoved it hears, above, the tempest blow, 

And sees the watery mountains break below. 

Girt in surrounding Hames, he seems to fall, 

Like fire from Jove, and bursts upon them ai: 

Bursts as a wave that from the clouds impends, 

And swell'd with tempests on the ship descends; 

White are the decks with foam ; the wirds aloud 

Low! o’er the masts, and sing through every shred 

Pale, trembling, tired, the sailors freeze with fears: 

And instant death on every wave appears. 


70 


690|So pale the Grecks the eyes of Ilector meet, 


The chief so thunders, and so shakes the feet. 
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hen a lion rushing from his den, 760 | And now to this, and now to that he flies : 


the plain of some wide-water'd fen, 
numerous oxen, as at ease they feed, 
> expatiate o’er the ranker mead, ) 
m the herds before the herdsman’s eyes : 
mbling herdsman far to distance flies : 
»rdly bull (the rest dispersed and fled) 
les out ; arrests, and lays him dead. 
om the rage of Jove-like Hector flew 

ece in heaps; but one he seized, and slew: 
an Periphes, a mighty name, " 770 
om great, in arms well known to fame ; 
nister of stern Eurystheus’ ire, 

Alcides, Copreus was his sire: 

1 redeem’d the honours of the race, 

5 generous as the sire was base ; 

his country’s youth conspicuous far 

' virtue, or of peace or war: 

m’d to flector’s stronger force to yield ! 
the margin of his ample shield 

ck his hasty foot: his heels up-sprung; 780 
he fell; his brazen helmet rung. — 

fallen chief the invading Trojan press’d, 
inged the poihted javelin in his breast. 

ling friends, who strove to guard too late 
iappy hero, fled, or shared his fate. 

α from the foremost line, the Grecian train 
in the next, receding toward the main: 

| in one body at the tents they stand, 

round with sterns, a gloomy desperate band. 
anly shame forbids the inglorious flight ; 790 
ar itself confines them to the fight : 

urage breathes in man; but Nestor most . 
ge preserver of the Grecian host) 

, adjures, to guard these utmost shores ; 

their parents, by themselves, implores. 

nds! be men: your generous breasts inflame 
jual honour, and with mutual shame! 

if your hopes, your fortunes; all the care 
ives, your infants, and your parents share : 

f each living father's reverend head : 800 
if each ancestor with glory dead ; 

by me they speak, by me they sue; 

ik their safety, and their fame from you: 

is their fates on this one action lay, 

are lost, if you desert the day. 

Κα, and round him breathed heroic fires ; 

. seconds what the sage inspires. 

τι of darkness Jove around them threw | 

Γ᾽ ἡ, restoring all the war to view; . 

Ἢ ray shot beaming o’er the plain, 810 
»w'd the shores, the navy, and the main: 

they saw, and all who fly, or fight, 

ine wide-opening to the blaze of light. 

the field, great Ajax strikes their eyes, 

t majestic, and his ample size: . 

rots mace, with studs of iron crown’d, 

onty cubits long, he swings around ; 

its like others fix’d to certain stands, 

is a moving tower above the bands: 

ithe deck, with vast gigantic stride, 820 
like hero stalks from side to side. 

na horseman from the watery mead 

in the manage of the bounding steed) 

‘our fair coursers, practised to obey, 

e great city through the public way; 

his art, as side by side they run, 

8 his seat, and vaults from one to one; 


Admiring numbers follow with their eyes. 

From ship to ship thus Ajax swiftly flew, 83C 
No less the wonder of the warring crew, 
As furious Hector thunder'd threats aloud, 
And rush'd enraged before the Trojan crowd: 
Then swift invades the ships, whose beaky prores 
Lay rank'd contiguous on the bending shores: 
So the strong eagle from his airy height, 
Who marks the swans’ or cranes’ embodied flight, 
Stoops down impetuous, while they light for food, 
And, stooping, darkens with his wings the flood. 


Jove leads him on with his almighty hand, 840 


And breathes fierce spirits in his following band. 
The warring nations meet, the battle roars, 
Thick beats the combat on the sounding prores. 
Thou wouldst have thought, so furious was their fire, 
No force could tame them, and no toil could tire ; 
As if new vigour from new fights they won, 
And the long battle was but then begun. 
Greece yet unconquer'd, kept alive the war, 
Secure of death, confiding in despair; - 
Troy, in proud hopes, already view’d the main 850 
Bright with the blaze, and red with heroes slain ! 
Like strength is felt from hope and from despair, 
And each contends, as his were all the war. 
*T was thou, bold [lector ! whose resistless hand 
First seized a ship on that contested strand ; 
The same which dead Protesilatis bore, 
The first that touch'd the unhappy Trojan shore: 
For this in arms the warring nations stood, 
And bathed their generous breasts with mutual] blood. 
No room to poise the lance or bend the bow, 860 
But hand to hand, and man to man they grow: 
Wounded they wound ; and seek each other's hearts 
With fulchions, axes, swords, and shorten’d darts. 
The falchions ring, shields rattle, axes sound, 
Swords flash in air, or glitter on the ground ; 
With streaming blood the slippery shores are dyed, 
And slaughter'd heroes swell the dreadful tide. 
Still raging Hector with his ample hand 
Grasps the high stern, and gives his loud command : 
Haste, bring the flames ! the toil of ten long years 
Is finish'd! and the day desired appeara! | 871 
This happy day with acclamations greet, 
Bright with destruction of yon hostile fleet. 
The coward counsels of a timorous throng 
Of reverend dotards, check’d our glory long: 
Too long Jove lull’d us with lethargic charms, 
But now in peals of thunder calls to arms: 
In this great day he crowns our full desires, 
Wakes all our force, and seconds all our fires. 
He spoke—the warriors, at his fierce command, 88C 
Pour a new dcluge on the Grecian band. 
E’en Ajax paused (so thick the javelins fly,) 
Stepp’d back, and doubted or to live or die. 
Yet where the oars are placed, he stands to wait 
What chief approaching dares attempt his fate: 
E’en to the last his naval charge defends, 
Now shakes his spear, now lifts, and now protends ; 
E’en yet the Greeks with piercing shouts inspires, 
Amidst attacks, and deaths, and darts, and fires: 
O friends ! O' heroes! names for ever dear, 89 
Once sons of Mars, and thunderbolts of war! 
Ah! yet be mindful of your old renown, 
Your great forefathers’ virtues and your own 
What aids expect you in this utmost strait 7 
What bulwarks rising between you and fate ? 
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No aids, no bulwarks, your retreat attend ; 

No friends to help, no city to defend : 

This spot is all you have, to loce or keep; 

There stand the Trojans, and here rolls the deep 

"Tis hostile ground you tread ; your native lands 900 

Far, far from hence: your fates are in your hands. 
Raging he spoke; nor farther wastes his breath, 

But turns his javelin to the work of death. 

Whate'er bold Trojan arm'd his daring hands, 

Against the sable ships with flaming brands; 

So well the chief his naval weapon sped, 

The luckless warrior at his stern lay dead: 

Full twelve, the boldest, in a moment fell, 

Sent by great Ajax to the shades of hell. 


BOOK XVI. 


ARGUMENT. 
The sixth Battle; the Acts and Death of Patroclus. 


Patroclus (in pursuance of the request of Nestor in the 
eleventh book: entreats Achilles to suffer him to go to. 
the assistance of the Greeks with Achilles’ troops and 
armour. He agrees to it, but at the same time charges 
him to content hitnself with rescuing the fleet, with. 
out further pursuit of theenemy. The armour, horses, , 
soldiers, and ofticera of Achilles are described. Achil- 
les offers a Libation for the success of his friend, after: 
which Patroclus leads the Myrinidons to battle. ‘The 
Trojans, atthe sight of Patroclus in Achilles’s armour, | 
taking him for that hero, are cast into the utmost con. 
sternation: he beats them off from the vessels. Hector 
himself flies. Sarpedon is killed, though Jupiter was’ 
avese to his fate. Several other particulars of the' 
battle are described; in the heat of which, Patroclus, ' 
neglecting the orders of Achilles, pursues the foe to | 
the walls of Troy; where Apollo repulses and disarms | 
hitn, Euphorbus wounds hii, and Hector killa him; 
which concludes the book. 


BOOK XVI. 


So warr'd both armies on the ensanguined shore, 
While the black vessels smoked with human gore. 
Meantime Patroclus to Achilles flies ; 

The streaming tears fall copious from his eyes ; 
Not faster trickling to the plains below, 

From the tall rock the sable waters flow. 
Divine Pelides, with compassion moved, 

Thus spoke, indulgent to his best beloved : 

Patroclus, say, what grief thy hosom bears, 
That flows so fast in these unmanly tears? 

No girl, no infant whom the mother keeps 

From her loved breast, with fonder passion weeps; 
Not more the mother’s soul that infant warms, 
Clung to her knees, and reaching at her arins, 
Than thou hast mine! Oh tell me, to what end 
Thy melting sorrows thus pursue thy friend ? 
Grievest thou for me, or for my martial band 7 

Or come sad tidings from our native land 7 

Our fathers live (our first, most tender care,) 

The good Menctius breathes the vital air, 

And hoary Peleus yet extends his days ; 

Pleased in their age to hear their children’s praise. 
Or may some meaner cause thy pity claim? 
Perhaps yon relics of the Grecian name, 

Doon:'a in their ships to sink by fire and eword, 
And pay the forfeit of their haughty lord ? 
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Whate'’er the cause, reveal thy secret care, 

And speak those sorrows which a friend would share. 
A sigh, that instant, from his bosom broke, 

Another follow'd, and Patroclus spoke : 

Let Greece at length with pity touch thy breast, 

Thyself a Greek; and, once, of Greeks the best! 

Lo! every chief that might her fate prevent, 

Lies pierced with wounds, and bleeding in his teat. 

Eurypylus, Tydides, Atreus’ son, 

And wise Ulysses, at the navy groan, 

More for their country’s wounds, than for their own 

Their pain, soft arts of pharmacy can ease, 

Thy breast alone no lenitives appease. 

May never rage like thine my soul enslave, 

O great in vain! unprofitably brave ! 

Thy country slighted in her last distress, 

What friend, what man, from thee shall hope redress? 

No—men unborn, and ages yet behind, 

Shall curse that fierce, that unforgiving mind. 

O man unpitying! if of man thy race; 

But sure thou spring’st not from a soft ¢mbrace, 

Nor ever amorous hero caused thy birth, 

Nor ever tender goddess brought thee forth. 

Some rugged rock's hard entrails gave thee form, ¥ 

And raging seas produced thee in a storm, 

A soul well-suiting that tempestuous kind, 

So rough thy manners, so untamed thy mind. 

If some dire oracle thy breast alarm, 

If aught from Jove, or Thetis, stop thy arm, 

Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may shine, 

If I but lead the Myrmidonian line: 

Clad in thy dreadful arms if I appear, 

Proud Troy shall tremble, and desert the war: 

Without thy person Greece shall win the day, 

And thy mere image chace her foes away. 

Press’d by fresh forces, her o’erlabour’d train 

Shall quit the ships, and Greece respire again. 
Thus, blind to Fate! with supplicating breath, 

Thou begg’st his arms, and in his arms thy death, 

Unfortunately good! a boding sigh 

Thy friend return’d ; and with it this reply: 
Patroclus! thy Achilles knows no fears; 

Nor words from Jove, nor oracles he hears; 

Nor aught a mother’s caution can suggest ; 

The tyrant’s pride lies rooted in my breast. 

My wrongs, my wrongs, my constant thought engage, 

Those, my sole oracles, inspire my rage. 

I made him tyrant: gave him power to wrong 

E’en me: J felt it: and shall feel it long. 

The maid, my black-eyed maid, he forced away, 

Due to the toils of many a well-fought day; 

Due to my conquest of her father's reign ; 

Due to the votes of all the Grecian train. 

From me he foreed her; me, the bold and brave; 

Disgraced, dishonour’d, like the meanest slave. 

But bear we this—the wrongs I grieve are past: 

"Tis time our fury should relent at last : 

I fix’d its date ; the day I wish’d appears: 

Now Hector to my ships his battle bears, 

The flames my eyes, the shouts invade my ears 

Go, then, Patroclus! court fair honour’s charms 

In Troy’s famed fields, and in Achilles’ arms: 

Lead forth my martial Myrmidons to fight, 

Go, save the fleets, and conquer in my right. 

See the thin reliques of their baffled band, 

At the last edge of yon deserted land! 

Behold all Hion on their ships descends ; 

How the cloud blackens, how the storm impends! 
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1ot thue, when at my sight amazed, He cased his limbs in brass; and first around 
iw and trembled, as this helmet blazed : Ilis manly legs with silver buckles bound 
t the injurious king our friendship lost, The clasping greaves; then to his breast applies 
iple trench had buried halt’ her host. The flaming cuirass, of a thousand dyes; 
ips, no bulwarks, now the Trojans fear, Emblazed with studs of go.d his falchion shone 
ire not dreadful, no Achilles there : 100} In the rich belt, as in the starry zone: 
rer flames the lance of Tydeus’ son ; Achilles’ shield his ample shoulders spread, 

€ your general calls his heroes on; Achilles’ helmet nodded o’er his head : 

alone, I hear; his dreadful breath Adorn‘d in aJl his terrible array, 170 
nds your slaughter, or proclaims your death. | He flash’d around intolerable day. 
γ, Patroclus, issue to the plain ; Alone, untouch’d, Pelides’ javelin stands, 
ve the ships, the rising fires restrain, Not to be poised but by Pelides’ hands ; 
Ὃ the Greeks to visit Greece again. From Pelion’s shady brow the plant entire, 

d my words, and mark a friend’s command, |Old Chiron rent, and shaped it for his sire ; 
ists his fame and honours in thy hand, Whose son’s great arm alone the weapon wields, 

m thy deeds expects the Achaian host 110] The death of heroes and the dread of fields. 
‘nder back the beauteous maid he lost. Then brave Automedon (an honour’d name, 
icontroll'’d through all the hostile crew, The second to his lord in love and fame, 

ἢ not Hector; Hector is my due. In peace his friend, and partner of the war) 180 
Jove in thunder should command the war, |The winged coursers harness’d to the car; 

consult my glory, and forbear. Xanthus and Balius, of immortal breed, 

ἴ once saved, desist from farther chase, Sprung from the wind, and like the wind in speed ; 

1 to Ilion’s walls the Grecian race ; Whom the wing’d Harpy, swift Podargé, bore, 
iverse god thy rashness may destroy; By Zephyr pregnant on the breezy shore: 

od, like Phebus, ever kind to Troy. Swift Pedasus was added to their side 

πος redeem’d from this destructive strait, 120|(Once great Aétion’s, now Achilles’ pride,) 

awn work; and leave the rest to Fate. Who, like in strength, in swiftness, and in grace, 
uld to all the immortal powers above, A mortal courser, match’d the immortal race. 
Pallas, and almighty Jove, Achilles speeds from tent to tent, and warms 190 
t one Trojan might be left alive, His hardy Myrmidons to blood and arms. 

a Greck of all the race survive ; All breathing death, around their chief they stand, 
aly we the vast destruction shun, A grim, terrific, formidable band : 

y we destroy the accursed town. Grim as voracious wolves, that seek the springs, 
conference held the chiefs: while onthe |When scalding thirst their burning bowels wrings ; 
‘rand, When some tall stag, fresh slaughter’d in the wood, 
»ve with conquest crown’d the Trojan band. | Has drench'd their wild insatiate throats with blood, 
more the sounding storm sustain’d, 130] To the black fount they rush, a hideous throng, 

; the darts an iron tempest rain’d : With paunch distended, and with lolling tongue ; 
ired arm the weighty buckler hung ; Fire fills their eye, their black jaws belch the gore, 
‘ow helm with falling javelins rung; And, gorged with slaughter, still they thirst for 
th, in quick, short pantings, comes and goes ; more. 201 
nful sweat from all his members flows : Like furious rush’d the Myrmidonian crew, 

nd o’erpower’d, he barely breathes at most; |Such their dread strength, and such their dreadful 
rce an army stirs him from his post: view. 

son dangers all around him grow, High in the midst the great Achilles stands, 

| to toil, and woe succeeds to woe. Directs their order, and the war commands. 

Muses, throned above the starry frame, 140) He, loved of Jove, had launch’d for llion’s shores 
st the navy blazed with Trojan flame 7 Ful! fifty vessels, mann’d with fifty oars: 

Hector waved his sword; and standing near|Five chosen leaders the fierce bands obey, 

furious Ajax plied his ashen spear, Himself supreme in valour as in sway. 

the lance a stroke so justly sped, First march’d Menestheus, of celestial birth, 210 
2 bread falchion lopp'd its brazen head: Derived from thee, whose waters wash the carth, 
itless spear the warrior shakes in vain ; Divine Spirchius! Jove-descending flood ! 

zen head falls sounding on the plain. A mortal mother mixing with a god. 

jax saw, and own’d the hand divine, Such was Menesthcus, but miscall’d by fame 

ing Juve, and trembling at the sign ; The son of Borus, that espoused the dame. 


he retreats. Then swift on all sides pour 150| Eudorus next; whom Polymele the gay, 
sing brands; thick streams the fiery shower; | Famed in the graceful dance, produced to day. 


: high stern the curling volumes rise, Her, sly Cyllenius loved, on her would gaze, 

‘ets of rolling smoke involve the skies. As with swift step she form’'d the running maze 

2 Achilles view'd the rising flames, To her high chamber from Diana's quire, 220 
ote his thigh, and thus aloud exclaims: The god pursued her, urged, and crown'd his fire. 
n, Patroclus! Lo, the blaze aspires ! The son confess'd his father’s heavenly race, 

wing ocean reddens with the fires. Aod heir'd his mother’s swifiness in the chase. 

2 our vessels catch the spreading flame ; Strong Echecleiis, bless’d in all those charms 

> the Grecians be no more a name ; That pleased a god, succeeded te lser arms ; 

v bring the troops—the hero said ; 160| Not conscious of those loves, Jong hid from fame, 


nd with ardour and with joy obey’d. With gifts of price he sought and won the dame ; 
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Her secret offspring to her sire she bare; 
Her sire caress’d him with a parent's care. 
Pisander follow'd; matchless in his art 
To wing the spear or aim the distant dart ; 
No hand βὸ sure of all the Emathian line, 

Or if'a surer, great Patroclus! thine. 


Lo, to the dangers of the fighting field ! 
The best, the dearest of my friends, I yield: 


230 | Though still determined, to my ships confined ; 


Patroclus gone, I stay but half behind. 
Oh! be his guard thy providential care, 
Confirm his heart, and string his armto war: 3 


The fourth by Phanix’ grave command was graced ;| Pressed by his single force let Hector see 


Latirces’ valiant offspring led the last. 

Soon as Achilles with snpenior care 
Had σα] ἃ the chief3, and order'’d all the war, 
This stern remembrance to his troops he gave: 
Ye far-tamed Myrmidonsg, ye fierce and brave ! 
Think with what threats you dared the Trojan 

throng, 

Think what reproach these ears endured so Jong. ἢ 
‘Stern son of Peleus,’ (thus ye used to say, 
While, restless; raging in your ships you lay,) 
‘Ob nursed with gall, unknowing how to yield ; 
Whose rage defrauds us of so famed a field, 
If that dire fury must for ever burn, 
What make we here? Return; ye chiefs, return "ἢ 


Such were your words—Now warriors, grieve no 


more ; 
Lo there the Trojans! bathe your swords-in gore! 


This day shall give you all your soul demands; 250; 


Glut all you hearts! and weary all your hands! 
Thus while he roused the tire in every breast, 


Close, and more close, the listening cohorts press’d ; 


Ranks wedged in ranks; of arms a steely ring 


Still grows, and spreads, and thickens round the king. 


As when a circling wall the builder forms, 

Of strength detensive against winds and storms, 

Compacted stones the thickening work compose, 
And round him wide the rising structure grows: 


So helm to heli, and crest to crest they throng, 260 


Shield urged on shield, and man drove man along; 
Thick, undistinguish’d plumes, together join’d, 
Float in one sea, and wave before the wind. 
Far o’er the rest, in glittering pomp appear 
There bold Automedon, Patroclus here; 
Brothers in arms, with equal fury fired ; 
Two friends, two bodies with one gon} inspired. 
But mindful of the gods, Achilles went 
To the rich coffer in his shady tent ; 


There lay on heaps his various garments το] ἃ, 270; 


And costly furs, and carpets stiff with gold, 

(The presents of the silver-footed dame.) 

From thence he took a bowl of antique frame, 
Which never man had stain’d with ruddy wine, 
Nor raised in offerings to the powers divine, 

But Peleus’ son, and Peleus’ son to none 

Had raised in offerings, but to Jove alone, 

This tinged with sulphur, sacred first to flame, 
He purged; and wash'd it in the running stream: 


lfis fame in arms not owing all to me. 
But when the flects are saved from foes and fire, 
Tet him with conquest and renown retire ; 
Preserve his arms, preserve his social traia, 
And safe return him to these eyes again! 

Great Jove consents to half the chief's request, 


240] But heaven’s eternal doom denies the rest: 


To free the fleet was granted to his prayer ; 


‘| His safe return the winds dispersed in air. 


Back to his tent the stern Achilles flies, 810 
And waits the combat with impatient eyes. 
Meanwhile the troops, beneath Patroclus’ care, 
Invade the ‘Trojans, and commence. the war. 
As wasps, provoked by children in their play, 
Pour from their mansions by the broad highway 
In swarms the guiltless traveller engage, 
Whet all their stings, and call forth all their rage; 
All rise in arins, and with a general cry 
Assert their waxen domes and buzzing progeny: 
Thus from the tents the fervent legion swarms, 
So loud their clamour, and so keen their arms. 
Their rising rage Patroclus’ breath inspires, 
Who thus inflames them with heroic fires: 
Oh warriors, partners of Achilles’ praise! 
Be mindful of your deeds in ancient days: 
Your godlike master let your acts proclaim, 
And add new glories to his mighty name. 
Think your Achilles sees you fight: be brave, 
And humble the proud monarch whom you eave 
Joyful they heard, and kindling as he spoke, 33 
Flew to the fleet, involved in fire and smoke. 
From shore to shore the doubling shouts resound 
The hollow ships return a deeper sound. 
‘The war stood still, and all around them evzed, 
When great Achilles’ shining armour biazed: 
Troy saw, and thonght the dread Achilles nigh; 
At once they see, they tremble, and they fir. 
Then first thy spear, divine Patroclus! flew, 


| Where the war raged, and where the tnmnalt grew: 


Close to the stern of that famed ship, which bore ® 
Unbless'd Protesilans to Hion’s shore, 

The great Poronian, bold Pyrechmes, stood 

(Who led his bands from Axius’ winding flood;) 
His shoulder-blade receives the fatal wound : 

The groaning warrior pants upon the ground. 

His troopa, that see their country’s glory slain, 

Fly divers, scatter'd o'er the distant plain. 


Then cleansed his hands; and fixing for aspace 280! Patroclus’ arm forbids the spreading fires, 


His eyes on heaven, his feet upon the place 
Of sacrifice, the purple draught he pour’d 
Forth in the midst; and thus the god implored: 


And from the half-burn'd ship proud Troy retires: 


Clear’d from the smoke the joyful navy lies; 99) 


In heaps on heaps the foe tumultuous flies ; 


Oh thou Supreme! high throned all height above !|'Trinmphant Greece her rescued decks ascends, 


Oh creat Pelascie, Dodonwan Jove ! 

Who ‘midst surrounding frosts, and vapours chill, 
Presidest on bleak Dodona’s vocal hill, 

(Whose groves, the Sell, race austere ! surround, 


And loud acclaim the starry region rends. 

So when thick clouds inwrap the mountain's head 
O’er heaven's expanse like one black ceiling spread: 
Sudden, the ‘Thunderer, with a flashing ray, 


Their feet unwash'd, their slumbers on the ground; ; Bursts through the darkness, and lets down the gy: 
Who hear, from rustling oaks, thy dark decrees: 290/'The hills shine out, the rocks in prospect nae, — 


And catch the fates, low-whisper’d in the breeze :) 
Hear, as of old! ‘Thon cavest, at Thetis’ prayer, 
<slory to me, and to the Grecke despair. ἢ 


And streams, and vales, and forests, strike the efes: 


The smiling scene wide opens to the sight, 


And all the unmeasured zther flames with light. 
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Troy repulsed, and scatter’d o’er the plains, | Observed the storm of dts the Grecians pour, 490 


| from the navy, yet the fight maintains ; And on his buckler caught the ringing shower. 

very Greck some hostile hero slew; [16 sees for Greece the ecale of conquest rise, 

Il the foremost bold Patroclus flew: Yet stops, and turns, and saves his loved allies. 
2tlycus had turn’d him round, As when the hand of Jove a tempest forms, 

in his thigh he felt the piercing wound; And rolls the cloud to blacken heaven with storms 
azen-pointed spear, with vigour thrown, Dark o’er the fields the ascending vapour flies, 

igh transfix'd, and broke the brittle bone: And shades the sun, and blots the golden skies: 

ong he fell. Next, Thaos, was thy chance, 370|So from the ships, along the dusky plain, 

‘east unarm’d, received the Spartan lance. Dire Flight and Terror drove the Trojan train. 

es’ dart (ag Amphiclus drew nigh) E’en Hector fled ; through heaps of disarray 440 
»W prevented, and transpierced his thigh, The fiery coursera forced their lord away: 

Il the brawn, and rent the nerves away ; While far behind his Trojans fall confused ; 

rness and in death the warrior lay. Wedged in the trench, in one vast carnage bruised ; 
qual arms two sons of Nestor stand, Chariots on chariots roll ; the clashing spokes 

vo bold brothers of the Lycian band: Shook; while the madding steeds break short their 
at Antilochus, Atymnius dies, yokes: 

i in the flank, lamented youth! he lies. In vain they labour up the steepy mound ; 

aris, bleeding in his brother's wound, | 380/Their charioteers lic foaming on the ground. 

ls the breathless carcass on the ground. Fierce on the rear, with shouts, Patroclus flies ; 

s he flies, his murderer to engage, Tumultuous clamour fills the fields and skies ; 

dike Thrasymed prevents his rage ; Thick drifts of dust involve their rapid flight; 450 
Ἢ his arm and shoulder aims a blow; Clouds rise on clouds, and heaven is snatch'd from 
n falls spouting on the dust below: sight. 

ks, with endless darkness cover'd o'er; The affrighted steeds, their dying lords cast down, 
snta his soul, effused with gushing gore. Scour o'er the fields, and stretch to reach the town. 
1 by two brothers, thus two brothers bleed, Loud o’er the rout was heard the victor’s cry, 

on’s friends, Amisodarus’ seed ; Where the war bleeds, and where the thickest die, 
darus, who, by Furies led, 900 Where horse, and arms, and chariots, lie o’erthrown, 
ne of men, abhorr’d Chimzara bred ; And bleeding heroes under axles groan. 

in the dart in vain, his sons expire, No stop, no check, the steeds of Peleus knew; 

iy the forfeit of their guilty sire. From bank to bank the immortal coursers flew, 

"0 ἃ in the tumult Cleobolus lies, Iligh-bounding o'er the fosse: the whirling car 460 
ἢ Oileus’ arm, a living prize, Smokes through the ranks, o’ertakes the flying war, 
ig prize not long the Trujan stood, And thunders after Hector: Hector flies ; 

irsty falchion drank his recking blood : Patruclus shakes his lance ; but Fate denies. 

:d in his throat the smoking weapon lies ; Not with less noise, with less impetuous force, 
death, and fate unpitying, seal his eyes. The tide of Trojans urge their desperate course, 

d the ranks, with mutual thirst of fame, | 400/Than when in autumn Jove his fury pours, 

the brave, and fierce Peneleus came ; And earth is Joaden with incessant showers 

1 their javelins at each other flew, (When guilty mortals break the eternal laws, 

met in arms, their eager swords they drew. [Οἵ judges bribed betray the righteous cause ;) 

: plumed crest of his Becotian foe, From their deep beds he bids the rivers rise, 470 
aring Lycon aim'd a noble blow; And opens all the flood-gates of the skies: 

vord broke short; but his, Peneleus sped The impetuous torrents from their hills obey, 

n the juncture of the neck and head. Whole fields are drown'd, and mountains swept away ; 
aad, divided by a stroke so just, Loud roars the deluge till it meets the main ; 

by the skin: the body sunk to dust. And trembling man sees al! his labours vain. 

taken Neainas by Merion bleeds, 410) And now the chief (the foremost troops repell'd) 
d through the shoulder as he mounts his steeds: | Back to the ships his destined progress held, 

tom the car he tumbles to the ground ; Bore down half Troy in his resistless way, 
rimming eyes eternal shades surround. And forced the routed ranks to stand the day. 
t Erymas was doom’d his fate to feel: Between the space where silver Simois flows, 480 
cn mauth received the Cretan steel : Where lay the fleets, and where the rampires rose, 
th the brain the point a passage tore, All grim in dust and blood, Patroclus stands, 
d the thin bones, and ἄγον π᾿ ἃ the teeth in gore :| And turns the slaughter on the conquering bands. 
outh, his eves, his nostrils, pour a flood ; First Pronoiis died beneath his fiery dart, 

3 his soul ontin the gush of blood. Which pierced below the shield his valiant heart. 
when the flocks, neglected by the swain 420/Thestor was next who saw the chief appear, 
js, or lambs,) hie seatter’d o’er the plain, And fell a victim of his coward fear; 

p of wolves the unguarded charge survey, Shrunk up he sat, with wild and haggard eye, 

ond the trembling, unresisting prey: Nor stood to combat, nor had force to fly : 
mn the foe the Greeks impetuous came ; Patroclus mark’d him as he shunn'd the war, 490 
led, unmindfnl of her former fame. And with unmanly tremblings shook the car, 

still at Hector godlike Ajax aim’d, And dropp'd the flowing reins. Him ’twixt the jaws 
inted at his breast, his javelin flamed. The javelin sticks, and from the chariot draws. 

rojan chief experienced in the field, As on a rock that overhangs the main, 


is broud shoulders spread the massy shield, | An angler, studious of the line and cane, 
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Some m-ghty fish draws panting to the shore; 

Not with Jess ease the barbed javelin bore 

The gaping dastard: as the spear was shook, 

He fll, and h:fe his heartless breast forsook. 
Next on Eryalus he flies ; a stone, 

Large as a rock, was by his fury thrown: 

Full on his crown the pondrons fragment flew, 

And burst the helm, and cleft the head in two: 

Prone to the ground the breathless warrior fell, 

And death involved him with the shades of hell. 

Then low in dust Epaltes, Echius, lie ; 

Ipheas, Evippus, Polymelus, die ; 

Amphoterus, and F:rymas succeed ; 

And last Tlepolemus and Pyres bleed. 

Where'er he moves, the growing slaughters spread 

In heaps on heaps; a monument of dead. 

When now Sarpedon his brave friends beheld 
Grovelling in dust, and gasping on the field, 
With this reproach his flying host he warms: 

Oh stain to honour! oh disgrace to arms! 
Forsake, inglorious, the contended plain ; 

This hand, unaided, shall the war sustain: 

The task be mine, this hero's strength to try, 
Who mows whole troops, and makes an anny fly 
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500| The nerves unbraced, no more his bulk sustain, 


511! When bold Automcedon, to disengage 
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Now met in arins, the combatants appear; 
Each heaved the shield, and poised the lifted spear: 
From strong Patroclus’ hand the javelu fled, 

And pass’d the groin of valiant Thrasymed ; 


He falls, and falling bites the bloody plain. 

Two sounding darts the Lycian leader threw ; 

The first aloof with erring fury flew, 

The next transpierced Achilles’ martal steed, 

The generous Pedasus of Theban breed ; 

Fix'd in the shoulder's joint, he reel'd around, 

Roll‘d in the bloody dust, and paw'd the slippery 
ground. 

His sudden fall the entangled harness broke: 

Each axle crackled, and the chariot shook : 


The starting coursers, and restrain their rage, 
Divides the traces with his sword, and freed Be 
The encumber'd chariot from the dying steed: 
The rest move on, obedient to the rein; 

The car rolls slowly o’er the dusty plain. 

The towering chiefs to fiercer fight advance, 

And first Sarpedon whirl’d his weighty lance, 
Which o’er the warrior’s shoulder took its course, 


He spake ; and speaking, leaps from off the car: 520; And spent in empty air its dying force. 


Patroclus lights, and sternly waits the war. 
As when two vultures on the mountain's height 
Stoop with resounding pinions to the fight; 
They cuff, they tear, they raise a screaming cry; 
The desert echoes, and the rocks reply : 
The warriors thus opposed in arms, engage 
With equal clamours, and with equal rage. 

Jove view'd the combat; whose event foreseen, 
He thus bespoke his sister and his queen : 
The hour draws on the Destinies ordain 
My godlike son shall press the Phrygian plain: 
Already on the verge of death he stands, 
His life is owed to fierce Patroclus’ hands. 
What passions in a parent’s breast debate ! 
Say, shall I snatch him from impending fate, 
And send him eafe to Lycia, distant far, 
From all the dangers and the toils of war; 
Or to his doom iny bravest offspring yield, 
And fatten with celestial blood the field 7 


Not so Patroclus’ never-erring dart ; 

Aim’d at his breast, it pierced a mortal part, 
Where the strong fibres bind the solid heart 50 
Then, as the inountain-oak, or poplar tall, 

Or pine (fit mast for some great admiral,) 

Nods to the axe, till with a groaning sound 

It sinks, and spreads its honours on the ground: 
Thus fell the king; and, laid on earth supine, 
Before his chariot stretch’d his form divine : 


530 | He grasp'd the dust disdain'd with streaming gore, 


And, pale in death, lay groaning on the shore. 
So lies a bull beneath the lion’s paws, 
While the grim savage grinds with foaming jaws 600 
The trembling limbs, and sucks the smoking blood; 
Deep groans, and hollow roars, rebellow through the 
wood. 

Then to the leader of the Lyrian band 
The dying chief addressed his last command: 
Glaucus, be bold; thy task be first to dare 


Then thus the goddess with the radiant eyes: 540 |The glorious dangers of destructive war, 


What words are these, O sovereign of the skies 7 
Short is the date prescribed to murtal man : 
Shall Jove, for onc, extend the narrow span, 
Whose bounds were fix’d before his race began ? 
Yow many sons of gods, foredoom'd to death, 
Before proud Jlion must resign their breath! 
Were thine exempt, debate would rise above, 
And murmuring powers condemn their partial Jove. 
Give the bold chiefa glorious fate in fight ; 
And when the ascending soul has wing'd her flight, 
Let Sleep and Death convey by thy command, 
The breathless body to his native land. 
His friends and people, to his future praise, 
A marble tomb and pyramid shall raise, 
And lasting honours to his ashes give ; 
His fame (‘tis all the dead can have) shall live. 

She said: the Cloud-compeller, overcome, 
Assents to fate, and ratifies the doom. 


To Jead my troops, to combat at their head, 
Incite the living, and supply the dead. 
Tell them, I charged them with my latest breath 
Not unrevenged τὸ bear Sarpedon’s death. 
What gricf, what shame, must Glaucus undergo, 
If these spoil’d arms adorn a Grecian foe! 
Then as a friend, and as a warrior, fight; 
Defend my body, conquer in my right; 
That, taught by great examples all may try 
Like thee to vanquish, or like me to die. 

IIe ceased; the Fates suppress’d his labouring 

breath, 

And his eyes darken’d with the shades of death 
The insulting victor with disdain bestrode 
The prostrate prince, and on his bosom trod; 6% 
Then drew the weapon from his panting heart, 
The recking tibres clinging to the dart ; 
From the wide wound gush'd out a stream of blood, 


Then, touch’d with grief, the weeping heavens distill’d | And the soul issued in the purple flood. 


A shower of blood oer all the fatal field ; 
The god, his cyes averting from the plain, 
Laments his son, predestined to be slain, 

Far from the Lycian shores, his happy native reign. 


560 | His flying steeds the Myrmidons detain, 


Unguided now, their mighty master slain. 
All-impotent of aid, transfix'd with grief, 
Unhappy. Glaucus heard the dying chief. 
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‘m, vet useless with the smart And round his son cunfounds the warring hosts, 

by ‘Feucer’s deadly dart, 090 [lis fate ennobling with a crowd of ghosts. 

his better hand he stay’d ; Now Greece gives way, and ercat Epigeus falls ; 
den (‘twas all he could) he pray’d: Agacleus’ son, from Budiuin’s lofty walls : 700 
nonarch ! whether Lycia’s coast, Who chased for murder thence, a suppliant came 

n, thy bright presence boast, To Peleus and the silver-footed dame ; 

Β to ease the wretch’s smart ; Now sent to Troy, Achilles’ arms to aid, 

god of every healing art! He pays due vengeance to his kinsman’s shade. 


clotted blood, and pierced with pain, {Soon as his luckless hand had touch’d the dead, 
iy arm, and shoots through every vein; | A rock’s large fragment thunder’d on his head ; 


» to sustain the spear, Hurl’d by Hectorian force, it cleft in twain 

listance from the glorious war. 640 His shatter'd helm, and stretch'd hin o'er the slain. 
ist is great Sarpedon laid, Fierce to the van of fight Patroclus came ; 

chsafed his hapless offspring aid. And, like an eagle darting at his game, 710 
‘od of health! thy succour lend, Sprung on the Trojan and the Lycian band. 


reliques of my slaughter'd friend : What grief thy heart, what fury urged thy han 
ugh distant, canst restore my might, Oh generous Greek ! when, with full vigour thrown, 


Lycians, and support the fight. At Stenelaiis flew the weighty stone, 

‘d; and, suppliant as he stood, Which sunk him to the dead ; when Troy, too near 
hand restrain’d the flux of blood: That arin, drew back ; and Hector learn’d to fear. 
Jolours from the wounded part, Far as an able hand a lance can throw, 

a spirit in his rising heart. 650 Or at the lists, or at the fighting foe, 

rt divine, the hero stands, So far the Trojans from their lines retired ; 

: assistance of immortal hands. Till Glaucus, turning, all the rest inspired. 720 
zht his native troops he warms, Then Bathyclwxus fell beneuth his rage, 

alls on Troy’s vindictive arms: The only hope of Chalcon’s trembling age: 

‘rides he stalks from place to place; | | Wide o'er the land was stretch’d his large domain, 
mor, now Polydamas ! With stately seats and riches bless'd in vain. 

nd Hector he accosts ; Him, bold with youth, and eager to pursue 

ithe rage of all their hosts: The flying Ly cians, Glaucus met, and slew 

hits, regardless chief! thy breast employ?| Pierced through the bosom with a sudden wound, 
tul of the friends of Troy ! 660] [16 fell, and, falling, made the fields resound. 

us friends, who, from their country far,| The Achaians sorrow for thoir hero slain ; 739 
brave souls out in another’s war. With conquering shouts the Trojans shake the plam, 
ι dust the great Sarpedon lies, And crowd to spoil the dead : the Greeks oppose, 
mt, and in council] wise, An iron circle round the carcass grows. 

right, and kept his people free : The brave Langonus resign'd his breath, 

sians lost, and lost to thee! Dispatch’d by Merion to the shades of death: 
‘atruclus’ arm on yonder plains ; On Ida’s holy hill he made abode, 

hostile rage his loved remains ! The priest of Jove, ard honour'd like his god. 

ireece his conquer’d trophies boast, Between the jaw and ear the javelin went: 

rse revenge her heroes Jost. 670| The soul, exhaling, issued at the vent. 

each leader in his grief partook ; His spear Avneas at the victor threw, 

os, through all her legions shook ; Who stooping forward from the death withdrew ; 

h deep regret, they view o’erthrown = | The Jance hiss’d harmless o’er his covering shield, 
vuntry’s pillar, and their own ; And trembling struck, and rooted in the field: 742 
led to Troy’s beleaguer’d wall There yet scarce spent, it quivers on the plain, 

es, and outshined them all. Sent by the great /Eneas’ arm in vain. 

sh on; first Hector seeks the foes, Swift as thou art (the raging hero cries,) 

srior vengeance greatly glows. And skill’d in dancing to dispute the prize, 

: dead the fierce Patroclus stands, My spear, the destined passage had it found, 

Ajas, roused the listening bands; 680] Had fix’d thy active vigour to the ground. 

men! be what you were before ; Oh valiant leader of the Dardan host ! 

great occasion, and be more. (Insulted Merion thus retorts the boast) 750 
9 tanght our lofty walls to yield, Strong as you are, tis mortal force yuu trust, 

rath, extended on the field ; An arm as strong may stretch thee in the dust. 

vody, Troy in numbers flies; And if to this my lance thy fate be given, 

lory to maintain our prize. Vain are thy vaunts ; success is still from heaven: 

8. arts, the slaughter round him spread,| This instant sends thee down to Pluto's coast; 
living Lycians to the dead. Mine is the glory, his thy parting ghost. 

kindle at his tierce command ; O friend ! (Mencetius’ son this answer gave) 
juadrons close on either hand : 690] With words to combat ill befits the brave : 

1 Lycia charge with loud alarms, Not cmpty boasts the sons of Troy repel, 

ὁ and Greece oppose their arma. Your swords must plunge them to the shades of hell, 
outs they circle round the slain; To speak, beseems the council : but to dare 761 
‘mour rings o’er all the plain. In glorious action, in the task of war. 

swell the horrors of tne fight, This said, Patroclus to the battle flies, 

: armies pours pernicious night, Great Merion follows, and new shouts arise: 
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Rhields, helmeta rattle, as the warriors close; 
And thick and heavy sounds th® storm of blows. 
As through the shrilling vale, or mountain ground, 
The labours of the woodman’s axe resound : 
Blows following blows are heard re-echoing wide, 
While crackling forests fall on every side, 

Thus echo'd all the fieids with loud alarms, 

So fell the warriors, and so rung their arms. 

Now great Sarpedon on the sindy shore, 

His heavenly form defaced with dust and gore, 
And stuck with darts by warring heroes shed, 
Lies undistinguish'd from the vulgar dead. 

His long disputed corse the chiefs enclose, 

On every side the busy combat grows ; 

Thick as beneath some shepherd's thatch'd abode 
(The pails hizh foaming with a milky flood) 

The buzzing flies, a persevenng train, 

Incessant swarm, and chased return again. 

Jove s.ew'd the combat with a stern survey, 
And eyes that flash'd intolerabie day. 

Fix'd on the field his sicht, his breast dehates 
The vengeance due, and meditates the fates : 
Whether to urge their prompt etfect, and call 
The force of Hector to Patraclus’ fall, 

This instant see his short-lived trophies won, 
And stretch him breathless on his slaughter'd son; 
Or yet, with many a soul's untimely flight, 
Augment the fame and horror of the fight. 

To crown Achilles’ valiant friend with praise 
At Jength he dooms; and that his last of days 
Shall sect in glory; bids him drive the foe ; 

Nor unattended see the shades below. 

Then Uector’s mind he tills with dire dismay 
He mounts his car, and calls his hosts away : 
Sunk with Troy's heavy fates, he sees decline 
The scales of Jove, and pants with awe divine. 

Then, nor before, the hardy Lycians fled, 
And left their monarch with the common dead: 
Around, in heaps on heaps, a dreadful wall 
Of carnage rises, as the heroes fall. 

(So Jove decreed 1) At length the Greeks obtain 
The prize contested, and despoil the slain. 

The radiant arms are by Patroclus borne, 
Patroclis’ ships the glorious spoils adorn. 

Then thus to Phabus, in the realms above, 
Spoke from his throne the clond-compelling Jove: 
Descend, my Phebus ! on the Phrygian plain, 
And from the fight convey Sarpedon slain ; 
Then bathe his body in the crystal flood; 
With dust dishonour’d, and deform'd with blood : 
O’er all his limbs ambrosial odours shed, 

And with celestial robes adorn the dead. 

Those rites discharged his sacred corse bequeath 
To the soft arms of silent Sleep and Death. 

They to his friends the mournful charge shall bear, 
His friends a tomb and pyramid shall rear; 
What honours mortals after death reccive, 
Those unavailing honours we may give. 

Apollo bows, and from mount Ida's height, 
Swift to the field precipitates his flight ; 
Thence from the war the breathless hero bore, 
Veil’d in a cloud, to silver Simoys shore ; 
There bathed bis honourable wounds, and dress’d 
His manly members in the immortal vest; 
And with perfumes of sweet ambrosial dews, 
Restores his freshness, and his form renews. 
Then Sleco and Death, two twins of winged race, 
Of matchless swiftness, but of silent pace, 


791 


811 


Received Sarpedon, at the god’s command, 
And in a moment reach’d the Lycian land ; 
The corze amidst his weeping friends they aid, 
Where endless honours wait the sacred shade 
Meanwhile Patroclus pours along the plains, 


770! With foaming coursers, and with loosen’d reins. 


Fierce on the Trojan and the Lyciin crew, 
Ah blind to fare; thy headlong fury flew: 80 
Against what fate and powerful Jove ordain, 
Vain was thy friend's command, thy courage vam. 
For he, the god, whose counsels uncontroll'd, 
Dismay the mizhty, and confound the bold; 
The gud who gives, resumes, and orders all, 
He urged thee on, and urged thee on to fail. 

Who first, brave hero! by that arm was slain, 


730, Who last, beneath thy vengeance press'd the plaia, 


When heaven itself thy fatal fury led, 

And call'd to fill the number of the dead? 830 
Adrestus first; Autonoiis then succeeds ; 

Echeclus follows; next young Megas bleeds ; 
Epistor, Menalippus, bite the ground ; 

The slauzhter, Elasus and Mulius crown'd: 

Then sunk Pylartes to eternal night ; 

The rest dispersing, trust their fates to flight. 

Now Troy had stoop'd beneath Ins matchless power 
But flaming Phebus kept the sacred tower: 
Thrice at the battlements Patroclus struck, 

His blazing τρὶς thrice Apollo shook : 88) 
He tried the fourth ; when, bursting from the cloud 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloud : 

Patroclus! cease : this heaven-defended wall 
Defies thy lance ; not fated yet to fall; 

Thy friend, thy greater far, it shall withstand, 
Troy shall not stoop, e’en to Achilles” hand. 
So spoke the god who darts celestial fires: 


800| The Greek obeys him, and with awe retires: 


While Iector, checking at the Scwan gates 
His panting coursers, in his breast debates, δῦ 
Or in the field his forces to employ, 
Or draw the troops within the walls of Troy. 
Thus while he thought, beside him Phebus stood, 
In Asius’ shape, who reign’d by Sangar's flood ; 
(Thy brother, Hecnba! from Dymas sprung, 
A valiant warrior, haughty, bold, and young.) 
Thus he sceosts him: What a shameful sight! 
Gods! is it Hector that forbears the fight ?- 
Were thine my vigour, this successful spear 
Should soon convince thee of so false a fear. 88 
Turn then, ah turn thee to the field of fame, 
And in Patroclus blood efface thy shame. 
Perhaps Apollo shall thy arms succeed, 
And heaven ordains him by thy lance to bleed. 

So spoke the inspiring god : then took his flight, 
And plunged amidst the tumult of the fight. 
He bids Cebrion drive the rapid car ; 


8920] The lash resounds, the coursers rush to war: 


The god the Grecians’ sinking souls depress‘d, 
And pour’d swift spirits through each Trojan breast 
Patroclus lights, impatient for the fight ; 991 
A spear his left, a stone employs his right : 

With all his nerves he drives it at the foe; 
Pointed above, and rough and gross below : 

The falling ruin crush'd Cebrion's head, 

The lawless offspring of king Priam’s bed ; 

His front, brows, eyes, one undistinguish'd wound; 


830, The bursting balls drop sightless to the ground. 


The charioteer, while yet he held the rein, 
Struch from the car, falls headlong on the plain. 9 
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e dark shades the soul unwilling glides, The corselet his astonish'd breast forsakes : 

the proud victor thus his fall derides : Loose is each joint; each nerve with horror shakes. “ὃ 
»d heavens ! what active feats yon artist shows!| Stupid he stares, and all-assistless stands : 970 
skilful divers are our Phrygian foes! - Such is the force of more than mortal] hands ! 

with what ease they sink into the sand ! A Dardan youth there was, well known to fame, 
shat all their practice is by land ! From Panthus sprung, Euvhorbus was his name ; 

Ὦ rushing sudden on his prostrate prize, Famed for the manage of the foaming horse, 

oil the carcass fierce Patroclus flies : Skill’d in the dart, and matchless in the course; 

as a Jion, terrible and bold, Full twenty knights he tumbled from the car, 


sweeps the fields, depopulates the fold; 910, While yet he learn’d his rudiments of war 
ἃ though the dauntless heart, then tumbles | His venturous spear first drew the hero’s gore ; 


slain’; He struck, he wounded, but he durst no more; 
rom his fatal courage finds his bane. Nor, though disarm’d, Patroclus’ fury stood : 980 
re bold Hector leaping from his car, But swift withdrew the long-protended wood, 
ds the body and provokes the war. And turn'd him short, and herded in the crowd. 
for some slaughter’d hind, with equal rage, Thus by an arm divine, and mortal spear, 
‘ordly rulers of the wood engage ; Wounded at once, Patroclus yields to fear, 

with fierce hunger, each the prey invades, Retires for succour to his social train, 

choing roars rebellow through the shades And flies the fate, which Heaven decreed, in vain 
lector fastens on the warrior’s head, Stern Hector, as the bleeding chief he views 
y the foot Patroclus drags the dead. 920; Breaks through the ranks, and his retreat pursues ; 
all around, confusion, rage and fright The lance arrests him with a mortal wound ; 
1e contending host in mortal fight. He falls, eartl, thunders, and his arms resound. 990 
nt by hills, the wild winds roar aloud ‘| With him all Greece was sunk; that moment all 
deep bosom of some gloomy wood ; Her yet surviving heroes secm’d to fall. 

8, arms, and trees, aloft in air are blown, So, scorch’d with heat, along the desert shore, 

road oaks crackle, and the sylvans groan. The roaming lion meets a bristly boar, 

way and that the rattling thicket bends, Fast by the spring; they both dispute the flood, 
he whole forest in one crash descends. With flaming eyes, and jaws besmear’d with blood 
‘ith less noise, with less tumultuous rage, Αἴ length the sovereign savage wins the strife, 


adful shock the mingled hosts engage. 930) And the torn boar resigns his thirst and life. 
shower'd on darts, now round the carcass ring;) Patroclus thus, so many chiefs o’erthrown, 


flights of arrows bounding from the string: 80 many lives effused, expires his own. 1000 
3 follow stones ; some clatter on the fields, As dying now at Flector’s feet he lies, 

hard, and heavy, shake the sounding shields. | He sternly views him, and triumphing cries: 

here the rising whirlwind clouds the plains, Lie there, Patroclus! and with thee the joy, 

in soft dust the mighty chief remains, Thy pride once promised, of subverting Troy ; 
tretch’d in death, forgets the guiding reins ! The fancied scenes of Hion wrapp’d in flames, 

w flaming from the zenith, Sol had driven And thy soft pleasures served with captive dames! 
rvid orb through half the vault of heaven ; Unthinking man! I fought those towers to free, 

: on each host with equal tempest fell 940] And guard that beauteous race from lords like thee: 
howering darts, and numbers sunk to hell. But thou a prey to vultures shalt be made ; 

hen his evening wheels o’erhung the main, Thy own Achilles cannot lend thee aid ; 1010 
zonquest rested on the Grecian train. ~ |Though much at parting that great chief might say, 
from amidst the tumult and alarme, And much enjoin thee, this important day : 

draw the conquer’d corse and radiant arms. |‘ Return not, my brave friend,’ (perhaps he said) 

rash Patroclus with new fury glows, ‘Without the bloody arms of Hector dead.’ 
breathing slaughter, pours amid the foes. He spoke, Patroclus march’d, and thus he sped. 

> on the press like Mars himself he flew, Supine, and wildly gazing on the skies, 

hrice three heroes at each onset slew. With faint, expiring breath, the chief replies : 

ends thy glory! there the Fates untwine 950} Vain boaster! cease, and know the Powers divine: 
ist black remnant of so bright a line ; Jove’s and Apollo’s is this deed, not thine : 

» dreadful stops thy middle way ; To Heaven is owed whate’er your own you call, 
calls, and Heaven allows no longer day! And Heaven itself disarm’d me ere my fall. 1021 
lo! the god in dusky clouds enshrined, Had twenty mortals, each thy match in might, 
aching, dealt a staggering blow behind. Opposed me fairly, they had sunk in fight : 

‘cighty shock his neck and shoulders feel; By Fate and Pharbus was I first o’erthrown, 

‘eg flash sparkles, his stunn’d senses reel ‘ |Euphorbus next; the third mean part thy own. 

dy darkness: far to distance flung, But thou, imperious! hear my latest breath ; 

unding helmet on the champaign rung. The gods inspire it, and it sounds thy death. 


es’ plume is stam'd with dust and gore, 960 Insulting man, thou shalt be soon as I; 
ume, which never stoop'd to earth before; | Black fate hangs o’er thee, and thy hour draws nigh; 


ied, untouch'd, in fighting fields to shine, E’en now on life's last verge I see thee stand, 1030 
hade the temples of the man. divine. [ see thee fall, and by Achilles’ hand. 

looms it now on Tector’s helm to nod; He faints; the soul unwilling wings her way, 
nz—for fate pursues him, and the god. (The beauteous body left a load of clay,) 

spear in shivers falls ; his ample shield Flits to the lone, uncomfortable coast; 


from his arm : his baldric strews the field: A naked, wandering, melancholy ghost! 
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Then Hector pausing, as his eyes he fed Against our arm, which rastily he defied, 
On the. pale curcase, thus address‘d the dead : Vain was hia vigour, and as vain his pride. % 
From whence this boding speech, the stern decree | These eyes beheld him on the dust expire, 
Of death denounced, or why denounced to me? No more to cheer his spouse or glad his sire. 
Why not as well Achilles’ fate be given 1040] Presumptnous youth! like his shall be thy doon, 
To Heeto.'s lance? who knows the will of Heaven 17] Go, wait thy brother to the Stygian gloom ; 
Pensive he said: then pressing as he lay Or, while thou may’st, avoid the threaten’d fate: 
His breathicss bosom, tore the lance away, Fools stay to feel it, and are wise too late. 
And upwards cast the corse : the reeking spear Unimoved Euphorbus thus: That action knows, 
He shakes, and charges the bold charioteer. Come, for my brother's blood repay thy own. 
But swift Automedon with loosen'd reins His weeping father claims thy destined head, 
Rapt in the chariot o’er the distant plains, And spouse, a widow in her bridal bed. ῳ 
Far from his rage the immortal coursers drove ; On these thy conquer'd spoils 1 shall bestow, 
The immortal coursers were the gift of Jove To svothe a consort’s and a parent's woe. 


No longer then defer the glorious strife, 

Let Heaven decide our fortune, fame, and life. 

ταῦ Swifl as the word the missile lance he flings; 

BOOK XVII. The well-aim’d weapon on the buckler rings, 
ARGUMENT, But blunted by the brass innoxious falls: 


The serenth Rattle, for the Body of Patroctus: the Acts of ὉΠ Jove the father, great Atrides calls; 
Menclaus. Nor flies the javelin from his arm in vain, 


Menelans, upon the death of Patroclus, defends his body It pierced his throat, and bent him to the plain; 8) 
from the enemy : Eupborbus, who attempts it, is slain. | Wide through the neck appears the grisly wound, 
Hector advancing, Menelaus retires; but soon returns; Prone sinks the warrior, and his arms resound. 
with Ajax. amd crives him off This Glaocua objects | The shining circlets of his golden hair, 
to Herter as a flizht, who therenpon puts on the ar-) Which e’en the Graces might be proud to wear 
mour he had won from Patroclos, and renews the bat- | Instarr'd with geins and gold bestrew the shore, 
tle. ‘The Greeks give way, till Ajax rallies them:iyiy duct dish ‘d. und def, ‘d with pore. 
fEneas sustains the Trojans. Aineas anid Heetor at- 1 Cust Cashonour e, an orm ‘1 Bo 

As the young olive, in some sylvan scene, 


tempt the chariot of Achilles, which is borne off by ; ᾿ . “ 
Automedon., The horses of Achilles deplore the loss Crown'd by fresh fountains with eternal green, 


of Patroeius: Jupiter covers his body with a thick| Lifts the gay head, in snowy flow’ rets fair, 
darkness: the noble prayer of Ajax on that orcasion.| And plays and dances to the gentle air; 00 
Menclaus sends Antilochusto Achilles, with the news] When lo! a whirlwind from high heaven invades 
of Patroclus’ death: then returns to the fight, where, |The tender plant, and withers all its shades; 
thouvh atlacked with the utmest fury, he and Merio- ἢ : - 

᾽ > 2 t ε 
nes, nyesisted by the Αάχον, bear offthe body to the ships. n ee eit som defaced and dead ΝΣ 


Phe tie is the evening of the cight-and-twentieth day. . 
The scene lies in the fields beture Troy. Thus young, thus beautiful, Euphorbus lay, 
While the fierce Spartan tore his arms away 
Proud of his deed, and glorious in the prize, 


BOOK XVII. Affrighted Troy the towering victor flies: 
On the cold carth divine Patroclus spread, Flies, as before some mountain-lion’s ire 
Lies pierced with wounds among the yulgar dead. —_ | The village curs and trembling swains retire; ἢ 
Great Mencluiis, touch'd with generous woe, When o'er the slaughter’d bull they hear him roar, 


Springs to the front, and guards him from the foe: | And see his jaws distil with smoking gore: 
Thus round her new-fallen young, the heifer moves, | All paic with fear, at distance scatter’d round, 


Fruit of her throes, and first-born of her loves; They shout incessant, and the vales resound. 

And anxisus ‘helpless as he lies, and bare) Meanwhile Apollo view’d with envious eyes, 

Turns and re-turns her with a mother’s care. And urged great Hector to dispute the prize 

Opposed to cach that near the carcass came, (In Mentes’ shape, beneath whose martial care 

His broad shield glimmer, and his lances flame. 10|‘The rough Ciconians learn'd the trade of war.) 
The son of Panthug, skill'd the dart to send, Forbear, he cricd, with fruitless speed to chase 

Eyes the dead hero, and insults the friend. Achilles’ coursers, of ethereal race ; 

This hand, Atrides, laid Patroclus low; They stoop not, these, to mortal man's command, 

Warrior! desist, nor tempt an equal blow: Or stoop to none but great Achilles’ hand. 

To me the spoils my prowess won, resign; Too long amused with a pursuit so vain, 

Depart with life, and leave the glory mine. Turn, and behold the brave Euphorbus slain‘ 
The ‘Trojan thus. The Spartan monarch burn’d, | By Sparta slain! for ever now suppress’d 

With generous anguish, and in scorn return’d: The fire which burn’d in that undaunted bresst! 


Laugh’st thou not, Jove ! from thy superior throne, Thus having spoke, Apollo wing'd his flight, 
When mortals boast of prowess not their own? 20; And mix'd with mortals in the toils of fight: 


Not thus the lion glories in his might, His words infix’d unutterable care 

Nor paniher braves bis spotted foe in fight. Deep in great Hector’s soul: through all the war 3) 
Not thus the boar (those terrors of the plain :) He darts his anxious eye: and instant view'd 

Man only yvaunts his force, and vaunts in vain. The breathless hero in his blood imbrued, 

But far the vainest of the boastful kind (Forth welling from the wound, as prone he hy,! 
These sons of Panthus vent their haughty mind. And in the victor's hands the shining prey. 

Yet ‘twas but late, beneath my conquering steel, Sheath’d in bright arms, through cleaving ranks he fies, 


This boaster’s brother, Hyperenor, fell ; And sends his voice in thunder to the skies. 
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a flood of flame by Vulcan sent, What from thy thankless arms can we expect ? 

nd fired the nations as it went. Thy friend Sarpedon proves thy base neglect: 

‘om the voice the storm divined, Say, shall our slaughter’d bodics guard your walls, 
explored his own unconquer'd mind: 100] While unrevenged the great Sarpedon falls? 

hall I quit Patroclus on the plain, E’eu where he died for Troy, you Ieft him there, 

ny cause, and for my honour slain? A feast for dogs, and all the fowls of air. 170 
ἃ arms, the relics of my friend 7 On my command if any Lycian wait, 

‘, Hector and his troops attend ? Hence let him march, and give up Troy to fate. 

Τὸ such partial favour Heaven bestow’d, {Did such a spirit as the gods impart 

the hero were to brave the god. Impel one Trojan hand or Trojan heart 

ne, Greece, if once | quit the field: (Such as should burn in every soul that draws 

o Hector, but to Heaven I yield. The sword for glory and his country's cause ; 

the god, nor heaven, should give me fear | E’en yet our mutual arms we might employ, 

16 voice of Ajax reach my ear: 110] And drag yon carcass to the walls of Troy. 

ld we turn, still battle on the plains, Oh! were Patroclus ours, we might obtain 

Achilles all that yet remains Sarpedon’s arms, and honour’d coree again! 189 
d our Patroclus.—This, no more, Greece with Achilles’ friend should be repaid, 
allow’d: Troy thicken’d on the shore, And thus due honours purchased to his shade. 

cene! The terrors Hector led, But words are vain—Let Ajax once appear, 

recedes, and sighing quits the dead. And Hector trembles and recedes with fear ; 

n the fold the unwilling lion parts, Thou darest not meet the terrors of his cye ; 

y loud clamours, and a storm of darts. And lo! already thou preparest to fly. 

ndeed, but threatens as he flies, The Trojan chief with fix’d resentment eyed 

rt indignant and retorted eyes. 120) The Lycian leader, and sedate replied : 

‘red in the Spartan ranks, he turn’d Say, is it just (my friend) that Hector’s ear 

y breast, and with new fury burn'd; From such a warrior such a speech should hear? 198 
he black battalions sent his view, I deem'd thee once the wisest of thy kind, 

igh the cloud the godlike Ajax knew; But ill this insult suits a prudent mind. 

bouring on the left the warrior stood, I shun great Ajax? 1 desert my train? 

in arms, and cover'd o'er with blood; *Tis mine to‘prove the rash assertion vain , 

sathing courage, where the god of day I joy to mingle where the battle bleeds, 

each heart with terror and dismay. And hear the thunder of the sounding steeds. 

i the king: Oh Ajax, oh my friend! But Jove’s high will is ever uncontroll'd, 

d Patrocius’ loved remains defend: [130] ΤΊ strong he withers, and confounds the bold : 

to Achilles to restore, Now crowns with fame the mighty man, and now 
our care; alas, we can no more! Strikes the fresh garland from the victor’s brow! 200 
i now, despoil'd of arms he lies; Come, through yon squadrons Jet us hew the way, 
tor glories in the dazzling prize. And thou be witness if I fear to-day ; 

ind touch’d his heart. The raging pair If yet a Greek the sight of Hector dread, 

» thick battle, and provoke the war. Or yet their hero dare defend the dead. 

1ad stern Hector seized his head, Then turning to the martial hosts, he cries: 

n'd to Trojan dogs the unhappy dead ; Ye Trojans, Dardans, Lycians, and allies ! 

(as Ajax rear'd his tower-like shield) Be men (my friends) in action as in name, 

this car, and measured back the field. 140] And yet be mindful of your ancient fame. 

to Troy the radiant armour bear, Hector in proud Achilles’ arms shall shine, 

a trophy of his fame in war. Tom from his friend, by right of conquest mine. 210 
hile great Ajax (his broad shield display’d) | He strode along the field as thus he said 

e dead hero with the dreadful shade; (The sable plumage nodded o’er his head :) 

before, and now behind he stood. Swift through the spacious plain he sent a look, 

ye centre of some gloomy wood, One instant saw, one instant overtook 

ΙΣ a step the lioness surrounds The distant band, that on the sandy shore 

y young, beset my men and hounds; The radiant spoils to sacred [lion bore. 

heart, and rousing all her powen, There his own mail unbraced the field bestrow'd ; 
the fiery balls each hanging eye-brow lowers.| His train to Troy convey'd the massy load. 

ia side the generous Spartan glows 151] Now blazing in the immortal arms he stands, 

it revenge, and feeds hia inward woes. The work and present of celestial hands ; 220 
iucus, leader of the Lycian aids, By aged Peleus to Achilles given, 

iv frowning, thus his flight upbraids: As first to Peleus by the court of heaven: 

»w in Hector shall we Hector find? His father’s arms not long Achilles wears, 

form, without a manly mind. Forbid by fate to reach his father’s years. 

chief! a hero's boasted fume? Him, proud in triumph, glittering from afar, 

, without the merit, is the name? The god whose thunder rends the troubled air, 

‘le is renounced, thy thoughts employ Beheld with pity, as apart he sate, 

er methods may preserve thy Troy; [160] And, conscious, lonk’d through all the scene of fate. 
to try if Ilion’s state can stand He shook the sacred honours of his head ; 

lone, nor ask a foreign hand ; Olympus trembled, and the godhead said : 230 
pty boast! but shall the Lycians stake Ah wretched man! un:nindful of thy end ! 


18 for you? those Lycians you forsake ? A moment's glory, and what fates attend ! 
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In heavenly panoply divinely bright 

Thou stand’st, and armies trerable at thy sight 

As at Achilles’ we lf: beneath thy dart 

Taes slain the great Achil.es’ dearer part : 

Thou from the mighty dead those arms hast torn 

Which once tie greatest of mankind had worn. 

Yet live! J give taee one illustrious day, 

A blaze of glory ere thou fadest away. 

For ah! no more Andromache shall come, 

With joyful tears to welcome Hector home; 

No more officious, with endearing charms, 

From thy tired limbs unbrace Peiides’ arms ! 
Then with his sabse brow he gave the nod, 

That seals his word ; the sinction of the god. 

The stubborn arms (ον Jove's command disposed) 

Conform’d spontaneous, and around him closed. 

Fill'd with the god, enlarged his members grew, 

Through all his νοις a sudden vigour flew, 

The blood in brsker tides began to roll, 

And Mars himse]f came rushing on his soul. 

Eixhorting loud through all the ticld he strode, 

And look'd, and moved, Achilles, or a god. 

Now Mesthles, Glaucnus, Medon he inspires, 

Now Phorcys, Chromius, and Lipputhoiis fires ; 

The great Thersilochns like fury found, 

Asteropaus kindled at the sound, 

And Ennomus, in augury renown'd. 

Hear, all ye hosts, and hear, unnumber'd bands 

Of neighbouring nations, or of distant lands ! 

*Twas not for state we summon'd you so far, 

To boast our numbers, and the pomp of war; 

Ye came to fight; a valiant foe to chase, 

To save our present and our future race. 

For this, our wealth, our products you enjoy, 

And glean the relies of exhausted Troy. 

Now then to conquer or to die prepare, 

To die or conquer are the terms of war. 

Whatever hand shall win Patroclus slain, 

Whoe'er shall drag hin to the Trojan train, 

With Heector’s self shall equal honours claim; 

With Hector part the spoil, and share the fame. 


250 


Fired by his words, the troops dismiss their fears, |‘The shatter'd crest and horse-hair strew the plain, 


They jocn, they thicken, they protend their spears ; 

Full on the Greeks they drive in firm array, 

And each from Ajax hopes the glorious prey: 

Vain hope! what number shall the field o’er- 
spread ! . 

What victims perish round the mighty dead 


Great Ajax mark'd the growing storm from far, 280] T.ainented youth! in life's firm bloom he fell, 


And thus bespoke lus brother of the war: 

Our fatal day, alas! is come (my friend,) 

And all our wars and glories at an end ! 

"Tis not this corse alone we guard in vain, 

Condemn‘d to vultures on the Trojan plain ; 

We too must yield: the sume sad fate must fall 

On thee, on me, perhaps (my friend) on all. 

See what a tempest direful Hector spreads, 

And lo! it bursts, it thunders on our heads! 

Call on our Greeks, if any lear the eall, 

The bravest Greeks: this hour demands them all. 
The warrior raised his voice, and wide around 

The field re-echo’d the distressful sound. 

Qh chiefs! oh princes! to whose hand is given 

The rule of men; whose glory is from heaven! 

Whom with due honours both Atrides grace: 

Ye guides and guatd.ans of our Argive race ! 


210. 


‘With brazen shields in horrid circle stand: 


9260! By the swift rage of Alax Telamon; 


270| With thongs, inserted through the double wound 
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Come all! let generous rage your arms employ, 38 
And save Patroclus from the dogs of Troy 
Oilean Ajax first the voice obey'd, 
Swift was his pace, and ready was his aid: 
Next him Idomeneus, more slow with age, 
And Merion burning with a hero's rage. 
The long-succeeding numbers who. can name? 
But all were Greeks, and eager al] for fame. 
Fierce to the charge great Hector led the throng; 
All Troy embodied rush’d with siiwuts along. 
Thus, when a mountain-billow foams and raves, 99} ἢ 
Where some swollen river disembogues his wares, 
Full in the mouth is stopp'd the rushing ude, 
The boiling ocean works from side to side, 
The river trembles to his utmost shore, 
And distant rocks rebellow to the roar. 
Nor less resolved the firm Achaian band 


Jove pouring darkness o'er the mingled fight, 
Conceals the warrior’s shining helins in night: 

To hin, the chief for whom the bosts contead, 3% 
Tad lived not hateful, for he lived a friend : 

Dead he protects him with superior care, 

Nor dooms his carcass to the birds of air. 

The first attack the Grecians scarce sustain, 
Repulsed, they yield, the Trojans eeize the slain 
Then fierce they rally, to revenge led on 


(Ajax, to Peleus’ son the second name, 

In graceful stature next, and next in fame.) 

With headlong force the foremost ranks he tore: 388 
So through the thicket bursts the mountain-boar, 
And rudely scatters, far to distance round, 

The frighted hunter and the baying hound. 

The son of Lethus, brave Pelasgus’ heir, 
Hippothoiis, dragg’d the carcass through the war; 
The sinewy ancles bored, the feet he bound 


Inevitable fate o'ertakes the deed ; 

Doom’'d by great Ajax’ vengeful lance to bleed: 
It cleft the helmet’s brazen cheeks intwain; 90 
With nerves relax'd he tumbles to the ground; 
The brain comes gushing through the ghastly wourd 
He drops Patroclus’ foot, and o'er him spread 
Now lies a sad companion of the dead : 

Far from Larissa liea, his native air, 

And ill requites his parents’ tender care. 


Sent by great Ajax to the shades of hell. 

Once more at Ajax, Hector’s javelin flies: 

The Grecian marking as it cut the skies, 
Shunn'd the descending death ; which hissing on, 
Stretch’d in the dust the great Iphytus' son, 
Schedius the brave, of all the Phacian kind, 
‘The boldest warrior, and the noblest mind: 

In little Panopé, for strength renown’'d, 

He held his seat, and ruled the realms around, 


30 


290 Plunzed in his throat, the weapon drank his blood, 


And deep transpiercing through the shoulder stood: 
In clanging arms the hero fell, aud all 300 
The tields resounded with his weighty fall. 
Phorcys, as slain Hippothoiis he defends, 

The Telamonian lance his belly rends ; 

The hollow annour burst before the stroke, 

And through the wound the rushing entrails broke. 


All, whom this well-hnown voice shall reach from far|In strong convulsions panting on the sands 


All, whom 1 see not through this cloud of war, 


He lies, and grasps the dast with dying hs20s. 
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ut the sight, recede the T'rojan train: Meanwhile the sons of Nestor, in the rear, 
ing Argives strip the heroes slain. (Their fellows routed) toss the distant spear, 
had Troy, by Greece compell'dto yield, |And skirmish wide: so Nestor gave command, 
Υ' ramparts, and resign’d the field ; 371| When from the ships he sent the Pylian band. 


ι her native fortitude elate, The youthful brothers thus for fame contend, 440 
: averse, had turn’d the scale of fate; Nor knew the fortune of Achilles’ friend ; 

us urged “neas to the fight; In thought they view’d him atill, with martial joy, 

1 like aged Periphas to sight Glorious in arms, and dealing deaths to Troy. 

in Anchises’ love grown old, But round the course the heroes pant for breath 


or prudence ; and with prudence bold.) And thick and heavy grows the work of death : 
-- What methods yet, oh chief! remain, | O’erlabour’d now, with dust, and sweat, and gore, 
our Troy, though heaven its fall ordain! {Their knees, their legs, their feet are cover'd o'er; 
6 been heroes, who, by virtuous care, 380] Drops follow drops, the clouds on clouds arise, 


numbers, and by arts of war, And carnage clogs their hands, and darkness fills 
ed the powers to spare a sinking state, their eyes. 

1 at length the glorious odds of fate : As when a slaughter'd bull's yet-reeking hide, 456 
vhen fortune smiles, when Jove declares {Strain’d with full force, and tugg’d from side to side 
| favour, and assists your wars, The brawny curriers stretch ; and labour o’er 
neful efforts 'gainst yourselves employ, The extended surface, drunk with fat and gore: 

the unwilling god to ruin Troy. So tugging round the corse both armies stood ; 
through the form assumed descries The mangled body bathed in sweat and blood ; 

r conceal’d, and thus to Hector cries: While Greeks and Ilians equal strength employ, 
‘shame! to our own fears a prey, 490 | Now to the ships to force it, now to Troy. 

ur ramparts and desert the day. Not Pallas’ self, her breast when fury warms, 

r is he lexs) my bosom warms, Nor he whose anger sets the world in arms, 
me, Jove asserts the Trojan arms. Could blame this scene; such rage, such horror 
ce, and foremost to the combat flew: reign’d; 
example all his host pursue. Such Jove to honour the great dead ordain’d. 462 
, Leocritus beneath him bled, Achilles in his ships at distance lay, 
loved by valiant Lycomede ; Nor knew the fatal fortune of the day ; 
rd his fall, and grieving at the chance, He, yet unconscious of Patroclus’ fall, 
‘venge it, sent his angry lance: In dust extended under Ilion’s wall, 
ing lance, with vigorous force address'd, | Expects him glorious from the conquer’d plain, 

and pants in Apisaon’s breast : 401) And for his wish’d return prepares in vain ; 
Pronia’s vales the warrior came, Though well he knew, to make proud Ilion bend, 
Astcropeus! in place and fame. Was more than heaven had destined to his friend: 

3 with grief beheld the slain, Perhaps to him : this Thetis had reveal’d, 470 
d to combat, but he rush’d in vain: The rest, in pity to her son, conceal’d. 

ly firm, around the dead, Still raged the conflict round the hero dead, 
in rank, on buckler buckler spread, And heaps on heaps by mutual wounds they bled. 
1'd with bristled spears, the Grecians stood ;|Cursed be the man (e’en private Greeks would say) 
gulwark, and an iron wood. Who dares desert this well-disputed day ! 
« eyes them with incessant care, 410] First may the cleaving earth before our eyes 

orb contracts the crowded war, Gape wide, and drink our blood for sacrifice ! 
reir ranks commands to fight or fall, First perish all, ere haughty Troy shall boast 
3 the centre and the soul of all: We lost Patroclus, and our glory lost! 479 
he spot they war, and, wounded, wound ; Thus they. While with one voice the Trojans said, 
6 torrentisteeps the reeking ground ; Grant this day, Jove! or heap us on the dead! 

the Greeks, on heaps the ‘Trojans bled, Then clash their sounding arms ; the clangours rise, 
‘ening round them, rise the hills of dead. | And shake the brazen concave of the skies. 

in close order, and collected might, Meantime, at distance from the scene of blood, 
3 least, and sways the wavering fight; The pensive steeds of great Achilles stood ; 
conflicting fires, the combat burns, 420|Their godlike master slain before their eyes 
it rises, now it sinks by turns. They wept, and shared in human miseries. 
ok darkness all the fight was lost ; In vain Automedon now shakes the rein, 

he moon, and all the ethereal host, Now plies the lash, and soothes and threats in vain; 
extinct: day ravish’d from their eyeg, Nor to the fight nor Hellespont they go, 490 
‘aven’s splendours blotted from the skies; | Restive they atood, and obstinate in woe ; 

Patroclns’ body hung the night, Still as a tombstone, never to be moved, . 
ἢ sunshine fought, and open light; On some good man or woman unreproved 
1 there, the at‘rial azure spread, Lays its eternal weight; or fix’'d as stands 
" rested on the mountain’s head ; A marble courser by the sculptor’s hands, 
n sun pour’d forth a stronger ray, 430] Placed on the hero’s grave. Along their face, 
e broad expansion flamed with day. The big round drops coursed down with silent pace, 
around the plain, by fits they fight, Conglobing on the dust. Their manes, that late 

and there, their scatter'd arrows light : Circled their arched necks, and waved in state, 

and darkness o’er the carcass spread, Trail’d on the dust, beneath the yoke were spread, 


n’d the war, and there the mighty bled. | And prone to earth was bung their languid head: 501 
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Nor Javed eta sd ta east τ voor leo, F:lon my shoolt-ce le: ther notris blow, δ 
Wate tt a re let ΟΣ τα the arena be once: ‘Par hand the Sche, desonm:ned τὰ the for; 
ΤῊ πον carer afimmaral tran! Tis Hector comes: and when he seeks the pre, 
Teens fre ἃ ἀστὸς ud ceat! ese new in vain! ; War knows no mein: he wins it, ar be dvs. 
Dil we yege ce an ental min bestow, Tien throne zh the Seld he sends h's voice οἷο 
Ontv. abe! to slace mortal woe? An? cy!'s the Ainces from the warring crowd, 
For ah! whit. here of ferar birth, ΙΝ creat Atrides. Hither turn, he said.) 
Thor beesthe. δὲ στε στα πῃ the πὴ of earth | 1Turn, where distress demands immediate aid; 
Wi ce wretched crector. of what wretched kind, 510! The dead, enc:re!-4 by his friends, forego, 
Than min more weak, σα ἢ tous and tind ? And save the ving from a fiercer foe. 
Armeeritie mee! Bees παν to moun: Unhelp'd we stand, unequal to engage 80 
For rot by sou sind Prisn’s sen be borne The force of Heczor and -Fineas’ rage: 
ΗΠ σὴ on the eplerdid car: one glorious prize Yet mighty as they are, mv force to prove 
He rastiv hoasta she rest our wil denies, Is on'y mine. the event belongs to Jove. 
(πεῖ will swoflness τὸ your nerves impart, He spoke, and high the sounding javelin flong, 
Onrself wath msing spirits swell your heart. Wirch pase'd the shield of Aretus the yonng; 
Astomedon vour rapid thglit shall Sear It pierced his belt, emboss'd with curious art, 
Sate te the navy through the storm of war. Then in the lower belly stuck the dart. 
Por vet ‘ta gven to Troy, to ravage o'er 520' As when a pondrons axe descending full, 
The field, and spread her slingliters to the shore : [Cleaves the broad forehead of some brawny bull; 
The sun shall see her conquer, ull his fall Struck ‘twixt the horns, he springs with many a δυσὶ 
Wirth sacred darkness shades the faee of all. Then timbling rol!s enormous on the ground: 86] 
He said, and breatiing in the immortal horse Thus tell the youth: the air his soul received, 
Excessive spirit, urzed them to the course : And the spear trembled as his entrails heaved. 
From their κι σὴ man-s they shake the duct, and bear] Now at Automedon the Trojan foe 
The kindling chariot through the parted war: Discharged his lance; the meditated blow, 
So thes a vulture Gorouch the clamorous train Stooping, he shunn’d; the javelin tdly fled, 


Of geese, tit scream, and seatter round the plain. And hiss'd innovions o'er the hero's herd: 
From danger now with swiftest speed they flew, 530, Deep-rooted in the ground, the forceful spear 


And now to conquest with lke speed pursue ; In long vibrations spent its fury there. 
Sole in the seat the chanotecr remains, With clashing falchions now the chiefs had closed, 
Now plies the javelin, now directs the reins : But each brave Ajax heard, and interposed ; 
Him brave Aleimedon beheld distress'd, Nor longer Hector with his Trojans stood, 
Approach’'d the chariot, and the chief address’d. But left their slain companion in his blood : 
What god provokes thee, rashly thus to dare, His arms Automeiion divests, and cnes, 
Alone, unaided, in the thickest war? Accept, Patroclus, this mean sucritice. 
Alas! thy friend is slain, and Hector wields Thus have J soothed my criefs, and thus have paid, 
Achilles’ arms triumphant in the fields. Poor as it is, some offering to thy shade. 
In happy time :the charioteer replies) 540| So looks the hon o'er a mangled boar, 
The bold Alcimedon now greeta my eyes: All grim with rage, and horrible with gore. 
No Greek like him the heavenly steeds restrains, High on the chariot at one bound he sprung, 68 
Or holds their fury in suspended reins : And o'er his seat the bloody trophies hung. 
Patrocius, while he lived, their rage could tame! And now Minerva, from the realms of air, 
But now Patroclus is an empty name! Descends impetnous, and renews the war; 
To tliee 1 yield the seat, to thee resign For, pleased at Jength the Grecian arms to aid, 
The ruling charge : the task of fight be mind. The lord of thunders sent the blue-eyed maid. 
He said. Alcimedon, with active heat, As when high Jove, denouncing future woe, 
Snatches the reins, and vaults into the seat. O'er the dark clonds extends his purple bow 
His friend descends. ‘The chief of Troy descried, 550| (In sign of tempests from the troubled air, 
And call’d Aineas, fighting near his side. Or from the rage of man, destructive war ;) 
].o, to my sight beyond our hope restored, The drooping cattle dread the impending skies, 690 
Achilles’ car, deserted of its lord ; And from his half-ull'd field the labourer flies. 
The glorions steeds our ready arma invite, In such a form the goddess round Ler drew 
Searee their weak drivers guide them through the fight 3] A livid cloud, and to the battle flew. 
Can such opponents stand, when we assail ? Assuming Phenix’ shape, on earth she falls, 
Unite thy force, my frend, and we prevail. And in his well-known voice to Sparta calls: 
The son of Venus to the counsel yields, And lies Achilles’ friend, beloved by all, 


Then o'er their backs they spread their solid ehields;| A prey to dogs beneath the Trojan wall? 
With brass refulgent the bright surface shined, 560] What shame to Greece for future times to tell ; 


And thick bull-hides the spacious concave lined. To thee the greatest, in whose cause he fel]! 
Them Chromins follows, Aretus succeeds, O chief! O father! (Atreus’ son replies,) ΟΝ 
Fach hopes the conquest of the lofty steeds : O full of days! by long experience wise! 
In vain, brave youths, with glorious hopes ye burn, | What more desires my soul, than here unmoved, 
Jn vain advance! not fated to return. To guard the hody of the man I loved? 

Unmoved, Automedon attends the fight, Ah would Minerva send me strength to rear 
Implores the Eternal, and collects his might, This wearied arm, and ward the storm of war! 
Then turning to his friend, with dauntless mind: But Hector, like the rage of fire, we dread, 


Uh keep the foaming coursers cloge behind ! And Jove's own glories blaze around his bead. 
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o be first of all the powers addreas'd, 

8 new vigour in her hero's breast, 

th keen revenge, with fell despite, 640 
ood, and rage, and lust of fight. 

e vengeful hornet (soul sll o’er,) 

| vain, and thirsty still of gore ; 

f air and heat) on angry wings 

ntired, he turns, attacks, and stings. 

ike ardour fierce Atrides flew, 

8. soul with every lance he threw. 

iod a Trojan not unknown to fame, 

n, and Podes was his name; 

1 honour'd and with courage blese’d, 650 
loved, his comrade and his guest : 

s broad belt the spear a passage found 
ous as he falls, his arms resound. 

Hector’s side Apollo stood, 

ips, Asius’ son, appear’d the god; 

rreat, who held his wealthy reiga 

los, by the rolling main.) . 

e! (he cried) oh foremost once in fame! 
ian now shall tremble at thy name? 

t length to Menelaiis yield ? 660 
‘e thought no terror of the field. 

r, now, the long-disputed prize 

ctorious, while our army flies. 

e arma illustrious Podes bled ; 

of Hector, unrevenged, is dead! 

rd, o'er Hector spreads a cloud of woe, 
\is lance, and drives him on the foe. 

the Eterna] shook his sable shield, 

d Ide, and all the subject field, 

ample verge. A rolling cloud 670 
6 mount; the thunder roar’d aloud; 

ted hills from their foundations nod, 
beneath the lightnings of the god: 

ird of his all-seeing eye, 

sh'd triumph, and the victors fly. 

mbled Greece: the flight Peneleus led ; 
brave Beotian turn’d his head 

2 foe, Polydamas drew near, 

his shoulder with ἃ shorten’d spear: 
wounded, Leitus quits the plain, 680 
rough the wrist; and, raging with the 


once-formidable lance in vain. 

or follow’d, Idomen addrese’d 

g javelin to his manly breast : 

point before his corselet yields, 

‘roy with clamour fills the fields: 

s chariot as the Cretan stood, 

“Priam whirl’d the missive wood ; 
from its aim, the impetuous spear 

6 dust the squire and charioteer 690 
Merion: Cceranus his name, 

ur Lyctus for the fields of fame. 

Id Merion fought; ard now, laid low, 
1 the triumphs of his Trojan foe; 
ve squire the ready coursers brought, 
tis life his master’s safety bought. 
ia cheek and ear the weapon went, 
it shatter’d, and the tongue it rent. 
1 the seat he tumbles to the plain; 
hand forgets the falling rein: 700 
yn reaches, bending from the car, 

to desert the hopeless war; 
1 consents ; the lash applies; 
vift chariot to the navy flies 
28 


Nor Ajax less the will of heaven descried, 
And conquest shifting to the Trojan side, 
Turn’d by the hand of Jove. Then thus begun, 
To Atreus’ seed, the godlike Telamon: 

Alas! who sees not Jove's almighty hand 
Transfers the glory to the Trojan band ? 710 
Whether the weak or strong discharge the darty 
He guides each arrow to a Grecian heart : 

Not so our spears: incessant though they rain, 

He suffers every lance to fall in vain. 

Deserted of the god, yet let us try 

What human strength and prudence can supply; 

If yet this honour'd corse, in triumph borne, 

May glad the fleets that hope not our return, 

Who tremble yet, scarce rescued from their fates, 
And still hear Hector thundering at their gates, 7X 
Some hero too must be despatch’d to bear 

The mournful message to Pelides’ ear; 

For sure he knows not, distant on the shore, 

His friend, his loved Patroclus, is no more. 

But such a chief I spy not through the host: 

The men, the steeds, the armies, all are lost 

In general darkness—Lord of earth and air! 

Oh king! oh father! hear my humble prayer: 
Dispel this cloud, the light of heaven restore : 

Give me to see, and Ajax asks no more. 730 
If Greece must perish, we thy wi obey, 

But let us perish in the face of day 

With tears the hero spoke, ana at nis prayer 

The god relenting, clear’d the clouded air ; 

Forth burst the sun with all-enlightening ray; 

The blaze of armour flash’d against the day. 

Now, now, Atrides! cast around thy sight, 

If yet Antilochus survives the fight, 

Let him to great Achilles’ ear convey 

The fatal news—Atrides haste away. 740 

So turns the lion from the nightly fold, 

Though high in courage, and with hunger bold, 
Long gall'd by herdsmen, and long vex'd by hounds, 
Suff with fatigue, and fretted sore with wounds ; 
The darts fly round him from a hundred hands, 
And the red terrors of the blazing brands : 

Till late, reluctant, at the dawn of day 

Sour he departs, and quits the untasted prey. 

So moved Atrides from his dangerous place 

With weary limbs, but with unwilling pace; 7530 
The foe, he fear’d, might yet Patroclus gain, 

And much admonish’d, much adjured his train: 

Oh guard these relics to your charge consign’'d, 

And bear the merits of the dead in mind ; 
How skill’d he was in each obliging art ; 
The mildest manners, and the gentlest heart. 
He was, alas! but fate decreed his end ; 

In death a hero, as in life a friend ! 

So parts the chief; from rank to rank he flew, 
And round on all sides sent his piercing view. 760 
As the bold bird, enducd with sharpest eye, 

Of all that wing the mid atrial sky, 

The sacred eagle, from his walks above, 

Looks down and sees the distant thicket move, 
Then stoops end, sousing on the quivering hare, 
Snatches his life amid the clouds of air. 

Not with less quickness, his exerted sight 

Pass'd this, and that way, through the ranks of fight. 
Till on the left the chief he sought, he found, 
Cheering his men, and spreading deaths around. TX 

To him the king: Beloved of Jove! draw near, 
For sadder tidings never touch'd thy ear. 


ἴΒοοκ ΣῊ] 
Some interposing hill the stream divides, 
And breaks its force, and turns the winding tides. 
Still close they follow, close the rear engage; 
-Eneas storms, and Hector foams with rage: 
While Greece a heavy, thick retreat maintains, 
The sad Achilles, how his loved-one fell : Wedged in one body, like a flight of cranes, 
He too may haste the naked corse to gain : That shriek incessant while the falcon, hung 
The arms are Hector's, who despoil’d the slain. 780) Fizh on poised pinions, threats their callow young. 
The youthful warrior heard with silent woe, So from the Trojan chiefs the Grecians fy, 
From his fair eyes the tears began to flow ; Such the wild terror, and the mingled cry: 9 
Big with the mighty grief, he strove to say Within, without the trench, and all the way, 
What sorrow dictates, but no word found way. Strew'd in bright heaps, their arms and armour hy: 
To brave Laodocus his arms he flung, Such horror Jove impress’d ! yet still proceeds 
Who near him wheeling, drove his steeds along ; The work of death, and still the battle bleeds. 
Then ran, the mournful message to impart, 
With tearful eyes and with dejected heart. 
Swift fled the youth: nor Menelaiie stands 
(Though sore distress’d) to aid the Pylian bands ; 790 
But bids bold Thrasymede those troops sustain ; ARGUMENT. 


Himself returns to his Patroclus siain. 7 . : 
Gone is Antilochus (the hero said,) The gricf of “Achilles, one nee ormeur made hin ἢ 


. f ‘tea’ aj 
But hope flere, his eae for Ach Νὴ be τὴ w The news of the death of Patroclus is brought to Achille 
g ge, oe, by Antilechus. Thetis hearing his lamentative 
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Thy eyes have witness'd what a fatal turn; 

How Ilion triumphs, and the Achaians mourn ! 
This is not all; Patroclus on the shore, 

Now pale and dead, shall succour Greece no more. 
Fly to the flect, this instant fly, and tell 
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Unarm'd, he fights not with the Trojan foe 
*Tis in our hands alone our hopes remain, 
'Tis our own vigour muet the dead regain, 
And save ourselves, while with impetuous hate 


cones With all her sea-nvimphs to comfort him. Th 
speeches of the mother and son on this oecasion. In 
appears to Achilles by the command of Juno, and o 
ders him to show himself at the head of the sntrene! 


Troy pours along, and this way rolls our fate. 800| ments. The sight of him turas the fortune of theda! 
"Tis well (said Ajax :) be it then thy care, and the body of Patroclus is carried! off by the Greek 


With Merion’s aid, the weighty corse to rear; The Trojans call a council, where Hector and Pahé 


τ ι, mas disagree in their opinions: but the advice ef tt 
meer and my ὍῸ Id brother ais sustain . formcr prevails, to reniain enca:npe! in the field Τὶ 
he shock of Hector and his charging train: grief of Achilles over the body of Patroclus. 
Nor fear we armies, fighting side by side ; 


ἶ Thetis goes to the palace of Vulean to obtain new ar 
What Troy can dare, we have already tried, for her son. The description of the wonderful wor 
Have tried it, and have stood. The hero said. 


of Vulcan: and lastly, that noble one of the abield« 
High from the ground the warriors heave the dead. Achilles. 
A general clamour rises at the sight : The latter part of the nine-and-twentieth day, and t! 


Loud shout the Trojans, and renew the fight. 810] night ensuing, take up this book. The scene it! 
Not fiercer rush along the gloomy wood, Actiles rent ve ya sea-shore, from whence it chang 
With rage insatiate and with thirst of blood, 0 the patiace ot wurean 
Voracious hounds, that many a length before 
Their furious hunters, drive the wounded boar ; 
But, if the savage turns his glaring eye, 
They howl aloof, and round the forest fly. And now it rises, now it sinks, by turns. 
Thus on retreating Greece the Trojans pour, Meanwhile, where Hellespont's broad waters flow 
Wave their thick falchions, and their javelins shower :|Stood Nestor’s son, the messenger of woe: 
But Ajax turning, to their fears they yield, There sat Achilles, shaded by hia saile, 
All pale they trembled, and forsake the field.  820/ On hoisted yards extended to the gales; 

While thus aloft the hero’s corse they bear, Pensive he sat; for all that fate design'd, 
Behind them rages all the storm of war; Rose in sad proepect to his boding mind. 
Confusion, tumult, horror, o’er the throng Thus to his soul he said: Ah! what constrains 
Of men, steeds, chariots, urged the rout along: The Greeks, late victors, now to quit the plains: } 
Less fierce the winds with rising flames conspire, Is this the day, which Heaven so long ago 
To whelm some city under waves of fire ; Ordain’d,to sink me with the weight of wo. 
Now sink in gloomy clouds the proud abodes ; (So Thetis warn’d,) when by a Trojan hand 
Now crack the blazing temples of the gods ; The bravest of the Myrmidonian band 
The rumbling torrent through the ruin rolls, Should lose the light! Fulfill’d is that decree ; 
And sheets of smoke mount heavy to the poles. 830) Fallen is the warrior, and Patroclus he! 
The heroes sweat beneath their honour’d load: In vain I charged him soon to quit the plain, 
As when two mules, along the rugged road, And warn'd to shun Hectorean force in vain. 
From the stcep mountain with exertea serength Thus while he thinks, Antilochus appears, 
Drag some vast beam, or mast’s unwieldy length, And tells the melancholy tale with tears. z 
Inly they groan, big drops of sweat distil, Sad tidings, son of Peleus! thou must hear; 
The enormous timber lumbering down the hill: And wretched 1 the unwilling messenger ! 
So these——Behind, the bulk of Ajax stands, Dead is Patroclus! For his corse they fight, 
And breaks the torrent of the rushing bands. His naked corse ; his arms are Hector's right. 
Thus when a river swell'd with sudden rains, A sudden horror shot through all the chief, 
Spreads his broad waters o’er the level plains, 940] And wrapp’d his senses in the cloud of grief. 
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Tuvs like the rage of fire the combat baras; 


ΥΠ]Ι.] THE ILIAD. 328 


he ground, with furious hands he spread =; Why mourns my son? thy late preferred request 
ching ashes o’er his graceful head ; The god has granted, and the Grecks distress’d : 
le garments, and his golden hairs, Why mourns my son ? thy anguish let me share ; 
» deforms with dust, and these he tears: 30] Reveal the cause, and trust a parent's care. 

ard soil his groaning breast he threw, He, deeply groaning—To this cureless grief 

‘d and grovell’d, as to earth he grew. Not e’en the Thunderer’s favour brings relief. 100 
in captives, with disorder’d charms, Patroclus !—Ah !—say, goddess, can [ boast 

his own, or by Patroclus’ arms,) A pleasure now ? revenge itself is lost ; 

‘om the tents with cries; and gathering round,| Patroclus, loved of all my martial train, 

τ white breasts, and fainted on the ground: | Beyond mankind, beyond myself, is slain ; 

estor’s son sustains a manlier part, Lost are those arms the gods themselves bestow'd 
irns the warrior with a warrior’s heart ; On Peleus: Hector bears the glorious load. 

1 his arme, amidst his frantic woe, Cursed be that day, when all the powers above 


prevents the meditated blow. 40) Thy charms submitted to a mortal love! 
the deep abysses of the main, Oh hadst thou still, a sister of the main, 
ry Nereus, and the watery train, Pursued the pleasures of the watery reign ; 110 


her-goddess from her crystal throne And happier Peleus, less ambitious, led 
s loud cries, and answer'd groan for groan. | A mortal beauty to his equal bed! 
ling Nereids with their mistress weep, Ere the sad fruit of thy unhappy womb 


he sea-green sisters of the deep. 
slaucé (every watery name,) 
ld, and silver Spio came: 

δ and Cymodocé were nigh, 
blue languish of soft Alia’s eye. 
‘ks Actea and Limnoria rear, 
pto, Doris, Panopt: appear, 
herusa, Doto, Melita ; 

2ntle, and Amphithod gay: 
Hianira, Calianassa show 

ter looks; Dexamené the slow, 


ft Dynamend, now cut the tides: 


v the verdant waves divides : 

3 with Apseudes lifts the head, 
alatea quits her pearly bed; 
'rythia, Clymené, attend, 
mphinomé, the train extend, 

=k Janira, and Janassa fair, 
atheia with her amber hair. 


Had caused such sorrows past and woes to come. 
For soon, alas! that wretched offspring slain, 
New woes, new sorrows shall create again. 
"Tis not in Fate the alternate now to give ; 
5O| Patroclus dead, Achilles’ hates to live. 
Let me revenge it on proud Hector’s heart, 
Let his last spirit smoke upon my dart ; 120 
On these conditions will J breathe : till then, 
I blush to walk among the race of men. 
A flood of tears, at this, the goddess shed ; 
Ah then, I see thee dying, see thee dead ! 
When Hector falls, thou diest.—Let Hector die, 
And let me fall! (Achilles made reply.) 
Far lies Patroclus from his native plain! 
60] He fell, and falling wish’d my aid in vain. 
Ah then, since from this miserable day 
I cast all hope of my return away ; 130 
Since unrevenged, a hundred ghosts demand 
The fate of Hector from Achilles’ hand ; 


Since here, for brutal courage far renown’d, 
I live an idle burden to the ground, 
‘Others in council famed for nobler skill, 
More useful to preserve than I to kill ;) 
Let me—but oh! ye gracious powers above ! 
70|Wrath and revenge from men and gods remove : 
Far, far too dear to every mortal breast, 
Sweet to the soul, as honey to the taste ; 146 
Gathering like vapours of a noxious kind 
From fiery blood, and darkening all the mind. 
Me Agamemnon urged to deadly hate : 
"Tis past—I quell it; I resign to fate. 
Yes—I will meet the murderer of my friend; 
Or (if the gods ordain it) mect my end. 
The stroke of fate the bravest cannot shun ; 
80| The great Alcides, Jove’s unequall'd son, 
To Juno's hate at length resign'’d his breath, . 
And sunk the victim of all-conquering death. 150 
So shall Achilles fall! stretch’d pale and dead, 
No more the Grecian hope, or Trojan dread ! 
Let me, this instant, rush into the fields, 
And reap what glory life’s short harvest yields. 
ier way. Wide opening part the tides, Shall I not force some widow'd dame to tear 
ι6 long pomp the silver wave divides. With frantic hands her long dishevell'd hair? 
‘hing now, they touch’d the Trojan land; Shall I not force her breast to heave with sighs, 
vo by two, ascended up the strand. 90] And the soft tears to trickle from her cyes ? 
1ortal mother, standing close beside Yes, I shall give the fair those mournful charms—- 
irnful offspring, to his sighs replied ; In vain you hold me—Hence! my arms, my arms! 
ie Coast their mingled clamours ran, Soon shall the sanguine torrent spread so wide, 161 
s the silver-fouted dame began: That all shall know Achilles swells the tide. 


', and all that deep in ocean held 

cred seats, the glimmering grotto fill’d ; 
it her ivory breast with silent woe, 

tis’ sorrows thus began to flow: 

ne, and judge, ye sisters of the main ! 
.a cause has Thetis to complain ! 
etched, were I mortal, were my fate ! 
ire than wretched in the immortal state ! 
rom my bed a godlike hero came, 

reat farthat ever bore the name ; 

1e fair olive, by my careful hand 

. he flourish’d, and adorn’d the land : 
‘I sent him; but the Fates ordain 

r, never must return again. 

a space the light of heaven to view, 

, alas ! and fill’d with anguish too. 

w his sorrows echo through the shore ! 
ease them, but I must deplore : 

east to bear a tender part, 

arn my loved one with a mother's heart. 
id, and Jeft the caverns of the main, 

ad in tears; the melancholy train 


394 


My son ‘cerulean Thetis made rep!y, 
To fate submitting with a secret sigh, 
The host to succour, and thy f{ricnds to save, 
Is worthy thee : the duty of the brave. 
But canst thou naked issue to t.e plains 7 
Thy radiant anns the Trojan fue detains. 
Insulting Hector bears the spoils on high, 
But vainly glories ; fur his fate is nigh. 
Yet, yet awhile, thy generous ardour stay ; 
Assured, 1 meet thee at the dawn of day, 
Charged with refulgent arms ‘a glorious load.) 
Vulcanian arins, the Jabour of a god. 
Then turning to the daughters of the main, 
The goddess this dismiss'd her azure train: 
Ye sister Nereids ! to your decps descend ; 
Haste, and our father’s sacred seat attend ; 
I go to find the architect divine, 
Where vast Olympus’ starry summits shine : 
So tell our hoary sire—This charze she gave ; 
The sea-green sisters plunge bencath the wave : 
Thetis once more ascends the bless'd abudes, 
And treads the brazen threshold of the gods. 
And now the Grecks, from furious Hector’s force, 
Urge: to broad Hellespont their headlung course: 
Nor yet their chiets Patroclus’ body bore 
Safe throngh the tempest to the tented shore. 
The horse, the foot, with equal fury join'd, 


Pour'd on the rear, and thuuder'd close behind ; 190] Troy starts astonisl'd, and the shores rebound, 


And like a thane through fields of ripen’d corn, 
The rage of Hector o'er the ranks was borne. 
Thrice the slain hero by the foot he drew; 
Thrice to the shies the Trojan clamours flew : 
As oft the Ajaces his assault sustain ; 
But check'd, he turns ; repulsed, attacks again. 
With fiercer shouts lus lingering troops he fires, 
Nor yields a step, nor from his post retires ; 
So watchful shepherds strive tu force, in vain, 
The hungry lion trom a careass slain. 
E’en yet Patroclus had he borne away, 
And all the glories of the extended day, 
Had not high Juno, trom the realms of air, 
Secret, despatch'd her trusty messenger. 
The various goddess of the showery bow 
Shot ina whirlwind to the shore below ; 
To great Achilles at hia ships she came, 
And thus began the many-coluur'd dame: 
Rise, son of Peleus ! rise, divinely brave ! 
Assist the combat, and Patroclus eave: 
For h'm the slanghter to the tlect they spread, 
And fill by mutual wounds around the dead. 
To drag hun back to Troy the foe contends: 
Nor with his death the rage of Lecor ends; 
A prey to dogs he duoins the corse to lie, 
And inirks the place to fix his head on high, 
Rise, and prevent (if yet you think of fame) 
Thy triend’s disgrace, thy own cternal shame ! 
Wao sends thee, goddess ! froin the ethereal skies ? 
Achilles thus, And Irs thus repl.es ; 220 
Tecome, Peides! trom the queen of Jove, 
The mmortal empress of tue realms ubove ; 
Unknown to hin who sits remote on high, 
Unknown to all the synod of the sky. 
Thou comest in vain, he enes (with fury warm’d ;) 
Arms I have none, and can | fight unarm'd 1 
Unwilling as am, of force 1 stay, 
Till Thetia bring ine at the dawn of day 
Vulcanian aris ; what other can I wield, 
Except the mighty ‘Telamoman shicld 1 
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180] When men distress'd hang ont the sign of war;) 
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That, in my friend's defence, has Ajax spread, 

While his stroag lance around him heaps the dead: 

The gatiunt chief defends Menervt:is’s sun, 

And does what his Achilles sh.uid have done. 
Thy want of arms :scid Irs’ well we know, 

But though unarm’d, yet ciad in terrors, go! 

Let but Achilles o'er yon trench appear, 

Proud Troy shall tremble, and consent to fear: 

Greece from ane glince of that tremendous eye, 

Shall take new cournze, and disda n to By. 
She spoke, and passed in air. The hero ros; 

Her wyis Pallas o'er bis shoulders throws: 

Around his brows a golden cloud she spread: 

A stream of glory flamed abave his head. 

As when from some beleaguer’d town anise 

The smokes, high-curling to the shaded skies 

(Seen from some island, o'er the main afar, 


Svon as the sun in ocean hides his rays, 

Thick on the hills the flaming beacons blaze; 
With long-projected beams the seas are bright, 
And heaven's high arch reflecta the ruddy light; 
So from Achilles’ head the splendours nse, 
Reflecting bl:ze on blaze against the skies. 
Forth mairch'd the chief, and, distant from the crowd 
High on the rampart raised his voice aloud ; 

With her own shout Minerva swells the sound; 


As the lond trumpet’s bmzen mouth from far 
With shnlling clangour sounds the alarm of war, 8 
Struck fromthe walls, the echoes float on high, 
And the round bulwarks and thick towers reply; 
So high his brazen voice the hero rear'd: 
Hosts drop their arms, and trembled as they heard: 
And back the chariots roll, and coursers bound, 
And steeds and men he mingled on the ground. 
Aghast they see the livid ligi.tnings play, 
And turn their eye-balls from the flushing ray. 
Thrice from the trench his dreadful voice he raised: 
And thrice they fled, confounded and amazed. 26 
Twelve, in the tumult wedzed, untimely rush‘d 
On their own spears, by their own chariots cresh’d! 
While shielded from the darts, the Greeks obtain 
The long-contended carcasa of the slain. 

A lofty bier the breathless warrior bears: 
Around, his sad companions melt in tears. 
But chief Achilles, bending down his head, 


210} Pours unavailing sorrows o’cr the dead, 


Whom late triumphant with his steeds and car 

He sent refulgent to the field of war; 30 

(Unhappy change '] now senseless, pale, he found, 

Stretch'd forth, and gash'd with many a gaping wound 
Meantime unwearied with his heavealy way, 

In ocean’s waves the unwilling light of day 

Quench'd his red orb, at Juno's high command, 

And fron their labours eased the Achaian band. 

The frighted Trojans panting from the war, 

Their steeds unharness'd from the weary car) 

A endden counci: vall'd: each chief appear'd 

In haste, and standing ; for to sit they fear'd. 

"Twas now no season for prolong’d debate ; 

They saw Achilles, and in him their fate. 

Silent they stood : Polydamas at last, 

Skill’d to discern the future by the past, 

The son of Panthus thus express’d his fears; 

(The friend of Hector, and of equal years; 

The selfsame might to both a being gave, 


230! One wise in council, one in action brave.) 


\ 
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debate, my friends, your sentence speak; [Stern in superior grief Pelides stood ; 


move, before the morning break, 300 | Those slaughtering arms so used to bathe in blood, 
our Camp : too dangerous here our post, Now clasp'd his clay cold limbs : then gushing start 
‘Troy walls, and on a naked coast. The tears, and sighs bursts from his swelling heart. 
not Greece so dreadful, while engaged The lion thus, with dreadful anguish stung, 371 
feuds, her king and hero raged ; Roars through the desert, and demanda his young ; 
ile we hoped our armies might prevail, When the grim savage, to his nfled den 
y camp’d beside a thousand sail. Too late returning, snutfs the track of men, 
elides now : his rage of mind . And o’er the vales and o’er the forest bounds : 
continues to the shores confined, ! His clamorous grief the bellowing wood resounds. 
e tields, where long in equal fray So grieves Achilles ; and impetuous vents, 

ig nations won and lost the day ; 310} To all his Myrmidons, his loud Jaments. 
. for Troy, shall henceforth be the strife, In what vain promise, gods! did J engage, 
sard contest not for fame, but life. When, to console Mencttius’ feeble age, 390 
n to Ilion, while the favouring night I νον ἃ his much-loved offspring to restore, 
10se terrors, keeps that arm trom fight ; Charged with rich spoils, to fair Opuntia’s shore ? 
morrow's sun behold us here, But mighty Jove cuts short, with just disdain, 
, those terrors, we shall feel, not fear ; The long, long views of poor, designing man! 
ts that now disdain, shall leap with joy, One fate the warrior and the friend shall strike, 
permit them then to enter Troy. And Troy's black sands must drink our blood 
\y fatal prophecy be true, alike : 

I tremble but to think, ensue. 320] Me too, a wretched mother shall deplore, 
‘be our fate, yet let us try An aged father never see me more ! 
ce of thought and reason can supply ; Yet my Patroclus! yet a space I stay, 

counsel fur our guard depend; Then swift pursue thee on the darksome way. 390 


t her gates and bulwarks shall defend. " | Ere thy dear relics in the grave are laid, 
ning dawns, our well-appointed powers, |Shall Hector’s head be offer'd to thy shade ; 


u arms, shall line the lofty towers. That, with his arms, shall hang before thy shrine ; 
erce hero then, when fury calls, And twelve the noblest of the ‘Trojan line, 

mad vengeance on our rocky walls, Sacred to vengeance, by this hand expire, 

ἃ thousand circles round the plain, Their lives effused around thy flaming pyre. 

ent coursers scek the fleet again ; 330] Thus let me 116 till then; thus, closely press'd, 

18 rage be tired, and labour'd down ; Bathe thy cold face, and sob upon thy breast! 

i shall tear him e’er he sack the town. While Trojan captives here thy mourncrs stay, 

? (said Hector, tired with stern disdain) | Weep all the night, and murmur all theday: 400 
op whole armies in our walls again ? Spoils of my arms, and thine! when, wasting wide, 
t enough, ye valiant warriors, say, Our swords kept time, and conquer'd side by side. 
"3 imprison’d in those towers ye lay 7 He spoke, and bid the sad attendants round 

r the world was Hion famed of old Cleanse the pale corse, and wash each honour'd 
exhaustless, and for mines of gold ; wound 

: inglorious in her walls we stay'd, A massy caldron of stupendous frame 


Ὁ her treasures, and her stores decay’d: —_|'They brought, and placed it o’er the rising flame 
gians now her scatter’d spoils enjoy, | 341/Then heap the lighted wood ; the flame divides 


d Mwonia wastes the fruits of Troy. Beneath the vase, and climbs around the sides : 
e at length my arms to conquest calls, In its wide womb they pour the rushing stream ; 
3 the Grecians in their wooden walls : The boiling water bubbles to the brim. 410 
im dispirit whom the gods incite 7 The body then they bathe with pious toil, 

Trojan? 1 shall stop his flight. Embalm the wounds, anoint the limbs with oil, 
counsel then attention lend ; High on a bed of state extended laid, 

refreshment, and the watch attend. And decent cover'd with a linen shade: 
2 one whose riches cost him care, Last o’er the dead the milk-white veil they threw: 
him bring them for the troops to share ; 350| That done, their sorrows and their sighs renew. 
r generously bestuw’d on those, Meanwhile to Juno, in the realms above 

the plunder of our country’s foes, (His wife and sister) spoke almighty Jove : 
he morn the purple orient warms, At last thy will prevails ; great Peleus’ son 

yon navy will we pour our arms. Rises in arms ; such grace thy Greeks have won. 
chilles rise in all his might, Say (for ] know not) is their race divine, 411 
e danger: | shall stand the fight. And thou the mother of that martial line ? 
ye gods! or let me gain or give! What words are these ? (the imperial dame replies, 
he glorious, whosve’er shall live! While anger tlash’d from her majestic eyes :) 
ur common lord, alike to all : Succour like this a mortal arm might lend, 
he victor triurnphs but to fall. 360] And such success mere human wit attend: 
outing host in loud applauses join’d: And shall not I, the second power above, 

robb’d the many of their mind; Heaven's queen, and consort of the thundering Jove, 
own sense condemn'd, and left to choose |Say, shall not 1 one nation’s fate command? 
-t advice, the better to refuse. Not wreak iny vengence on one guilty land? 430 
the long night extends her sable reign, So they. Meanwhile the silver-footed dame 


atroclus muura'd the Grecian train. Reach’d the Vulcanian dome, eternal frame ! 
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High-eminent amid the works divine, 


Where heaven's far-beaming brazen mansions shine. 


There the lame architect the goddess found, 
Obscure in smoke, his forges flaming round, 
While bathed in sweat from fire to fire he flew ; 
And puffing loud, the roaring bellows blew. 
That day no common task his Jubour claim’d: 
Full twenty tripods for his hall he framed, 
That placed on living wheels of massy gold 
(Wondrous to tell) instinct with spirit roll’d 
From place to place, around the bless’d abodes, 
Self-moved, obedient to the beck of gods: 


For their fair handles now, o’erwrought with flowers, 


In moulds prepared, the glowing ore he pours. 
Just as responsive to his thought the frame, 
Stood prompt to move, the azure goddess came: 
Charis, his spouse, a Grace divinely fair 
(With purple fillets round her braided hair,) 
Observed her entering; her soft hand she press’d, 
And smiling, thus the watery queen address'd : 
What, goddess ! this unusual favour draws? 
All hail, and welcome! whatsoe’er the cause: 
Till now a stranger, in a happy hour 
Approach, and taste the dainties of the bower. 
High on a throne, with stars of silver graced, 
And various artifice, the queen she placed ; 
A footstool at her feet ; then, calling, said, 
Vulcan, draw near; "tis Thetis asks your aid. 
Thetis (replied the god) our powers may claim, 
An ever-dear, an ever-honour'd name! 
When my proud mother hurl'd me from the sky 
(My awkward form, it seems, displeased her eye,) 
She and Eurynome my griefs redress’d, 
And soft received me on their silver breast. 
E’en then, these arts employ’d my infant thought; 
Chains, bracelets, pendants, all their toys I wrought. 
Nine years kept secret in the dark abode, 
Secure I lay conceal’d from man and god : 
Deep in a cavern’d rock my days were led ; 
The rushing ocean murmur'd o’er my head. 
Now since her presence glads our mansion, say, 
For such desert what service can I pay ? 
Vouchsafe, O Thetis! at our board to share 
The genial rites and hospitable fare ; 
While I the labours of the forge forego, 
And bid the roaring bellows cease to blow. 
Then from his anvil the lume artist rose ; 
Wide with distorted legs oblique he goes 
And stills the bellows, and (in order Jaid) 
Locks in their chests his instruments of trade. 
Then with a sponge the sooty workman dress'd 
His brawny arms imbrown'd and hairy breast. 
With his huge sceptre graced and red attire, 
Came halting forth the sovereign of the fire: 
The monarch's steps two female furms uphold, 
That moved and breathed in animated gold: 
‘T'o whom waa voice, and sense, and science given 
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On these supported, with unequal gait, 
He reach’d the throne where pensive Thetis sate ; 
There placed beside her on the shining frame, 
Ee thus address'd the silver footed dame: 
Thee, welcome, goddess! what occasion calls 
(So long a stranger) to these honour'’d walle? 
Tis thine, fair Thetis, the command to lay, 
And Vulcan's joy and duty to obcy, 
To whom the mournful mother thos replies 
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Oh, Vulcan! say, was ever breast divine 
So pierced with sorrows, so o’erwhelm’d as mig! - 
Of all the goddesses, did Jove prepare 
For Thetis only such a weight of care? 
I, only I, of all the watery race, 
By force subjected to a man's embrace, 
Who, sinking now with age and sorrow, pays 
The mighty fine imposed on length of days. 
Sprung from my bed, a godlike hero came, 
The bravest sure that ever bore the name. 51 
Like some fair plant beneath my carefal hand 
Ho grew, he flourish'd, and he graced the land: 
To Troy I sent him; but his native shore 
Never, ah never, shall receive him more! 
(E’en while he lives, he wastes with secret woe) 
Nor I, a goddess, can retard the blow! 
Robb'd of the prize the Grecian suffrage gave, 
The king of nations forced his royal slave: 
For this he grieved : and, till the Greeks oppress, 
Required his arm, he sorrow’d unredress'd. 9 
Large gifts they promise, and their elders send; 
In vain—he arms not, but permits his friend 
His arms, his steeds, his forces to employ; 
Ife marches, combats, almost conquers Troy. 
Then slain by Phoebus (Hector had the name) 
At once resigns his armour, life, and fame. 
But thou, in pity, by my prayer be won: 
Grace with immortal arms this short-lived son, 
And to the field in martial pomp restore, 
To shine with glory till he shines no more! 
To her the artist god: Thy griefs resign, 
Secure, what Vulcan can, is ever thine. 
O could I hide him from the Fates as well, 
Or with these hands the crue! stroke repel, 
Ag I shall forge most envied arma, the gaze 
Of wondering ages, and the world’s amaze! 
Thus having said, the father of the fires 
To the black labours of his forge retires. 
Soon as he bade them blow, the bellows tarmn‘d 
Their iron mouths; and where the furnace bare’d, 
Resounding breath’d: at once the blast expires, > 
And twenty forges catch at once the fires; 
Just as the god directs, now loud, now low, 
They raise a tempest, or they gently blow. 
In hissing flames huge silver bars are roll'd, 
And stubborn brass, and tin, and solid gold: 
Before, deep fix’d, the eternal anvils stand ; 
The ponderous hammer loads his better hand, 
His left with tongs turns the vex'd metal round, 
And thick, strong strokes, the doubling vaults rebow 
Then first he form'd the immense and solid shield 
Rich various artifice emblazed the field ; 5 
Its utmost verge a threefold circle bound ; 
A silver chain suspends the massy round ; 
Five ample plates the broad expanse compost, 
And godiike labours on the surface rose. 
There shone the image of the master-mind: 
There earth, there heaven, there ocean he desiga'd 
The unwearied sun, the moon completely round; ¥ 
The starry lights that heaven's high convex crows'd 
The Pieiads, Hyada, with the Northern Team; 
And great Orion's more refulgent beam; 
To which, aronnd the axle of the sky, 
The Bear revolving points his gulden eye, 
Still shines exalted on the ethereal plain, 
Nor bathes his blazirg forehead in the mam 
Two cities radiant on the shickl appear, 


The crystal drops stood trembling in her cyes:) 500; The image one of peace, and onc of war. 
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d pomp and genial feast delight, | Another field rose high with waving grain: 

ἢ dance, ahd Hymeneal rite; 570} With bended sickles stand the reaper-train : 638 
street the new-made brides are Jed, Here stretch'd in ranks the levell'd swarths are found, 
es flaming, to the nuptial bed Sheaves heap’d on sheaves here thicken up the ground. 
ful dancers, in a circle bound, .| With sweeping stroke the mowers strew the lands ; 

; flute and cittern’s silver sound : | The gatherers follow, and collect in bands; 

16 fair streets, the matrons in a row And last the children, in whose arms are borne 

eir porches, and enjoy the show. (Too short to gripe them) the brown sheaves of corn 
1 the forum swarm a numerous train, The rustic monarch of the field descries, 

t of debate a townsman slain: With silent glee, the heaps around him rise. 

: the fine discharged, which one denied, |A ready banquet on the turf is laid, 


he public and the law decide: 580] Beneath an ample oak’s expanded shade. 
5. is produced on either hand: The victim ox the sturdy youth prepare ; 
that, the partial people stand: The reaper’s due repast, the women's cure. 650 


ited heralds still the noisy bands, 

ι ring with sceptres in their hands: 
* stone within the sacred place, 

nd elders nodded o’er the case; 
2ach the attesting sceptre took, 


Next, ripe in yellow gold, a vineyard shines, 
Bent with the pondrous harvest of its vines ; 
A deeper dye the dangling clusters show, 
And curl'd on silver props, in order glow: 
A darker metal mix’d, intrench’d the place: 
‘solemn, each his sentence spoke. And pales of glittering tin the enclosure grace. 
ἢ talents lay amidet, in sight, To this, one path-way gently winding leads, 
of him who best adjudged the right. 590] Where march a train with baskets on their heads 
part (a prospect differing far) (Fair maids, and blooming youths,) that smiling bear. 
h refulgent arms and horrid war. The purple product of the autumnal year. 660 
y hosts a leaguer’d town embrace, To these a youth awakes the warbling strings, 
ould pillage, one would burn the place. |] Whose tender lay the fate of Linus sings; 
he townsmen, arm'd with silent care, In measured dance behind him move the train, 
nbush on the foe prepare : Tune soft the voice, and answer to the strain. 
3, their children, and the watchful band Here, herds of oxen march, erect and bold, 
1g parents, on the turrets stand. Rear high their horns, and seem to low in gold, 
bh: by Pallas and by Mars made bold: And specd to meadows, on whose sounding shores 
the gods, their radiant garments gold, 600| A rapid torrent through the rushes roars: 
neir armout: these the squadron led, Four golden herdsmen as their guardians stand, 
ine, superior by the head! ‘| And nine sour dogs complete the rustic band. 670 
‘ambush fit they found, and stood Two lions rushing from the wood appear'd, 
th shields, beside a silver flood. And seized a bull, the master of the herd: 
at distance lurk, and watchful seem He roar’d: in vain the dogs, the men withstood ; 
oxen seck the winding stream. They tore his flesh, and drank the sable blood. 
hit flocks proceeded o’er the plains, The dogs (oft cheer’d in vain) desert the prey, 
slow moving, and two shepherd swains; | Dread the grim terrors, and at distance bay. 
n, piping on their reeds, they go, Next this, the eye the art of Vulcan leads 
. ambush nor suspect a foe. 610] Deep through fair forests and a lengtu uf meads- 
glittering squadron rising round, And stalls, and folds, and scatter'd cots between ; 
nm! hilis of slaughter heap the ground, And ficecy flocks, that whiten all the scene. 680 
ks and herds lic bleeding on the plains, |A figured dance succeeds ; such once was seen 
udst them, dead, the shepherd swains! [In lofty Gnossus; for the Cretan queen, 
ing oxen the besiegers hear ; Form'd by Dedalean art ; ἃ comely band 
ake horse, approach, and meet the war; |Of youths and maidens, bounding hand in hand: 
they fall, beside the silver flood ; The maids in soft cymars of linen dress‘d ; 
r silver seem'd to blush with blood. The youths all graceful in the glossy vest: 
It, there contention, stood confess’d ; Of those the locks with flowery wreaths enroll’d ; 
a dagger at a captive's breast, 620 Of these the sides adorn'd with swords.of gold, 
living foe, that freshly bled That, glittering gay, from silver belts depend. 
nade wounds ; another dragg’d a dead; __ | Now all at ence tlicy rise, at once descend 690 
flow there, the carcasses they tore; | With well-taught feet : now shape, in oblique ways, 
amidst them, grim with human gore; | Confusedly regular, the moving maze: 
ole war came out, and met the eye; Now forth at once, too swift for sight, they spring, 
old figure seem’d to live or die. And undistinguish d blend the flying ring: 
:ep-furrow'd next the god design'd, So whirls a wheel, in giddy circle toss'd, 
me labour'd by the sweating hind ; And rapid as it runs, the single spokes are lon; 
shares full many ploughmen guide, The gazing multitudes admire around: 
eir crooked yokes on every side. 630| Two active tumblers in the centre bound ; 
ther end they wheel around, Now high, now low, their pliant limbs they bend, . 
meets them with hig goblet crown’'d; And gencral songs the sprightly revel end. 700 
draught rewards, renews their toil, Thus the broad shield complete the artist crown’d 
he turning phough-shares cleave the soil: | With lis last hand, and pour’d the ocean round : 
rising earth in ridges roll'd: In living silver seem’d the waves to roll, 
2ok'd, though forin'd of molten gold. And beat the buckler’s verge, and bound the whole 
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This done, whate’er a warrior’s use requires, 
He forged—the cuirass that outshone the fires, 
The greaves of ductile tin, the helin impress'’d 
With various sculpture, and the golden crest. 
At Thetis’ feet the finish’d labour lay ; 

She, as a falcon, cuts the adrial way, 
Swift from Olympua’ suowy summit flies, 
And bears the blazing present through the skies. 


710 


BOOK XIX. 
ARGUMENT. 


The Reconciliation of Achilles and Agamemnon. 
Thetis brings to her son the armour made by Vulcan. She 
preserves the body of his friend fiom corruption, and 
commands him to assemble the army, to declare hix 
resentment atanend. Agamemnon and Achilles are 
soleinnly reconciled: the specches, presents, anid cere- 
monies on that occasion. Achilles is with great αἰ ΠῚ- 
culty persuaded to refrain from the battle till the 
troops have refreshed themselves, by the advice of 


Ulysses. The presents are conveyed to the tent of 
Achilics: where Briseis laments over the body of Pa- 
troclus. The hero obstinately refuses all repast, and 


gives himself up to lamentations for his friend. Mi- 
nerva descends to strengthen hin, by the order of Ju- 
piter. He arms for the tight: his appearance described. 
He addresses himself to his horses, and reproaches 
thei with the death of Patroclus. One of them is mi- 
raculously endued with voice, and inspired to prophesy 
his fate: but the hero, not astonished at that prodigy, 
rushes with fury to the combat. 
The thirticth day. The scene is on the sea-shore. 


one 
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Soon as Aurora heaved her orient head 
Above the waves that blush'd with early red, 
(With new-born day to gladden morta) sight, 

And gild the courts of heaven with sacred light,) 
The immortal arms the goddess-mother bears 
Swift to her son: her son she finds in tears 
Stretch’d o'er Patroclus’ corse; while all the rest 
Their sovercign’s sorrow in their own express'd. 
A ray divine her heavenly presence shed, 

And thus, his hand soft-touching, Thetis said: 

Suppress (my son) this rage of grief, and know 
It was not man, but Heaven, that gave the blow; 
Behold what arms by Vulcan are bestow’'d, 

Arms worthy thee, or fit to grace a god. 

Then drops the radiant burden on the ground; 
Clang the strong arms, and ring the shores around : 
Back shrink the Myrmidons with dread surprise, 
And from the broad effulgence turn their eyes. 
Unmoved, the hero kindles at the show, 

And feels with rage divine hia bosom glow; 
From his fierce cye-balls living flames expire, 
And flash incessant like a stream of fire: 

He turns the radiant gift, and feeds his mind 
On all the immortal artist had design’d. 

Goddess! (he cricd) these glorious arms that shine 

With matchless art, confess the hand divine. 

Now to the bloady battle let me bend; 

But ah! the relics of my slanghter'd friend! 

In those wide wounds through which his spirit fled, 

Shall flies and worms obscene pollute the dead? 30 
That unavailing care be Jaid aside, 

\The azure goddess to her sun replied ;) 
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Whole years untouch'd, uninjured, shall remaia, 
Fresh as in life, the carcass of the slain. 
But go, Achilles (as affairs require ;) 
Betore the Grecian peers renounce thine ire ; 
Then uncontroll’d in boundless war engage, 
And Heaven with strength supply the mighty rage 
Then in the nostrils of the slain she ρουτ᾽ 
Nectareous drops, aod rich ambrosia showerd (ὦ 
O’er all the corse. The flies forbid their prey, 
Untouch’d it rests, and sacred from decay. 
Achilles to the strand obedient went; 
The shores resounded with the voice he sent. 
The heroes heard, and all the naval train 
That tend the ships, or guide them o’er the mais, 
Alaria’d, transported at the well-known sound, 
Frequent and full the great assembly crowa'd; 
Studious to see that terror of the plain, 
Long lost to battle, shine in arms again. 
Tydices and Ulysses first appear, 
Lame with their wounds, and leaning on the spear. 
These on the sacred seats of council placed, 
The king of men, Atrides, came the last: 
He too sore wounded by Agenor's son. 
Achilles, rising in the midst, begun: 
Oh munarch! better far had been the fate 
Of thee, of me, of all the Grecian state, 
If cere the day when, by mad passion sway'd, 
Rash we contended fur the black-eyed maid) ΒΕ 
Preventing Dian had despatch'd her dart, 
And shot the shining mischief to the heart: 
Then many a hero had not press’d the shore, 
Nor Troy's glad fields been fatten’d with our gore: 
Long, long shall Greece the woes we caused bewal. 
And sac posterity repeat the tale. 
But this, no more the subject of debate, 
Is past, forgotten, and resign’d to fate. 
Why should (alas!) a mortal man, as I, 
Burn with a fury that can never die? 
Here then my anger ends: Jet war succeed, 
And e’en as Greece has bled, let Ilion bleed. 
Now call the hosts, and try if in our sight 
Troy yet shall dare to camp a second night: 
1 deem their mightiest, when this arm he knows, 
Shall ’scape with transport, and with joy repose. 
He said: his finish’d wrath with loud acclaim 


10| The Greeks accept, and shout Pelides’ name. 


When thus, not rising from his lofty throne, 

In state unmoved, the king of men begun: ᾿ 
Hear me, ye sons of Grecce ! with silence beer: 

And grant your monarch an impartial ear; 

Awhile your loud, untimely joy suspend, 

And let your rash, injurious clamours end: 

Unruly muninurs, or ill-timed applause, 

Wrong the best speaker, and the justest cause. 

Nor charge on me, ye Greeks, the dire debate: 


20] Know, angry Jove, and all-compelling Fate, 


With fell Erinnys, urged my wrath that day 
When from Achilles’ arms 1 forced the prey. 
What then could IJ, against the will of Heaven? 
Not by myself, but vengeful Até driven; 

She, Jove's dread daughter, fated to intest 

The race of mortals, enter’d in my breast. 

Not on the ground that haughty Fury treads, 
But prints her lotty footsteps on the heads 

Of mighty men ! inflicting as she goes 
Long-lestering wounds, inextricable woes! 

Of old, she stalk'd amid the bright abodes; 
And Jove himse!f, the sire of men and gods, Ια 
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orld’s great ruler, felt her venom’d dart; Dismiss the people then, and give command 
2d by Juno’s wiles, and female art. With strong repast to hearten every band ; 170 
ien Alcmena’s nine long months were run, But let the presents to Achilles made, 
we expected his immortal son, In full assembly of all Greece be laid : 

5 and goddesses the unruly joy The king of men shall rise in public sight, 

w'd, and vaunted of his matchless boy: And solemn swear (observant of the rite,) 

8 (he said) this day an infant springs, That spotless as she came, the maid removes, 

o rule, and born a king of kings. Pure from his arms, and guiltless of his loves. 

a ask’d an oath, to vouch the truth, That done, a sumptuous banquet shall be made, 
‘dominion on the favour’d youth. 1101 And the full price of injured honour paid. 

iunderer, unsuspicious of the fraud, Stretch not henceforth, O prince! thy sovereign might 
nced those solemn words that bind a god. Beyond the bound of reason and of right; 180 
‘ful goddess from Olympus’ height, Tis the chief praise that e’er to kings belong’d, 

» Achaian Argos bent her flight ; To right with justice whom with power they wrong’d. 
seven moons gone, lay Sthenelus’s wife ; To him the monarch: Just is thy decree, 

sh’d her lingering infant into life: Thy words give joy, and wisdom breathes in thee. 
irms Alcmena’s coming labours stay, Each due atonement gladly I prepare ; 

»p the babe just issuing to the day: And Heaven regard me as I justly swear. 

ids Saturnius bear his oath in mind: Here then awhile let Greece assembled stay, 

th (says she) of Jove’s immortal kind, 120] Nor great Achilles grudge this short delay ; 

lay born; from Sthenelus he springs, Till from the flect our presents be convey’d, 

tims thy promise to be king of kings.’ And, Jove attesting, the firm compact made. 190 
ized the ‘Thunderer, by his oath engaged ; A train of noble youth the charge shall bear ; 

o the soul, he sorrow’d and he raged. These to select, Ulysses, bo thy care: 

is ambrosial head, where perch’d she eat, In order rank'd let all our gifts appear, 

ch’d the fury-goddess of debate, And the fair train of captives close the rear: 

‘ad, the irrevocable oath he swore, Talthybius shall the victim boar convey, 

morta] seats should ne’er behold her more; | Sacred to Jove, and yon bright orb of day. 

irl’d her headlong down, for ever driven For this (the stern A°acides replies,) 

right Olympus and the starry heaven: 130] Some less important season may suffice, 

on the nether world the Fury fell ; When the stern fury of the war is o'er, 

d with man’s contentious race to dwell. And wrath extinguish'd burns my breast no more. 200 
the god his son's hard toils bemoan‘d, By Hector slain, their faces to the sky, 

the dire Fury, and in secret groan’d. All grim with gaping wounds our heroes lie: 

is, like Jove himsel£ was I misled, Those call to war! and might my voice incite, 
aging Hector heap'd our camps with dead. | Now, now, this instant, should commence the fight: 
in the errors of my rage atone ? Then, when the day's complete, let generous bowls, 
tial troops, my treasures are thy own: And copious banquets, glad our weary souls. 

tant from the navy shall be sent Let not my palate know the taste of food, 

ir Ulysses promised at thy tent: 140} Till my insatiate rage be cloy’d with blood: 

1 appeased, propitious to our prayer, Pale lies my friend with wounds disfigured o’er, 

thy arms, and shine again in war. And his cold feet are pointed to the door. 210 
g of nations! whose superior sway Revenge is all my soul! no meaner care, 

s Achilles) all our host obey ! Interest, or thought, has room to harbour thero ; 

‘or send the presents te thy care; Destruction be my feast, and mortal wounds, 

is equal: all we ask is war. And scenes of blood, and agonizing sounds. 

et we talk, or but an instant shun O first of Greeks! (Ulysses thus rejoin’d,) 

it, our glorious work remains undone. The best and bravest of the warrior kind! 

-y Greek who sees my spear confound Thy praise it is in dreadful camps to shine, 

jan ranks, and deal destruction round, 160] But old experience and calm wisdom mine. 

tulation, what I act survey, Then hear my counsel, and to reason yield: 

rn from thence the business of the day. The bravest soon are satiate of the field ; 220 
on of Peleus thus: and thus replies, Though vast the heaps that strew the crimson plain, 
at in councils, Ithacus the wise. The bloody harvest brings but little gain : 

, godlike, thou art by no toils oppress’c, The scale of conquest ever waving lies, 

our armies claim repast and rest. Great Jove but turns it, and the victor dies ! 

d laborious must the combat be, The great, the bold, by thousands daily fall, 

y the gods inspired, and led by thee. And endless were the grief to weep for all. 

ι is derived from spirits and from blood, Eternal sorrows what avails to shed ? 

se augment by generous wine and food: 160/Grecce honours not with solemn feasts the dead " 
rastful son of war, without that stay, Enough when death demands the brave to pay 

ἃ hero through a single day ? The tribute of a melancholy day, 

‘may prompt; but, ebbing out his strength, |One chief with patience to the grave resign’d, 
supported man must yield at length ; One care devolves on others left behind. 

with dry famine, and with toils declined, Let generous food supplies of strength produce, 
oping body will desert the mind: Let rising spirits flow from sprightly juice, 

t anew with strength-conferring fare, Let their warm heads with scenes of battle glow 

109 and soul untamed he tires a war. And pour new furies on the feebler foe. 
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Yet a short interval and none shall dare 

Expect a second summons to the war. 

Who waits for that the dire effect shall find, 

If trembling in the ships he lags behind. 

Embodied, to the battle let us bend, 

And all at.once on haughty Troy descend. 
And now the delegates Ulysses sent, 

To bear the presentz from the royal tent. 

The sons of Nestor, Phyleus’ valiant heir, 

Thias and Merion, thunderbolts of war, 

With Lycomedes of Creontian strain, 

And Melanippus, form'd the chosen train. 

Swift as the word was given the youths obey’d; 


Twase ten bright vases in the midst they laid; 250 


A row of six fair tripods then succeeds; 

And twice the number of high bounding steeds; 

Seven captives next a lovely linc compose ; 

The eighth Brisete, like the blooming rose, 

Closed the bright band: great Ithacus before, 

First of the train, the golden talents bore: 

The rest in public view the chiefs dispose, 

A splendid scene! ‘Then Agamemnon rose: 

The boar Talthybius held: the Grecian lord 

Drew the broad cutlass sheatl'’d beside his sword : 

The stubborn bristles from the victim’s brow 

He crops, and offering meditates his vow. 

His hands uplifted to the attested skies, 

On heaven’s broad marble roof were fix’d his eyes ; 

The solemn words a deep attention draw, 

And Greece around sat thrill’'d with sacred awe. 
Witness, thou first! thou greatest power above! 

All good, all wise, and all-surveying Jove! 

And Mother-earth, and Heaven's revolving light, 

And ye, fell Furies of the realms of night, 

Who rule the dead, and horrid woes prepare 

For perjured kings, and all who falsely swear! 

The black-eyed maid inviolate removes, 

Pure and unconscious of my manly loves. 

If this be false, Heaven all its vengeance shed,. 

And levell’d thunder strike my guilty head. 
With that his weapon deep inflicts the wound ; 

The bleeding savage tumbles to the ground; 

The sacred herald rolls the victim slain 

(A feast for figh) into the foaming main. 


Whate'er we feel, ’tis Jove inflicts the woe; 
Not else Atrides could our rage inflame, 
Nor from my arms unwilling force the dame. 
‘Twas Jove’s high will alone o’er-ruling all, 


That doom'd our strife, and doom'd the Greeks to fall. 


Go then, ye chiefa! indulge the genial rite, 
- Achilles waits you, and expects the fight. 

The speedy council at his word adjourn’d: 
To their black vessels all the Greeks return’d ; 
Achilles sought his tent. His train before 
March'd onward, bending with the gifts they bore. 
These in the tents the squires industrious spread : 
The foaming coursers to‘the stalls they led; 

To their new seats the female captives move : 

Briseiis, radiant as the queen of love, 

Slow as she pass'd beheld with sad survey 

Where, gash’d with crucl wounds, Patroclus lay. 

Prone on the body fell the heavenly fair, 

Beat her sad breast, and tore her golden hair; 

All-beautiful in grief, her humid eyes 

Shining with tears she lifts, and thus she cries: 
Ah, youth for ever dear, for ever kind, 

Once tender friend of my distracted mind! 
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Then thus Achilles: Hear, ye Greeks! and know 
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I left thee fresh in life, in beauty gay! 
Now find thee cold, inanimated clay! 
What woes my wretched race of life attend! 


240 | Sorrows on sorrows, never doom’d to end. 


The first loved consort of my-virgin bed 

Before these eyes in fatal battle bled! δ᾽ 

My three brave brothers in one mournful day, 

All trod the dark irremeable way; 

Thy friendly hand uprear’d me from the plain, 

And dried my sorrows for a husband slain; 

Achilles’ care you promised 1 should prove, 

The first the dearest partner of his love! 

That rites divine should ratify the band, 

And make me empress in his native land. 

Accept these grateful tears! for thee they flow, 

For thee that ever felt another's woe ! 3 
Her sister captives echo'd groan for groan, 

Nor mourn’d Patroclus’ fortunes, but their own. . 

The leaders press'd the chief on every side, 

Unmoved he heard them, and with eighs denied. 
If yet Achilles have a friend, whose care 

Is bent to please him, this request forbear : 

Till yonder sun-descend, ah let me pay 

To griefand anguish one abstemious day. 
He spoke, and from the warriors turn’d δὲ 

face: 

Yet still the brother-kings of Atreus’ race, x 

Nestor, Idomeneus, Ulysses sage, 

And Pheenix, strive to calm his grief and rage: 

His rage they calm not, nor his grief controul; 

He groans, he raves; he sorrows from his soul. 
Thou too, Patroclus! (thus his heart he vent) 

Once spread the inviting banquet in our tents: 

Thy sweet society, thy winning care, 

Once staid Achilles rushing to the war. 

But now, alas! to death’s cold arms resign'd, 

What banquet but revenge can glad my mind? 34 

What greater sorrow could afflict my breast, 

What more if hoary Peleus were deceased: 

Who now, perhaps, in Phthia dreads to hear 

His son's ead fate, and drops a tender tear? 

What more should Neoptolemus the brave 

(My only offspring) sink into the grave. 

If yet that offspring lives (1 distant far, 

Of all neglectful, wage a hateful war.) 

I could not this, this crue] stroke attend; 

Fate claim'’d AchiHes, but might spare his fread. 3 

1 hoped Patroclus might survive, to rear 

My tender orphan with a parent’s care, 

From Scyros’ isle conduct him o’er the main, 

And glad his eyes with his paternal reign, 

The lofty palace, and the large domain. 

For Peléus breathes no more the vital air; 

Or drags a wretched life of age and care 

But till the news of my ead fate invades 

His hastening soul, and sinks him to the shades. 
Sighing he said : hia grief the heroes join'd, 3% 

Each stole a tear for what he left behind. 

Their mingled grief the sire of heaven survey‘, 

And thus with pity to his blue-eyed maid: 
Is-then Achilles now no more thy care 

And dost thou thus desert the great in war? 

Lo, where yon sails their canvdss wings extend, 

All-comfortless he sits, and wails bis friend: 

Ere thirst and want his forces have oppress'd, 

Haste and infuse ambrosia io his breast. 
He spoke: and sudden at the wond of Jove, 932 

Shot the descending goddess from abore. 
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High o'er the host all terrible he stands, 
And thunders to his steeds these dread commands: 
Xanthus and Balius ! of Podarges’ strain, 440 

(Unless ye boast that heavenly race in vain) 

Be swift, be mindful of the load ye bear, 

And learn to make your master more your care: 
issued from the ships the warrior-train, Through falling squadrons bear my slaughtering 

8 a deluge pour'd upon the plain. sword, 

Ὦ the piercing blasts of Boreas blow, 380} Nor, as ye Jeft Patroclus, leave your lord. 

atter o'er the fields the driving snow ; The generous Xanthus, as the words he said, 

usky clouds the fleecy winter flies, Seem’d sensible of woe, and droop’d his head: — 
dazzling lustre whitens all the skies: Trembling he stood before the golden wain, 

ns succeeding helms, so shields from shields | And bow’d to dust the honours of his mane; 

he quick beams, and brighten al] the fields; | When, strange to tell! (so Juno will’d) he broke 450 

‘littering breast-plates, spears with pointed rays,| Eternal silence, and portentous spoke: 

one stream, reflecting blaze on blaze : Achilles ! yes! this day at least we bear 

»eats the centre as the coursers bound, Thy rage in safety through the files of war: 

slendour flame the skies and laugh the fields | But come it will, the fatal time must come, 

round. Nor ours the fault, but God decrees thy doom. 

in the midst, high-towering o'er the rest, 390] Not through our crime, or slowness in the course, 

bs in arms divine Achilles dress’d; Fell thy Patroclus, but by heavenly force; 

vhich the father of the fire bestow’d, The bright far-shooting god who gilds the day 

on the eternal anvils of the god. (Confess’d we saw him,) tore his arms away. 

id revenge his furious heart inspire, No—could our swiftness o’er the winds prevail, 460 
wing eye-balls roll with living fire ; Or beat the pinions of the western gale, | 

ds his teeth, and furious with delay, All were in vain—the Fates thy death demand, 

ks the embattled host, and hopes the bloody day.| Due to a mortal and immortal hand. 

iilver cuishes first his thighs infold ; Then ceased for ever, by the Furies tied, 

‘er his breast was braced the hollow gold: [ΗΠ] fateful voice. The intrepid chief replied 

izen sword a various baldric tied, 400] With unabated rage—So let it be! 

irr'd with gems hung glittering at his side; | Portents and prodigies are lost on me. 

[6 the moon, the broad refulgent shield, I know my fates ; to die, to see no more . 

with long rays, and gleam’d athwart the field. My much-loved parents and my native shore— 
night-wandering sailors, pale with fears, Enough—when heaven ordains, I sink in night; 470 

‘er the watery waste a light appears, Now perish Troy !—He said, and rush’d to fight 

on the far-seen mountain blazing high, ᾿ 

s from some lonely watch-tower to the sky; 

ournful eyes they gaze, and gaze again ; 


ft through ether the shrill Harpy springs, 
ide air floating to her ample wings. 

at Achilles she her flight address’d, 

γα divine ambrosia in his breast, 

ectar sweet (refection of the gods!) 

swift ascending, sought the bright abodes. 


»wls the storm, and drives them o’er the main. BOOK XxX. 
his high head the helmet graced ; behind 410 
eepy crest hung floating in the wind: ARGUMENT. 


2 red star that froin his flaming hair 

down diseases, pestilence, and war ; 

un'd the golden honours from his head, 

2d the sparkling plumes, and the loose 
‘lories shed. 

shef beholds himself with wondering eyes ; 
8 he poises, and his motions tries ; 

by some inward force he seems to swim, 

Is a pinion hifting every limb. 

10w he shakes his great paternal spear, 420 
γ 5 and huge! which not a Greek could rear. 
elion's cloudy top an ash entire 

ron fell'd, and shaped it for his sire; 

which stern Achilles only wields, 

th of heroes and the dread of fields! 

nedon and Alcimus prepare 

nortal coursers and the radiant car, 


The Battle of the Gods, and the Acts of Achilles. 


Jupiter, upon Achilles’ return to the battle, calls a coun- 
cil of the gods, and permits them to assist either party. 
The terrors of the battle described, when the deities 
are engaged. Apollo encourages /Eneas to mect 
Achilles, After a long conversation, these two heroes 
encounter; but A®neas is preserved by the assistance 
of Neptune. Achilles falls upon the rest of the Tro- 
jans, and is upon the point of killing Hector, but 
Apollo conveys him away in acloud. Aohilles pur- 
sues the Trojans with a great slaughter. | 

The same day continues. The scene is the field before 
Troy. 


BOOK XX. 


Tuvs round Pelides, breathing war and blood, 
Greece, sheath’d in arms, beside her vessels stood; 
ver traces sweeping at their side ;) While near impending from a neighbouring height, 
ΤΥ mouths resplendent bridles tied ; Troy's black battalions wait the shock of fight. 
ry-studded reins return'’d behind, 430| Then Jove to Themis gives command to call 
v’er their backs, and to the chariot join’d. | The gods to council in the starry hall: 
irioteer then whirl’d the lash around, Swift o'er Olympus’ hundred hills she flies, 
ft ascended at one active bound. And summons all the senate of the skies. 
1t in heavenly arms above his squire, These shining on, in long procession come 

mounts, and sets the field on fire ; To Jove's eternal adamantine dome. 10 
hter Pheebus in the ethereal way Not one was absent, not a rural power, 
lrom his chariot and restores the day "That haunts the verdant gloom, or rosy bower: 
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Fach fuir-hair’d dryad of the shady wood, 
Each azure sister of the silver floud ; 

All but old Oeean, hoary sire! who keeps 

His ancient seat beneath the sacred deeps. 

On marble thrones with Jucid columns ἐστον ἃ 
(The work of Vulcan) sat the powers around. 


|Beneath stern Neptune shakes the solid ground; 
The forests wave, the mountains ned around; 
Through all their summits trembie [ἀ δ᾽» woods, 


And from their sources boil her hundred floods. @ 
Troy’s turrets totter on the rocking plaia; 
And the toss’d navies beat the heaving main. 


Deep in the distnal regions of the dead, 

The infernal monarch rear'd his hornd head, 
Leap'd from his throne, lest Neptune's arin shoaldlg 
Ihs dark duminions open to the day, 

And pour in light on Pluto's drear abodes, 
Abhorr’d by men, and dreadful e’en to gods. 

Such war the immortals wage ; such horror real 
The world’s vast concave, when the gods contesd 
First silver-shafted Phoebus took the plain 4 
Against blue Neptune, monarch of the main: 
The god of arms his αι πὶ bulk display'd, 
Opposed to Pallas, war's triumphant maid. 

30) Against Latona march’d the son of May ; 

The quiver'd Dian, sister of the Day, 

(Her golden arrows sounding at her side,) 
Saturpia, majesty of heaven, detied. 

With fiery Vulean last in batile stands 

The sacred fluod that roils on golden sands; 
Xanthus his name with those of heavenly buh, 
But call’d Scamander by the sons of earth. 

While thus the gods in various leagues engage; 
Achilles glow'd with more than mortal rage: 
Hector he sought; in search of Hector turn'd 
His eyes around ; for Hector only burn'd ; 

And burst like lightning through the ranks, aad 

vow'd 

To glut the god of battles with his blood. 
7Encas was the first who dured to stay; 

Apollo wedged him in the warriur’s way, 

But swell'’d his bosom with undaunted might, 

Half-furced and half-persuaded to the ight. 

Like young Lycaon of the royal line, 

In voice and aspect seem'd the power divine, 

And bade the chief reflect, how, late, with seor, 

In distant threats he braved the goddess-burn. 
Then thus the hero of Auchises’ strain: 

To meet Pelides you persuade in vain ; 

Already have I met, nor void of fear 

Observed the fury of his flying spear; 

From Ida’s woods he chased us to the field, 

Our force he scatter'd, and our herds he kill'd; 

Lyrnessus, Pedasus, in ashes lay ; 

But (Jove assisting) I surviv'd the day : 

Else had 1 sunk oppress’d in fatal fight, 

By fierce Achilles and Minerva‘’s might. 

Where’er he moved the goddess shone before, 

And bathed his brazen lance in hostile gore. 

What mortal man Achilles can sustain? 

The immortals guard him through the dreadful piss 

And suffer not his dart to fall in vain. 

Were God my aid this arm should check his ore, 

Though strong in battle as a brazen tower. 

Το whom the son of Jove: That god implore, 
ΠΟ And be what great Achilles was before. 

From heavenly Venus thou derivest thy strain, 
And he but from a sister of the main; 

An ancient sea-god father of his line, 

But Jove himself the sacred source of thine. 
Then lift thy weapon tor a noble blow, 

Nor fear the vaunting of a mortal foe. 

This said, and spirit breathed into his breast, 
Throughthe thick troops the embolucu'd hero press'd 


E’en he whose trident sways the watery reign,” 
Heard the loud summona, and forsook the main, 
Assumed his throne amid the bright abodes, 
And question’d thus the sire of men and gods: 
What moves the gud who heaven and earth com- 
mands, 
And grasps the thunder in his awful hands, 
Thus to convene the whole ethereal state ? 
Is Greece and Troy the subject in debate ? 
Already met the lowering hosts appear, 
And death stands ardent on the edge of war. 
"Tis true (the cloud-compelling power replies,) 
This day we call the council of the shies 
In care of human race; e’en Jove’s own eye 
Sees with regret unhappy mortals die. 
Far on Olympus’ top in secret state 
Ourself will sit, and see the hand of Fate 
Work out our will. Celestial powers! descend, 
And as your minds direct, your succour lend 
To either host. ‘Troy svon must lic o’erthrown, 
If uncontroll’d Achilles tights alone : 
Their troops but lately durst nut meet his eyes ; 
What can they now if in his rage he rise? 
Assist thein gods; or Ilion’s sacred wall 
May fill this day, though Fate forbids the full. 
He said, and fired their heavenly breasts with rage : 
On adverse parts the warring gods engage. 
Heaven's awful queen ; and he whose azure round 
Girds the vast globe; the maid in arms renown'd; 
Hermes of protitable arts the sire ; 
And Vulcan the black sovereign of the fire ; 
These to the fleet repair with instant flight ; 
The vessels tremble as the gods alight. 
In aid of ‘Troy, Latona, Pha:bus came, 
Mars tiery-helm’d, the laughter-loving dame, 
Xanthus whose streams in golden currents flow, 
And the chaste huntress of the silver bow. 
Ere yet the gods their various aids employ, 
Each Argive bosom swell'd with manly joy, 
While great Achilles (terror of the plain,) 
Long Jost tu battle shone in arms again. 
Dreadful he stood in front of all his host; 
Pale Troy beheld, and seem'd already lost; 
Her bravest heroes pant with inward fear, 
And trembling see another god of war. 
But when the powers descending swell'd the 
fight, 
Then tumult rose ; fierce rage and pale affright 
Varied each face ; then Discord sounds alarma, 
Earth echoes, and the nations rush to arms. 
Now through the trembling shores Minerva calls, 
And now she thunders from the Grecian walls. 
Mars, hovering o'er his Troy, his terror shrouds 
In gloomy tempests and a night of clouds : 
Now through each Trojan heart he fury pours 
With voice divine from Ilion’s topmost towers: 
Now shouts to Simois from the beauteous hill ; 
The mountain shook, and rapid stream stoud still : 
Above, the sire of gods his thunder rolls, 
And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles. 
oe 
* Neptune. 
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urous act the white-arm’d queen survey'd, 


, assembling all the powers, she said : 


1 an action, gods ! that claims your care; 


: AEneas rushing to the war! 

Pelides he directs his course 

impels, and Phoebus gives him force. 
his bold career: at least, to attend 
ur'd hero let some power descend. 

{ his life and add to his renown, 


great armament of heaven came down. 


r let him fall as fates design, 

n so short his life’s illustrious line : 
ome adverse god now cross his way, 

ι to know what powers assist this day: 
shall mortal stand the dire alarms, 
saven’s refulgent host appear in arms ? 


150 


the ; and thus the god whose force can make 


1 globe's eternal basis shake : 

‘he might of man so feeble known, 
nuld celestial powers cxert their own? 
rom yonder mount to view the scene, 
e to war the fates of mortal men. 

2 Armipotent, or god of light, 
Achilles, or commence the fight, 


on the gods of Troy we swift descend : 


2, I doubt not, shall the conflict end ; 
ie in ruin and confusion hurl’'d, 

our conquering arms the lower world. 
raving said, the tyrant of the sea, 

i Neptune, rose, and led the way. 

ἃ upon the field there stood a mound 


congested, wall’d, and trench'd around: 


times to guard Alcides made, 
rk of Trojans with Minerva’s aid,) 
ne a vengeful monster of the main 


161 
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e wide shore and drove him to the plain. 
Neptune and the gods of Greece repair, 180 


iuds encompass’d, and a veil of air: 
erse powers around Apollo laid, 

he fair hills that silver Simos shade. 
close each heavenly party sat, 

form the future scheme of fate ; 

not yet in fight, though Jove on high 
e loud signal, and the heavens reply. 


vhile the rushing armies hide the ground; 


»pled centre yields a hollow sound ; 


ased in mail, and chiefs in armour bright, 


my champaign glows with brazen light. 191 


th hosts (a dreadful space !) appear 
eat Achilles, bold Aneas here. 
vering strides ASneas first advanced ; 
ding plumage on his helmet danced, 


"er his breast the fencing shield he bore, 


ΙΒ moved his javelin flamed before. 
elides : furious to engage, 

d impetuous. Such the lion's rage, 
wing first his foes with scornful eyes, 
all in arms the peopled city rise, 
.reless on with unregarding pride; 

6 length by some brave youth defied, 
old spear the savage turns alone, 
wre fury with a hollow groan; 

ν he foams, he rolls his eyes around ; 
y his tail his heaving sides resound ; 
up all his rage ; he grinds his teeth, 

| om vengeance or resolved on deaths 
Achilles on Eneas flies ; 

s Acneas, and his force defies. 


Ere yet the stern encounter join'd, begun 
The seed of Thetis thus to Venus’ son: 

Why comes neas through the ranks so far? 

Seeks he to meet Achilles’ arm in war, 

In hope the realms of Priam to enjoy, 

And prove his merits to the throne of Troy ? 
Grant that beneath thy lance Achilles dies, 

The partial monarch may refuse the prize: 

Sons he has many : those thy pride may quell; 220 
And ‘tis his fault to love those sons too well. 

Or in reward of thy victorious hand, 

Has Troy proposed some spacious tract of land 7 
An ample forest, or a fair domain, 

Of hill for vines, and arable for grain? 

E’en this, perhaps, will hardly prove thy lot. 
But can Achilles be so soon forgot ? 

Once (as I think) you saw this brandish’d spear, 
And then the great A5neas seem’'d to fear: 
With hearty haste from Ida’s mount he fled, 
Nor till he reach’d Lyrnessus turned his head. 
Her lofty walls not long our progress staid ; 
Those Pallas, Jove, and we, in ruins laid: 

In Grecian chains her captive race were cast ; 
Tis true the great ADneas fled too fast. 
Defrauded of my conquest once before, 

What then I lost the gods this day restore. 
Go: while thou may'st avoid the threatening fate; 
Fools stay to feel it, and are wise too late. 

To this Anchises’ son: Such words employ 20 
To one that fears thee, some unwarlike boy ; 
Such we disdain : the best may be defied 
With mean reproaches, and unmanly pride; 
Unworthy the high race from which we came, 
Proclaim’d so loudly by the voice of fame: 
Each from illustrious fathers draws his line; 
Each goddess-born ; half human, half divine. 
Thetis’ this day, or Venus’ offspring dies, 

And tears shall trickle from celestial eyes : 

For when two heroes thus derived contend, 
‘Tis not in words the glorious strife can end. 
If yet thou farther seek to learn my birth 

(A tale resounding throngh the spacious earth,) 
Hear how the glorious origin we prove 

From ancient Dardanus, and first from Jove: 
Dardania’s walls he raised; for Ilion then 

(The city since of many languaged men) 

Was not. The natives were content to till 
The shady foot of Ida’s fountful hill. 

From Dardanus great Erichthonius springs, 
The richest once of Asia’s wealthy kings ; 
Three thousand mares his spacious pastures bred, 
Three thousand foals beside their mothers fed. 
Boreas, enamour'd of the sprightly train, 
Conceal'd his godhead in a flowing mane, 

With voice dissembled to his loves he neigh’d, 
And coursed the dappled beauties o’er the mead: 


200] Hence sprung twelve others of unrival’d kind, 


Swift as their mother mares and father wind. 270 
These lightly skimming when they swept the plain, 
Nor plied the graes, nor bent the tender grain ; 

And when along the level seas they flew, 

Scarce on the surface curl’d the briny dew. 

Such Erichthonius was: from him there came 

The sacred Tros, of whom the Trojan name. 

Three sons renown’d adorn’d his nuptial bed, 

Tlus, Assaracus, and Ganymed : 


210| The matchless Ganymed, divinely fair, 


Whom heaven enamour’d snatch’d to upper aiz. 
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To bear the cup of Jove (ethereal guest, 

The grace and glory of the ambrosial feast.) 
The two remaining sons the Jine divide: 

First rose Laomedon from Ilusa’ side : 

From him ‘Tithonus, now in cares grown old, 
And Priam (blest with Hector brave and bold :) 
Clytius and Lampua, ever-honour'd pair: 

And [icetaon, thunderbolt of wars 
. From great Assaracua sprung Capys, he 

Begat Anchises, and Anchises me. 

Such is our race: ‘tis fortune gives us birth, 
But Jove alone enduea the soul with worth: 
He, source of power and might! with boundless 
. sway, 

All human courage gives or takes away. 

Long in the field of words we may contend ; 
Reproach is infinite and knows no end, 

Arm’'d or with truth, or falsehood, right or wrong; 
So voluble a weapon is the tongue : 

Wounded we wound, and neither side can fail, 
For every man has equal strength to rail: 
Women alone, when in the streets they jar, 
Perhaps excel us in this wordy war; 

Like us they stand encompass’d with the crowd, 
And vent their anger impotent and loud. 

Cease then: our business in the tield of fight 

Is not to question, but to prove our might. 

To all those insults thou hast offer'd here, 
Receive this answer : ’tis my flying spear. 

He spoke. With all his force the javelin flung,’ 

Fix'd deep, and loudly in the buckler rung. 
Far on his out-stretch’d arm Pelides held 


290; 
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280 To all the gods his constant vows were peid: 


Sure through the wars for Troy he claims our aid 
Fate wills not this; nor thus can Jove resign 

The future father of the Dardan line: 8 
The first great ancestor obtain’d his grace, 

And still his love descends on ail the race. 

For Priam now, and Priain’s faithless kind, 

At length are odious to the all-secing mind; 

On great .Eneas shall devolve the reign, 

And sons succeeding sons the lasting line sustais. 

The great earth-shaker thus: to whom replies 
The imperial goddess with the radiant eyes. 

Good as he is, to immolate or spare 

The Dardan prince, Ὁ Neptune, be thy care: 80 
Pallas and I by all that gods can bind, 

Have sworn destruction to the Trojan kind ; 

Not e’en an instant to protract their fate, 

Or save one member of the sinking state; 

Till her Jast flame be quench’d with her last gove, 
And e’en her crumbling ruins are no more. 

The king of ocean to the fight descends, 
Through all the whistling darts his course he bends, 
Swift interposed between the warriors flies, 

And casts thick darkness o'er Achilles’ eyes. 8) 
From great ‘incas’ shield the spear he drew, 
And at his master’s feet the weapon threw. 

That done, with force divine he snatch'd en bigh 
The Dardan prince, and bore him throngh the abs, 
Smooth-gliding without step above the heads 

Of warring herocs and of bounding steeds ; 

Till at the battle’s utmost verge they light, 


310: Where the slow Caucans close the rear of fight. 


(To meet the thundering lance) his dreadful shield, |The godhead there (his heavenly furm confess‘d) 


That trembled as it stuck: nor void of fear 
Saw ere it fell, the immeasurable epcar. 
His fears were vain; impenctrable charms 
Secured the temper of the ethereal arms. 


With words like these the panting chief address‘: 
What power, O prince, with force inferior far 33 

Urged thee to meet Achilles’ arm in war? 

Henceforth beware, nor antedate thy doom, 


Through two strong plates the point its passage held, | Defrauding Fate of all thy fame to come. 


But stopp‘d and rested, by the third repell’d. 

Five plates of various metal, various mould, 
Composed the shield ; of brass each outward fold, 
Of tin cach inward, and the middle gold: 
There stuck the lance. Then rising ere he threw, 
The forceful spear of great Achilles flew, 

And pierced the Dardan shield’s extremest bound, 
Where the shrill brass return’d a sharper sound : 
Through the thin verge the Pelian weapon glides, 
And the slight covering of expanded hides. 
Eneas his contracted body bends, 

And o’er him high the riven targe extends, 
Sees through its parting plates the upper air, 
And at his back perceives the quivering spear: 
A fate so near him chills his soul with fright ; 


And swims before his eyes the many-colour'd light. 


Achilles rushing in with dreadful cries, 

Draws his broad blade, and at AZneas flies : 
Aincas, rousing as the foe came on, 

(With force collected) heaves a mighty stone; 
A mass enormous! which in modern days 

No two of earth’s degenerate sons could raise: 


But ocean's god, whose carthquakes rock the ground, 
Saw the distress, and moved the powers around. 340 


Lo! on the brink of fate Zneas stands, 
An instant victim to Achilles’ hands: 
By Pho-bus urged; but Phoebus has bestow’d 
His aid in vain; the man o’erpowers the god. 
And can ye see this righteous chief atone, 
With guiltless blood for vices not his own? 


330 


But when the day decreed (for come it must) 
Shall lay this dreadful hero in the dust, 
Let then the furies of that arm be known, 


320| Secure no Grecian force transcends thy own. 


With that he left him wondenng as he lay, 
Then from Achilles chased the mist away: 
Sudden returning with the stream of light, 
The scene of war came rushing on his sight. 
Then thus amazed: What wonders strike my mibd, 
My spear that parted on the wings of wind, 

Laid here before me! and the Dardan lord, 

That fell this instant, vanish’d from my sword! 

I thought alone with mortals to contend, 

But powers celestial sare this foe defend. 

Great as he is our arm he scarce will try, 
Content fur once, with all his gods, to fly : 4 
Now then let others bleed.—This said, aloud 

IIc vents his fury, and inflames the crowd. 

O Greeks ! (he cries, and every rank alarms) 

Join battle, man to man, and arms to arms! 

Τί not in me, though favour’d by the sky, 

To mow whole troops, and make whole anmies Sy 
No god can singly such a hoat engage, 

Not Mars himself, nor great Minerva's rage. 

But whatsoe’er Achilles can inspire, 

Whate’er of active force or acting fire ; 4 
Whate’er this heart can prompt, or hand obey; 
All, all Achilles, Greeks ! is yours to day: 
Through yon wide host this arm shall scatter fear, 
And thin the squadrons with my single spear 
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1: nor less elate with martial joy, 

ke Hector warm'd the troops of Troy. 

> war! think Hector leads you on; 

i the vaunte of Peleus’ haughty son. 

ist decide our fate. E’en those with words 
brave who tremble at their swords: 420 
‘est atheist-wretch all heaven defies, 

ts and shudders when the thunder flies. 
yon boaster shall your chief retire, 

th his heart were steel, his hand were fire; 
that steel, your Hector should withstand, 

2 that vengeful heart, that dreadful hand. 
weathing rage through all) the hero said; 

if lances rises round his head, 

on clamours tempest all the air, 


The rushing entrails, pour'd upon the ground, 

His hands collect ; and darkness wraps him round. 
When Hector view’d, all ghastly in his gore, 
Thus sadly slain, the unhappy Polydore, 

A cloud of sorrow overcast his sight, 

His soul no longer brook’d the distant fight; 

Full in Achilles’ dreadful front hé came, 

And shook his javelin like a waving flame. 490 
The son of Peleus sees with joy possess'd, . 
His heart high-bounding in his rising breast . 

And, lo! the man on whom black fates attend, 
The man that slew Achilles in his friend! 

No more shall Hector’s and Pelides’ spear 

Turn from each other in the walks of war— 

Then with revengeful eyes he scann’d him o’er : 


, they throng, they thicken to the war. 430|Come and receive thy fate! he spake no more. 


as warns him from high heaven to shun 

e fight with Thetis’ godlike son ; 

: to combat in the mingled band, 

t too near the terrors of his hand. 

obedient to the god of light, 

ged within the ranks awaits the fight. 

erce Achilles shouting to the skies, 

s whole force with boundless fury flies. 
Iphytion at his army’s head ; 

s the chief, and brave the host he led; 440 
at Otrynteus he derived his blood : 

er was a Nais of the flood: 

he shades of Tmolus crown’d with snow, 
dé’s walls he ruled the lands below. 

he springs the sword his head divides ; 

αἰ visage falls on equal sides: 
i-resounding arms he strikes the plain; 

1s Achilles glories o'er the slain. 

re, Otryntides! the Trojan earth 

thee dead, though Gygz boast thy birth ; 450 
suteous fields where Hyllus’ waves are roll’d, 
teous Hermus swells with tides of gold, 
no more.—The insulting hero said, 

1im sleeping in eternal shade. 

ag wheels of Greece the body tore, 

'd their axles with no vulgar gore. 

20n next, Antenor’s offspring, laid 

5 in dust, the price of rashness paid. 
tient steel with full descending sway 
irough his brazen helm its furious way, 460 
1 drove the batter’d skull before, 

'd and mingled all the brains with gore. 
Hippodamas, and seized with fright, 

is chariot for a swifter flight : 

e arrests him: an ignoble wound - 

ing Trojan rivets to the ground. 

s away his soul; not louder roars 

ne's shrine on IIelice’s high shores 

m bull: the rocks rebellow round, 

an listens to the grateful sound. 470 

ell on Polydore his vengeful rage, 

igest hope of Priam’s stooping age, 

eet for swiftness in the race surpass’d ;) 

s sons the dearest and the last. 

irbidden field he takes his flight 

it folly of a youthful knight: 

his swiftness wheels around the plain, 

ts not Jong, with all his swiftness slain. 
here the crossing belts unite behind, 


Hector undaunted thus: Such words employ 
To one that dreads thee, some unwarlike boy: 500 
Such we could give, defying, and defied, 
Mean intercourse of obloquy and pride! 
I know thy force to mine superior far ; 
But Heaven alone confers success in war: 
Mean as I am, the gods may guide my dart, 
And give it entrance in a braver heart. 
Then parts the lance: but Pallas’ heavenly breath 
Far from Achilles wafts the winged death : 
The bidden dart again to Hector flies, 
And at the feet of its great master lies. 510 
Achilles closes with bis hated foe, 
Ilis heart and eyes with flaming fury glow : 


‘| But present to his aid, Apollo shrouds 


The favour'd hero in a veil of clouds. 
Thrice struck Pelides with indignant heart, 
Thrice in impassive air he plunged the dart : 
The spear a fourth time buried in the cloud ; 
He foams with fury, and exclaims aloud : 
Wretch ! thou hast ’scaped again; once more thy 
flight 
Has saved thee, and the partial god of light. 520 
But long thou shalt not thy just fate withstand, - 
If any power assist Achilles’ hand. 


-} Fly then inglorious! but thy flight this day 


Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghosts shall pay. 

With that he gluts his rage on numbers slain: 
Then Dryops tumbled to the ensanguined plain, 
Pierced through the neck: he left him panting there, 
And stopp'd Demuchus, great Philetot’s heir, 
Gigantic chief! deep gash’d the enormous blade, 
And for the soul an ample passage made. 530 
Laogonus and Dardanus expire, 

The valiant sons of an unhappy sire; ἡ 

Both in one instant from the chariot harl’d, 

Sunk in one instant to the nether world ; 

This difference only their sad fates afford, 

That one the spear destroy’d, and one the sword. 

Nor less unpitied young Alastor bleeds : 

In vain his youth, in vain his beauty pleads; 

In vain he begs thee with a suppliant’s moan, 

To spare a form, an age, 80 like thy own! 540 
Unhappy boy! no prayer, no moving art, 

E’er bent that fierce inexorable heart! 

While yet he trembled at his knees and cried, . 
The ruthless falchion oped his tender side ; 

The panting liver pours a flood of gore 

That drowns his bosom till he pants no more. 


en rings the double back-plate join’d. 480} Through Mulius’ head then drove the impetuous 


ough the navel burst the thrilling steel, 
us knees with piercing shrieks he fell ; 


spear, 
The warrior falls transfix'd from ear to ear. 


926 TITE ILIAD. (Boox XXL 


Thy life, Echeclus! next the sword bereaves, The river here divides the flying train, 
Deep through the frontthe ponderous faleliion cleaves; Part to the town fly diverse o’er the plain, 
Warm’d in the brain the smoking weapon lies, 551) Where late their troops triumphant bore the fight: 


The purple death comes floating o'er his eyes. Now chased and trembling in ignoble flight: 

Then brave Dencalion died: the dart was flung (These with a gather'd mist Saturnia shrouds, 
Where the knit nerves the pliant elbow strung ; And rolls behind the rout a heap of clouds.) 

He drepp'd his arm, an unassisting weight, Part plunge into the stream: old Xanthus roan, 
And stood all iinpotent, expecting fate: The flashing billows beat the whiten'd shores: X 
Full on his neck the falling falehion sped, With crics promiscuous all the banks resound; 
From his broad shoulders hew'd his crested head ; | And here and there in eddies whirling round, 
Forth from the bone the spinal marrow flies, The flouncing ateeds and shrieking warnors drowsé, 
And sunk in dust the corpse extended lies. 560} As the scorch'd locusts from their fields retire, 
Rhigmus, whose race from fruitlul Thracia came, | While fast behind them runs the blaze of fire; 
(The son of Pireus, an illustrious name,) Driven from the land before the smoky cload, 
Succeeds to fate: the spear his belly rends ; The clustering legions rush into the flood ; 

Prone from his car the thundering chief descends: {So plunged in Xanthus by Achilles’ force, 

The squire who saw expiring on the ground Roars the resounding surge with men and horse. 
His prostrate master, rein’d the eteeds around : His bloody lance the hero cast aside, 8 
His back scarce turn'd the Pelian javelin gored, (Which spreading tamarisks on the margin bide;) 
And stretch‘d the servant o'er his dying lord. Then, like a god the rapid billows braves, 

As when a flame the winding valley fills, Arm‘d with his sword high brandish’d o'er th 
And runs on crackling shrubs between the hills; 570 waves; 

Then o’er the stubble up the mountain flies, Now down he plunges, now he whirls it round: 
Fires the high woods and blazes to the skies, Deep groan‘d the waters with the dying sound ; 
This way and that the spreading torrent roars ; Repeated wonnds the reddening river dyed, 

So sweeps the hero through the wasted shores: And the warn purple circled on the tide. 

Around him wide immense destruction pours, Swift through the foamy flood the Trojans fly, 
And earth is deluged with the sanguine showers. And close in rocks or winding caverns lie: 

As with autumnal harvests cover'd o’er, So the huge dolphin tempcating the main, 2” 
And thick bestrown lies Ceres’ sacred floor, In shoals before him fly the scaly train ; 


When round and round with never-wearied pain, |Confusedly heap'd they seek their inmost caves, 
The trampling steers beat out the unnumber'd grain, | Or pant and heave beneath the floating waves. 
So the fierce coursers as the chariot rolls, 581} Now tired with slaughter from the Trojan band, 
Tread down whole ranks, and crush out heroes’ souls.| Twelve chosen youths he drags alive to land; 
Dash’d from their hoofs while o’er the dead they Aly,| With their rich belts their captive arms constrans, 


Black bloody drops the smoking chariot dye: (Late their proud ornaments, but now their chains) 
The spiky wheels through heaps of carnage tore; | These his attendants to the ships convey'd, 

And thick the groaning axles dropp'd with gore. Sad victims! destined to Patroclus’ shade. 

High o'er the scene of death Achilles stood, Then, as once more he plunged amid the flood, # 
All grim with dust, all horrible in blood: The young Lycaon in his passage stood ; 

Yet still insatiate, still with rage on flame; The son of Priam, whom the hero's hand 

Such is the lust of never-dying fame! 590] But late madc captive in his father’s land, 


(As from a sycamore his sounding stcel 
Lopp'd the green arms to spoke a chariot wheel ;) 
To Lemnos’ isle he sould the royal slave, 


BOOK XXI. Where Jason's son the price demanded gave; 
ARGUMENT, But kind Edition touching on the shore, 


The Battle of the River Scamander. The ransom'd prince to fair Arisbe bore. 


The Trojans fly before Achilles, some toward the town, Ten days were past since in his father's reign ad 
others to the river Scamander: he falls upon the latter| He felt the sweets of liberty again ; 
with great slaughter, tnkes twelve captives alive, το] The next, that God whom men in vain withstand, 
sacrifice to the shade of Patroclus; and kills Lycaon| Gives the same youth to the same conquering hand, 
and Asteropeus. Scamander attacks him with all his! Now never to return! and doom‘d to go 
Waves; Neptune and Pallas assist the hero; Simois! 4 godder journey to the shades below. 
joins Scamander: at length Vulcan, by the instigation His well-known face when great Achilles eyed 
of Juno, ahnost dries up the river. This combat (The helm und visor he had cast aside 


ended, the other gods engage cach other. Meanwhile] \.. ᾿ . ’ 
Achilles continues the slaughter, drives the rest into With wild affright, and dropp d upon the field 


Troy: Agenor only makes a stand, and is conveyed Ilis useless lance and unavailing shield,) 

away in a cloud by Apollo; who ‘to delude Achilles;| As trembling, panting, from the streams he fied, 8 
takes upon him Agenor's shape, and while he pursues} And knock'd his faltering knees, the hero said: 
him in that disgnise, gives the Trojans an opportunity 6 mighty gods! what wonders strike my view! 


of retiring into their city. Is it in vain our conquering arms subdue ? 
The rane day continues. The scene is on the banks Sure I shall see yon heaps of Trojans kill'd, 
and in the stream of Scamander. Rise from the shades and brave me on the field: 
— As now the captive, whom so late I bound, 
BOOK XXI. And sold to Lemnos, stalks on Trojan ground! 


AND now to Xanthus’ gliding stream they drove, | Not him the sea’s unmeasured deeps detain, 
Xanthus, immortal progeny of Jove. That bars such numbers from their native plain: 
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‘eturns. Try then my flying spear! 
e grave can hold the wanderer ; 
at length this active prince can seize, 


70 | There no sad mother shall thy funerals weep, 


hose strong grasp has held down Hercules. 
while he spake, the Trojan, pale with fears, 
h’d, and sought his knees with suppliant 


ars; 

the was to yield his youthful breath, 
soul shivering at the approach of death. 
raised the spear prepared to wound ; 

ἃ his feet extended on the ground: 


ile above the spear suspended stood, 
to dip its thirsty point in blood, 


80 


d embraced them close, one stopp’d the dart, 
ius these melting words attempt his heart : 


vell-known captive, great Achilles! see; 
ore Lycaon trembles at thy knee. 

ty to a suppliant’s name afford, 

ured the gifts of Ceres at thy board ; 

ate thy conquering arm to Lemnos bore, 
» his father, friends, and native shore ; 

ed oxen were his price that day, 

ns immense thy mercy shall repay. 
espited from woes I yet appear, 


90 


rce twelve morning suns have seen me here ; 


‘e again submits me to thy hands, 

2r victim cruel Fate demands! 

from Priam and Laothie fair; 

δ᾽ α daughter, and I elegia’s heir; 

ἃ in Pedasus his famed abode, 

ἃ the fields where silver Satnio flow’d;) 
is (alas! unhappy sons) she bore; 


100 


one epear shall drink each brother's gore, 


cceed to slaughter’d Polydore. 

mm that arm of terror shall I fly ? 

emon urges: ‘tis my doom to die! 

et soft pity touch’d thy mind, 

uk not me too much of Hector’s kind ! 
same mother gave thy suppliant breath, 


+ who wrought thy loved Patroclus’ death. 


words, attended with a shower of tears, 

th address’d to unrelenting ears. 

; of life, or ransom (he replies ;) 

8 dead, whoever meets me dies: 

ι single Trojan sues for grace ; 

, the sons of Priam’s hateful race. 

» my friend! what boots it to deplore ? 

at, the good Patroclus is no more! 

chy better was foredoom'd to die, 

u, dost thou bewail mortality ? 

ou not me, whom nature's gifts adorn, 

from a hero, from a goddess born? 

shall come (which nothing can avert) 

y the spear, the arrow, or the dart, 

. or day, by force or by design, 

ng death and certain fate are mine. 

—He said: and as the word he spoke, 

ting stripling sunk before the stroke : 

1 forgot its grasp, and left the spear, 

1 his trembling frame confeas'd his fear; 

Achilles his broad sword display'd, 

ied in his neck the reeking blade. 

li the youth; and panting on the land, 

ting purple dyed the thirsty sand ; 

or to the stream the carcass gave, 

s insults him floating on the wave: 

ere, Lycaon ! ‘let the fish surround 

ated corse, and suck thy gory wound: 
2U 


110 


1% 


130 


But swift Scamander roll thee to the deep, 
Whose every wave some watery monster brings 
To feast unpunish’d on the fat of kings. 140 
So perish Troy and all the Trojan line! 
Such ruin theirs, and such compassion mine. 
What boots ye now Scamander’s worshipp’d stream, 
His earthly honours and immortal name ? 
In vain your immolated bulls are slain, 
Your living coursers glut his gulfs in vain : 
Thus he rewards you with his bitter fate! 
Thus till the Grecian vengeance is complete ; 
Thus is atoned Patroclus’ honour'd shade, 
And the short absence of Achilles paid. 150 
These boastful words provoke the raging god; 
With fury awells the violated flood. 
What means divine may yet the power employ, 
To check Achilles, and to rescue Troy ? 
Meanwhile the hero springs in arms to dare 
The great Asteropeus to mortal war. 
The son of Pelagon, whose lofty line 
Flows from the source of Axius, stream divine! 
(Fair Peribea’s love the god had crown’'d, 
With all his refluent waters circled round.) 160 
On him Achilles rush'd; he fearless stood, 
And shook two spears advancing from the flood ; 
The flood impell'’d him on Pelides’ head 
To avenge his waters choked with heaps of dead. 
Near as they drew, Achilles thus began: 
What art thou, boldest of the race of man? 
Who or from whence ? Unhappy is the sire 
Whose son encounters our resistless ire. 
O son of Peleus! what avails to trace 
(Replied the warrior) our illustrious race ? 170 
From rich Pzonia's valleys I command, 
Arm’d with protended spears, my native band ; 
Now shines the tenth bright morning since I came 
In aid of Ilior to the fields of fame : 
Axius, who swells with all the neighbouring mills, 
And wide around the floated region fills, 
Begot my sire, whoee spear such glory won: 

Now lift thy arm and try that hero's son! 
Threatening he said : the hostile chiefs advance ; 
At once Asteropeus discharged each lance : 180 
(For both his dextrous hands the lance could wield :) 

One struck, but pierced not the Vulcanian shield ; 

One razed Achilles’ hand ; the spouting blood 

Spun forth, in earth the fasten’d weapon stood. 

Like lightning next the Pelian javelin flies : 

Its erring fury hiss’d along the skies ; 

Deep in the swelling bank was driven the spear 

E’en to the middle earth'd; and quiver'd there. 

Then from his side the sword Pelides drew, 

And on his foe with doubled fury flew. 19C 

The foe thrice tugg’d and shook the rooted wood; 

Repulsive of his might the weapon stood : 

The fourth he triesto break the spear in vain ; 

Bent as he stands he tumbles to the plain ; 

His belly open'd with a ghastly wound, 

The reeking entrails pour upon the ground. 

Beneath the hero's feet he panting lies, 

And his eye darkens, and his spirit flies : 

While the proud victor thus triumphing said, 

His radiant armour tearing from the dead: 20 
So ends thy glory! such the fates they prove, 

Who strive presumptuous with the sons of Jove. 

Sprung from a river didst thou boast thy line 7 

But great Saturnius is the source of mine. 
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How durst thou vaunt thy watery progeny ? 
Of Peleus, Avacus, and Jove, am I; 
The race of these superior far to those, 
As he that thunders to the stream that flows. 
What rivers can, Scamander might have shown ; 
But Jove he dreads, nor wars igainst his son. 
E’en Acheliius might contend in vain, 
And all the roaring billows of the main. 
The eternal ocean from whose fountains flow 
The seas, the rivers, and the springs below, 
The thundering voice of Jove abhors to hear, 
And in his deep abysses shakes with fear. 

He said : then from the bank his javelin tore, 
And left the breathless warrior in his gore. 
The floating tides the bloody carcass lave, 


And beat against it, wave succeeding wave ; 220 


Till roll'd between the banks, it lies the food 
Of curling eele, and fishes of the flood. 


All scatter’d round the stream (their mightiest slain) 


The amazed Pxonians scour along the plain: 

He vents his fury on the flying crew, 

Thrasius, Astypylus, and Mnesus slew ; 

Mydon, Thersilochus, with .¥nius fell ; 

And numbers more his lance had plunged to hell, 
But from the bottom of his gulfs profound, 


Scamander spoke; the shores return'd the sound : 230 


O first of mortals! (for the gods are thine,) 
In valour matchless, and in force divine ! 
If Jove have given thee cvery Trojan head, 
*Tig not on me thy rage should heap the dead. 


See! my choked streams no more their course can 


keep, 
Nor roll their wonted tribute to the deep. 
Turn, then, impetuous! from our injured flood ; 
Content thy slaughters could amaze a god. 
Ia human form confess'd before his eyes, 


The river thus; and thus the chief replies : 240 


O sacred stream! thy word we shall obey; 
But not till Troy the destined vengeance pay ; 
Not till within her towers the perjured train 
Shall pant and tremble at our arms again; 
Not till proud Hector, guardian of her wall, 
Or stain this lance, or see Achilles fall. 

He said ; and drove with fury on the foe. 
Then to the godhead of the silver bow 
The yellow flood began: O son of Jove! 


Was not the mandate of the sire above 250 


Full and express? that Phebus should employ 
His sacred arrows in defence of Troy, 
And make her conquer till Hyperion’s fall 
In awful darkness hide the face of all? 
He spoke in vain—the chief without dismay 


Ploughs through the boiling surge his desperate 


way. 

Then rising in his rage above the shores, 
From all his deep the bellowing river roars ; 
Huge heaps of slain disgorges on the coast, 


And round the banks the ghastly dead are toss’d; 260 


While all before the billows ranged on high 
(A watery bulwark,) screen the bands who fly. 
Now bursting on his head with thundering sound, 
The falling deluge whelms the bero round: 

His loaded shield bends to the rushing tide ; 

His feet, upborne, scarce the strong flood divide, 
Sliddering and staggering. On the border stood 
A spreading elm that overhung the flood ; 

He seized a bending bough his steps to stay ; 
The plant uprooted to his weight gave way, 


Heaving the bank, and underminimg all, 

Loud flash the waters to the rushing fall 

Of the thick foliage. The large trunk dieplay'd 
Bridged the rough flood across: the hero stay'd 
On this his weight, and raised upon his hand, 


210|Teap'd from the channel and regain’d the land. 


Then blacken'd the wild waves ; the murmar ros 
The god pursues, a huger billow throws, 
And bursts the bank, ambitious to destroy 
The man whose fury is the fate of Troy. 
He, like the warlike eagle speeds his pace, 
‘Swiftest and strongest of the atrial race .) 
Far as a spear can fly Achilles springs 
At every bound; his clanging armour rings; 
Now here, now there, he turns on every side, 
And winds his course before the following tide: 
The waves flow after wheresoe’er he wheels, 
And gather fast and murmur at his heels. 
So when a peasant to his garden brings 
Soft rills of water from the bubbling springs, 
And calls the floods from high to bless his bower 
And feed with pregnant streams the plants δι 
flowers, 
Soon as he clears whate’er their passage staid, 
And marks the future current with his spade, 
Swift o’er the rolling pebbles down the hills, 
Louder and louder purl the falling rills ; 
Before him scattering they prevent bis pains, 
And shine in mazy wanderings o’er the plains. 
Still flies Achilles, but before his eyes 
Still swift Scamander rol!s where’er he flies: 
Not all his speed escapes the rapid floods ; 
The first of men, but not a match for gods. 
Oft as he turn’d, the torrent to oppose, 
And bravely try if all the powers were foes, 
So oft the surge in watery mountains spread, 
Beats on his back, or bursts upon his head. 
Yet dauntless still the adverse flood he braves, 
And still indignant bounds above the waves. 
Tired by the tides, his knees relax with toil; 
Wash’d from beneath him slides the slimy soil; 
When thus (his eyes on heaven's expansion thro 
Forth bursts the hero with an angry groan: 
Is there no god Achilles to befriend, 
No power to avert his miserable end ? 
Prevent, O Jove! this ignominious date, 
And make my future life the sport of Fate. 
Of all Ileaven’s oracles believed in vain, 
But most of Thetis must her son complain; 
By Phoebns’ darts she prophesied my fall, 
In glorious arms before the Trojan wall. 
O! had I died in fields of battle warm, 
Stretch'd like a hero by a hero’s arm! 
Might Hector's spear this daunticss bosom rend. 
And my swift soul o’ertake my alaughter'd fnenc 
Ah no! Achilles meets a shameful fate, 
Oh how unworthy of the brave and great * 
Like some vile swain, whom on a rainy day, 
Crossing a ford the torrent sweeps away, 
An unregarded careass to the sea. 
Neptune and Pallas haste to his relief, 
And thus, in human form, address'd the chief: 
The power of ocean first: Forbear thy fear, 
O son of Peleus! lo, thy gods appear! 
Behold! from Jove descending to thy aid, 
Propitious Neptune and the blue-eyed maid. 
Stay, and the furious flood shall cease to rave: 


2701'Tis not thy fate to glut his angry wave. 
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20u the counsel Heaven suggests attend ; 
wreathe from combat, nor thy sword suspend, 


Swift on the sedgy reeds the ruin preys; 
Along the margin winds the running blaze ; 


roy receives her flying sons, tll all 340, The trees in flaming rows to ashes turn, 


outed squadrons pant behind their wall : 

ar alone shall stand his fatal chance, 

Hector’s blood shall smoke upon thy lance. 

» isthe glory doom'd. ‘Thus spake the gods: 
swift ascended to the bright abodes. 

‘ by new ardour, thus by Heaven impell’d, 
rigs IMpetuous, and invades the field : 

all the expanded plain the waters spread ; 

ed on the bounding billows danced the dead, 
ing ‘midst scatter’d arms ; while casques of gold, 
turn’d-up bucklers glitter'd as they roll’d. 351 
o’er the surging tide, by leaps and bounds, 
‘ades and mounts; the parted wave resounds. 

. whole river stops the hero's course, 

2 Pallas fills him with immortal force. 

equal rage indignant Xanthus roars, 

ifts his billows and o’erwhelms his shores. 

en thus to Simois: Haste, my brother flood! 
sheck this mortal that controuls a god: 

ravest heroes else shall quit the fight, 360 
jion tumble from her towery height. 

aen thy subject streams, and bid them roar, 

all thy fountains swell thy watery store, 
broken rocks, and with a load of dead 

Ὁ the black surge, and pour it on his head. 

how resistless through the flood he goes, 
roldly bids the warring gods be focs! 

ot that force, nor form divine to sight, 

aught avail him if our rage unite: 

nd under our dark gulfs those arms shall lie, 
dlaze so dreadful in each Trojan eye. 371 
leep beneath a sandy mountain hurl’d. 

rsed remain this terror of the world. 

ponderous ruin shall confound the place, 

reek shall e’en his perish’d relics grace, 

.nd his bones shall gather or inhume ; 

: his cold rites, and this his watery tomb. 

said: and on the chief descends amain, 

ised with gore, and swelling with the slain. 
murmuring from his beds, he boils, he raves, 

ι foam whitens on the purple waves: 331 
ery step before Achilles stood 

Timson surge, and deluged him with blood. 
ouch'd the queen of heaven; she saw dismay’d, 
all'd aloud, and summon'd Vulcan’s aid. 

e to the war! the insulting flood requires 
vasteful arm: assemble all thy fires! 

» to their aid, by our command enjoin'd, 

the swift eastern and the western wind ; 

: from old ocean at my word shall blow, 390 
the red torrent on the watery foe, 

8 and arms to one bright ruin turn, 

issing rivers to their bottoms burn. 

ughty in thy rage! display thy power, 

the whole flood, the crackling trees devour, 

h all the banks! and (till our voice reclaim) 
the unwearied furies of the fame! 

> power ignipotent her word obcys ; 

o’er the plain he pours the boundless blaze; 


The flowery lotos and the tamarisk burn, 
Broad elm and cypress rising in a spire, 410 
The watery willows hiss betore the fire ; 
Now glow the waves, the fishes pant for breath, 
The eels lie twisting in the pangs of death : 
Now flounce aloft, now dive the scaly fry, 
Or gasping turn their bellies to the sky. 
At length the river rear’d his languid head, 
And thus, short-panting to the god, he said : 
Oh, Vulcan! oh! what power resists thy might ? 
I faint, I sink, unequal to the fight. 
I yield—Let Hion fall; if fate deeree— 420 
Ah bend no more thy fiery arms on me! 

He ceased : wide conflagration blazing round ; 

The bubbling waters yield a hissing sound. 

As when the flames beneath a caldron rise, 

To melt the fat of some rich sacrifice, 

Amid the fierce embrace of circling fires 

The waters foam, the heavy smoke aspires: 

So boils the imprison’d flood forbid to flow, 

And choked with vapours feels his bottom glow. 

To Juno then, imperial queen of air, 430 
The burning river sends his earnest prayer: 

Ah, why Saturnia! must thy son engage 

Me, only me, with all his wasteful rage ? 

On other gods his dreadful arin employ, 

For mightier gods assert the cause of ‘Troy. 
Submissive I desist if thou command: 

But, ah ! withdraw this all-destroying hand. 

Hear then my solemn oath to yield to Fate 

Unaided Ilion and her destined state, 

Till Greece shall gird her with destructive flame, 440 
And in one ruin sink the Trojan name. 

His warm entreaty touch’d Saturnia’s ear 

She bade the ignipotent his rage forbear, 
Recall the flame, nor in a mortal cause 
Infest a god : the obedient flame withdraws : 
Again the branching streams begin to spread, 

And soft-remurmur in their wonted bed. 

While these by Juno's will the strife resign, 

The warring gods in fierce contention join : 
Re-kindling rage each heavenly breast alarms; 450 
With horrid clangour shock the ethereal arms: 
Heaven in loud thunder bids the trumpet sound, 
And wide beneath them groans the rending ground 
Jove, as his sport, the dreadful scene deecries, 

And views contending gods with careless eyes. 

The power of battles lifts his brazen spear, 

And first assaults the radiant queen of war. 

What moved thy madness thus to cisunite 
Ethereal minds, and mix all heaven in fight? 

What wonder this when in thy frantic mood 460 
Thou drovest a mortal to insult a god ! 

Thy impious hand Tydides’ javelin bore, 

And madly bathed it in celestial gore. 

He spoke ; and smote the long-resounding shield, 
Which bears Jove’s thunder on its dreadful field ; 
The adamantine zgis of her sire, 

That turns the glancing bolt and forked fire. 


ce consumes the dead and dries the soil; 400|Then heaved the goddess in her mighty hand 


he shrunk waters in their channel boil. 
1en autumnal Boreas sweeps the sky, 
nstant blows the water'd gardens dry; 
»k’d the field, so whiten'd was the ground, 
: Vulcan breathed the fiery blast around 


A stone, the limit of the neighbouring land, 

There fix’d from eldest times: black, craggy, vast: 
This at the heavenly homicide she cast. 471 
Thundering he falls a mase of monstrous size, 

And seven broad acres covers as he lies 
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The stunning stroke his stubborn nerves unbound : 
Loud o’er the ticlds his ringing arms resound : 
The scornful dame her conquest views with smiles, 
And glorying, thus the prostrate god reviles: 

Hast thou not yet, insatiate fury ! known 
How far Minerva’s force transcends thy own? 


Juno, whom thou, rebellious, darest withstand, 480; And is it thus the youthful Phebus flies, 


Corrects thy folly thus by Pallas’ hand ; 
Thus meets thy broken faith with just disgrace, 
And partial aid to Troy's perfidious race. 
The goddess spoke and turn'd her eyes away, 
That beaming round diffused celestial day. 
Jove'’s Cyprian daughter stooping on the land, 
Lent to the wounded god her tender hand : 
Slowly he rises, scarcely breathes with pain, 
And propp‘d on her fair arm, forsakes the plain. 
This the bright empress of the heavens survey’d 490 
And, scoffing, thus to war’s victorious maid : 
Lo! what an aid on Mars's side is seen! 
The smiles’ and loves’ unconquerable queen ! 
Mark with what insolence, in open view, 
She moves: let Pallas, if she dares, pursue. 
Minerva smiling heard, the pair o’ertook, 
And slightly on her breast the wanton struck : 
She unresisting fell, (her spirits fled ;) 
On earth together lay the lovers spread. 
And like these heroes be the fate of all 
(Minervia cries) who guard the Trojan wall! 
To Grecian gods such let the Phrygians be, 
So dread, so fierce, as Venus is to me; 
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Then trom the lowest stone shall ‘Troy be moved.—|The scattering arrows rattle from the case, 


Thus she; and Juno with a smile approved. 
Meantime to mix in more than mortal fight, 

The god of ocean dares the god of light. 

What sloth has seized us when the fields around 
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To their own hands commit the frantic scene, 
Nor mix immortals in a cause so mean. 

Then turns his face, far beaming heaven)y fires, 
And from the senior power submiss retires : 
Him, thus retreating, Artemis upbraids, 

The quiver'd huntress of the sylvan shades : 


And yie!ds to ocean's hoary sire the prize? 

How vain that martial pomp and dreadful show 

Of pointed arrows and the silver bow ! 

Now boast no more in yon celestial bower, 

Thy force can match the great earth-shaking power. 
Silent he heard the queen of woods upbraid: 

Not so Saturnia bore the vaunting maid: 

But furious thus: What insolence has driven 

Thy pride to face the majesty of heaven ? 

What though, by Jove the female plague design’d, 

Fierce to the feeble race of woman-kind, 

The wretched matron feels thy piercing dart ; 

Thy sex’s tyrant with a tger’s heart? 

What though tremendous, in the woodland chase, 

Thy certain arrows pierce the savage race? 

How dares thy rashness on the powers divine 

Employ those arms, or match thy force with mine? 

Learn hence no more unequal war to wage— 

She said, and seized her wrists with eager rage: 

These in her left hand lock’d, her right untied, 

The bow, the quiver, and its plumy pride. | 

About her temples flies the busy bow ; 

Now here, now there, she winds her from the blow: 

81] 


Drop round, and idly mark the dusty place. 
Swift from the field the baffled huntress flies, 
And scarce restrains the torrent in her eyes : 
So when the falcon wings her way above, 


Ring with conflicting powers, and heaven returns the} To the cleft cavern speeds the gentle dove, 


sound? 
Shall, ignominous, we with shame retire, 
No deed perform’d, to our Olympian sire 7 
Come, prove thy arm! for first the war to wage, 
Suits not my greatness or superior age ; 
Rash as thou art to prop the Trojan throne 
(Forgetful of my wrongs and of thy own,) 
And guard the race of proud Laomedon! 
Hast thou forgot how, at the monarch’s prayer, 
We shared the lengthen'd labours of a year? 


(Not fated yet to die) there safe retreats, 


510) Yet still her heart against the marble beats. 


To her Latona hastes with tender care, 
Whom Hermes, viewing thus declines the war: 580 
How shall I face the dame who gives delight 
To him whose thunders blacken heaven with αἰεὶ ἢ 
Go matchless goddess ! triumph in the skies, 
And boast my conquest while I yield the prize. 

He spoke and pass’d: Latona, stooping low, 
Cullects the shatter'd shafts and fallen bow, 


‘Troy's walls 1 raised (forsuch were Jove’s commands.)|That glittering on the dust, lay here and there; 


And yon proud bulwarks grew beneath my hands: 

Thy task it was to feed the bellowing droves 

Along fair Ida’s vales and pendent groves. 

But when the circling seasons in their train 

Brought back the grateful day that crown'd our pain, 

With menace stern the fraudful king defied 

Our Jatent godhead, and the prize denied : 

Mad as he was he theeaten'd servile bands, 

And doom’d us ex.les far in barbarous lands. 

Incensed we heavenward fled with awiftest wing, 

And destined vengeance on the perjured king. 

Dost thou for this afford proud Hion grace, 

And not lke us infest the faithless race ; 

Like us, their present, future sons destroy, 

And from its decp foundations heave their Troy? 
Apollo thus: ‘To combat for mankind, 

Hil suits the wisdom of celestial mind : 

For what is man? Calamitous by birth, 

They owe their life and nourishment to earth ; 

Like yearly leaves, that now with beauty crown’'d, 

Smile.on the sun ; now wither on the ground. 
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Dishonour’'d relics of Diana’s war. 


521|Then swift pursued her to her bless’d abode, 


Where all confused, she sought the sovereign god ; 30 
Weeping she grasp’d his knees: the ambrosia] vest 
Shook with her sighs, and panted on her breast. 
The sire superior smiled; and bade her show 
What heavenly hand had caused his daughter's wee. 
Abash'd she names his own imperial spouse ; 
And the pale crescent fades upon her brows. 
Thus they above: while swiftly gliding dows, 
Apollo enters Hion’s sacred town: 
The guardian god now trembled for her wall, 
And fear'd the Greeks, though Fate forbade ber γ᾿ 
Back to Olympus from the war's alarms 
Return’d the shining bands of gods in arms: 
Some prond in triumphs, some with rage on fire; 
And take their thrones around the ethereal sire. 
Through blood through death, Achilles still proceeds 
O’er slaughter'd heroes, and o’er rolling steeds. 
As when avenging flames with fury driven 


540/On guilty towns, exert the wrath of Heavea ; 
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tle inhabitants, some fall, some fly ; One only soul informs that dreadful frame, 

e red vapours purple all the sky : 610| And Jove’s sole favour gives him all his fume. 

ed Achilles: death and dire dismay, He said, and stood collected in his might ; 

ils, and terrors, fill’d the dreadful day. And all his beating bosom claim'd the fight. 

1 on a turret hoary Priam stands, So from some deep-grown wood a panther starts, 
arks the waste of his destructive hands ; Roused from his thicket by a storm of darts: 

from his arms the Trojan’s scatter’d flight, Untaught to fear or fly, he hears the sounds . 

ΙΒ near hero rising on his sight ! Of shouting hunters and of clamorous hounds; 680 
p, no check, no aid! With feeble pace, Though struck, though wounded, scarce perceives 
sttled sorrow on his aged face, the pain, 

s he could he sighing quits the walls ; And the barb’d javelin stings his breast in vain: 

1us, descending, on the guards he calls: | 620/ On their whole war untamed the savage flies ; 

to whose care our city gates belong, And tears his hunter, or beneath him dies. 

de your portals to the flying throng: Not less resolved, Antenor’s valiant heir 

! he comes with unresisted sway ; Confronts Achilles, and awaits the war, 

mes, and desolation marks his way ! Disdainful of retreat: high-held be%re, 

ben within the walls our troops take breath, | His shield (a broad circumference) he bore 

fast the brazen bars, and shut out death. Then graceful as he stood in act to throw 

is charged the reverend monarch: wide were| The lifted javelin, thus bespoke the foe : 690 
flung How proud Achilles glories in his fame! 

pening folds: the sounding hinges rung. And hopes this day to sink the Trojan name 

18 rush'd forth the flying bands to meet ; Beneath her ruins! Know, that hope is vain: 

: slaughter back, and cover’d the retreat. 630] A thousand woes, a thousand toils remain. 

aps the Trojans crowd to gain the gate, Parents and children our just arms employ, 

ladsome see their last escape from Fate. And strong and many are the sons of Troy. 

or, all parch’d with thirst, a heartless train, Great as thou art, e’en thou may’st stain with gore 
with dust they beat the hollow plain; These Phrygian fields, and press a foreign shore. 
asping, panting, fainting, labour on, He said: with matchless force the javelin flung 
heavier strides that lengthen’d toward the |Smote on his knee; the hollow cuishes rung 700 
town. Beneath the pointed steel : but safe from harms 

ed Achilles follows with his spear, He stands impassive in ethereal atms. 

with revenge, insatiable of war. Then fiercely rushing on the daring foe, 

Ἢ had the Grecks eternal praise acquired, His lifted arm prepares the fatal blow : 

(roy inglorious to her walls retired : 640/ But jealous of his fame, Apollo shrouds 

» the god who darts ethereal flame,* The godlike Trojan in a veil of clouds. 

Jown to save her, and redeem her fame. Safe from pursuit, and shut from mortal view, 

ung Agenor force divine he gave Dismiss'd with fame the favour’d youth withdrew. 
nor’s offspring, haughty, bold and brave :) Meanwhile the god, to cover their escape, 

of him beside the beach he sate, Assumes Agenor’s habit, voice, and shape, 710 
vrapp'd in clouds restrain’d the hand of Fate. | Flies from the furious chief in this disguise ; 
| now the generous youth Achilles spies, The furious chief etill follows where he flies. 

, beats his heart, the troubied motions rise ; Now o’er the fields they stretch with lengthen'd 
‘e a storm the waters heave and roll ;) strides, 
ops, and questions thus his mighty soul: 650/ Now urge the course where swift Scamander glides ; 
! shall I fly this terror of the plain! The god now distant scarce a stride before, 
others fly, and be like others slain ? Tempts his pursuit, and wheels about the shore ; 
hope to shun him by the self-eame road While all the flying troops their speed employ, 
line of slaughter’d Trojans lately trod ! And pour on heaps into the walls of Troy: 
with the common heap I scorn to fall— No atop, no stay ; no thought to ask, or tell 

_if they pass’d me to the Trojan wall, Who 'scaped by flight, or who by battle fell. 720 
2 I decline to yonder path that leads *T was tumult all, and violence of flight ; 
la’s forests and surrounding shades ? And sudden joy confused, and mix’d affright: 
ay I reach conceal’d the cooling flood, Pale Troy against Achilles shuts her gate ; 

my tired body wash the dirt and blood; 660} And nations breathe deliver'd from their fate. 
ion as night her dusky veil extends, 
Ὦ in safety to my Trojan frends. 
t if—? But wherefore all this vain debate ? 
1 I to doubt within the reach of Fate ? 

now perhaps, ere yet I turn the wall, 
fierce Achilles sees me, and 1 fall: 

is his swiftness, ‘tis in vain to fly, 
such his valour that who stands must die. 
e’er, ‘tis better fighting for the state, 
, and in public view, to meet my fate. 670 
jure he too is mortal! he may feel 

all the sons of earth) the force of steel ; 
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BOOK XXII. 
ARGUMENT. 
The Death of Hector. 


The Trojans being safe within the walls, Hector only 
stays to oppose Achilles. Priam is struck at his ap- 
proach, and tries to persuade his son to re-enter the 
town. Hecuba joins her entreaties, but in vain. Hec- 
tor consults within himself what measures to take ; 
but at the advance of Achilles, his resolution fails 
him, and he flies: Achilles pursues him thrice round the 
walls of Troy. The gods debate concerning the sate of 


* Apollo. 
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Hector; at length Minerva descenis to the sid of (Implacable Achilles! might’st thou be 
Achilles. She deludes Heetor in Ue: shape of Deipho-|'T'o aj] the gods no dearer than to me! 
bus; be stands the combat, and is slain. Achilles!-Phe vultures wild should scatter round the shore, 


drags the dead body at los clirict, in the sight of 
Priam and Hecuba. Their lamentations, tears, and 
despair. Their cries reach the eara of Andromache. 


who, ignorant of this. was retired into the inner part] 


And bloody dogs grow fiercer from thy gore. 
How many vabant sons 1 late enjoy’d, 
Valiant in vain! by thy cursed arm destroy'd: 


of the palace; she mounts up to the walls, and beholds| Or worse than elaughter'd, sold in distant isles 
ber de dhusband. she swoons at the spectacle. Her|To shameful bondage and unworthy toils. 


excess Of grief and lamentations. 


Two while I speak my eyes in vain explore, 


The thirtieth day etill continues. The seene lies under) Two from one mother sprung, τὴν Polydore, 


the walls, and on the batUlements of Troy. 
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Tues to their bulwarks, srnit with panic fear, 
The herded Nians rush like driven deer ; 
There safe they wipe the briny drops away, 
And drown in bow])s the labour of the day. 
Close to the walls advancing o’er the fields 
Beneath one roof of well-compicted shields, 
March bending on the Grecks’ embodied powers, 
Far-stretching in the shade of Trojan towers. 
Great Hector singly staid; ehain'’d down by Fate, 
There fix'd he stood before the Sewan gate; 
Sull his bold arms determined to employ, 
The guardian still of long-defended Troy. 
Apollo now to tred Achilles turns ; 
(The power confess'd in all his glory burns.) 
And what (he cries! has Peleus son in view, 
With mortal speed a godhead to pursue ? 
For not to thee to know the gods is given, 
Unskill'd to trace the latent marks of Heaven. 
What boots thee now, that Troy forsook the plain? 
Vain thy past labour, and thy present vain: 
Safe in her walls are now her troops bestow'd, 
While here thy frantic rage attacks a god. 
The chief incensed—Too partial god of day! 
To check my conquest in the middle way ; 
How few in Hion else had refuge found ! 
What gasping numbers now had bit the ground! 
Thou robb’st me ofa glory justly mine, 
Powerful of godhead, and of frand divine: 
Mean fame, alas! for one of heavenly strain, 
To cheat a mortal who repines in vain. 

Then to the city, terrible and strong, 
With high and haughty steps he tower'd along. 
So the proud courser, victor of the prize, 
To the near goal with double ardour flies. 
Hin, as he blazing shot across the field, 
The careful eyes of Priam first beheld. 
Not half so dreadful rises to the sight, 
Through the thick gloom of some tempestuous night, 
Orion's dog ‘the year when autumn weighs,) 
And o’er the feeble stars exerts his rays: 
Terrific glory! for his burning breath 
Taints the red air with fevers, plagues, and death. 
So flamed his fiery mail. Then wept the sage ; 
He strikes his reverend head now white with age : 
He lifts his wither'd arms; obtests the skies ; 
He calls his much-loved son with feeble cries: 
The son resolved Achilles force to dare, 
Full at the Scaan gate expects the war : 
While the sad father on the rampart stands, 
And thus adjures him with extended hands: 

Ah stay not, stay not! guardless and alone; 
Hector! my loved, my dearest, bravest son ! 
Methinks already 1 behold thee shin, 

And stretch'd beneath that fury of the plain. 
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And loved Lycaon: now perhaps no more! 

Oh! if in yonder hostile carup they live, 

What heaps of gold, what treasures would I give! 

(Their grandsire's wealth by night of birth their ows, 

Consign’d his danzhter with Leiegia’s throne :) 

But if «which Heaven forbid) already lost, 

All pale they wander on the Stygian cozat, 

W hat sorrows then must their sad mother know! 

What anguish [! unutterable woe! 

Yet less that anguish, less to her, to me, 

Less to all Troy, if not deprived of thee. 

Yet shun Achilles! enter yet the wall; 

And spare thyself, thy father, spare us all! 

Save thy dear life; or ita soul so brave 

Neglect that thought, thy dearer glory save. 

Pity, while yet P live, these silver hairs! 

While yet thy father feels the woes he bears, 

Yet cursed with sense ! a wretch, whom, in his rage 

(11 trembling on the verge of helpless age) 

Great Jove has placed, sad spectacle of pain! 

The bitter dregs of Fortune’s cup to drain: 

To fill with scenes of death his closing eyes, 

And number all his days by miseries ; 

My heroes slain, my bridal bed o’erturn’d, 

My daughters ravish’d, and my city burn’d, 

My bleeding infants dash'd against the floor; , 

These I have yet to see, perhaps yet more! 

Perhaps e’en I, reserved by angry Fate 

The last sad relic of my ruin’d state, 

(Dire pomp of sovereign wretchedness ") must fal, | 

And stain the pavement of iny regal hall; 

Where farmish'd dogs, late guardians of my door, 

Shall lick their man, .ed master’s spatter'd gore. 

Yet for ny eons I thank ye, gods! *twas well: 

Well have they perish'd, for in fight they fell 

Who dies in youth and vigour dies the best, 10 

Struck through with wounds, all honest on the breast. 

But when the Fates, in fulness of their rage, 

Spurn the huar head of mresisting age, 

In dust the reverend |:neamente defurm, 

And pour to dogs the life blood scarcely warm: 

This, this is misery ! the last, the worst, 

That man can feel ; man, fated to be cursed! 
He said, and acting what no words could ay, 

Rent from his head the silver locks away. 

With him the mournful mother bears a part; 

Yet all their sorrows turn not Elector's heart: 

The zone unbraced, her bosom she display'd; 

And thus, fast falling the salt tears, she said: 
Have mercy on me, O my son! revere 

The words of age ; attend a parent's prayer! 

If ever thee in these fond arms I press‘d, 

Or still’d thy infant clamours at this breast; 

Ah! do not thus our helpless years forego, 

But by our walls secured repel the toe. 

Against his rage if singly thou proceed, 1 

Shouldst thou (but Heaven avert it!) shouldst thoa 

bleed, 
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thy corse lie honour’d on the bier, 
e nor mother grace thee with a tear; 
yur pious rites, those dear remains 

the vultures on the naked plains. 
r, while down their cheeks the torrents 
9 
emains the purpose of his soul : 
he stands, and with a fiery glance 
16 hero's terrible advance. 
1p in his den, the swelling snake 130 
ι traveller approach the brake ; 

with noxious herbs his turgid veins 
er'd half the poisons of the plains ; 

he stiffens with collected ire, 
id eye-balls glare with living fire. 

turret, on his shield reclined, 

and question’d thus his mighty mind : 
lies my way ? To enter in the wall 7 

id shame the ungencrous thought recall : 
εἰ Polydamas before the gate 140 
3 counsels are obey'd too late, 
tely follow’d but the former night, 

bers had been saved by Hector's flight ? 
advice rejected with disdain, 

olly in my people slain. 

ny suffering country’s voice I hear, 

rer worthless suns insult my ear, 

h courage charge the chance of war, 

» those virtues whicn they cannot share. 
’er return, return I must 180 
ny country’s terror laid in dust: 

ish, let her see me fall 

least, and fighting for her wall. 

ppose these measures I forego, 

unarm’d and parley with the foe, 
or-shield, the helm, and lance, lay down, 
"ἢ terms of peace to save the town: 
vithheid, the treasure ill-detain'd 

he war, and grievance of the land,) 
urable justice to restore; 160 
alf Hion’s yet remaining store, 

Υ shall sworn produce ; that injured Greece 
our wealth, and leave our walls in peace. 
iis thought 7 Unarm’'d if I should go, 

: of mercy from this vengeful foe, 

1-like to fall, and fall without a blow ? 

iot here as man conversing man, 

yak, or journeying o'er a plain ; 

now for calm familiar talk, 

s and maidens in an evening walk; 170 
business, but to whom is given 

riumph, that determine Heaven! 

ndering, like a god the Greek drew nigh, 
il plumage nodded from on high; 
_Javelin in his better hand 

ling rays that glitter’d o’er the land ; 
breast the bearny splendours shone, 
sown Jightning or the rising sun. 

sces, unusual terrors rise, 

ome god, he fears, recedes, and flies ; 180 
he gates, he leaves the walls behind: 
lows like the winged wind. 

> panting dove a falcon flies 

st racer of the liquid skies ;) 

1¢ holds or thinks he holds his prey, 
vhecling through the atrial way, 

beak and shrilling cries he springs, 

is Claws and shoots upon his wings; 


No less fore-right the rapid chase they held 
One urged by fury, one by fear impelld; 190 
Now circling round the walls their course maintain, 
Where the high watch-tower overlooks the plain: 
Now where the fig-trees spread their umbrage broad 
(A wider compass,) smoke along the road. 
Next by Scumander’s double source they bound, 
Where two famed fountains burst the parted ground - 
This hot through scorching clefts is secn to rise, 
With exhalations steaming to the skies ; 
That the green banks in summer's heat o'erflows, 
Like crystal clear, and cold as winter snows. Φ200 
Each gushing fount a marble cistern fills, 
Whose polish'd bed receives the falling rills ; 
Where Trojan dames (ere yet alarm’d by Greece) 
Wash’'d their fair garments in the days of peace. 
By these they pass’d, one chasing, one in flight: 
(The mighty fled, pursued by stronger might.) 
Swift was the course; no vulgar prize they play, 
No vulgar victim must reward the day, 
(Such as in races crown the specdy strife,) 
The prize contended was great Hector's life. 210 
As when some hero's funcrals are decreed 
In grateful honour of the mighty dead; > 
Where high rewands the vigorous youth inflame 
(Some golden tripod, or some lovely dame ἢ) 
The panting coursers swiftly turn the goal, 
And with them turns the raised spectator’s soul: 
Thus three times round the Trojan wall they fly: 
The gazing gods lean forward from the sky ; 
To whom, while eager on the chase they look, 
The sire of mortals and immortais spoke : 220 
Unworthy sight! the man beloved of Heaven, 
Behold, inglorious round yon city driven! 
My heart partakes the generous Eector’s pain; 
Hector, whose zeal whole hecatombs has slain, 
Whose grateful fumes the gods received with joy, 
From Ida's summits and the towers of Troy : 
Now sec him flying ! to his fears resign’d, 
And Fate and fierce Achilles close behind. 
Consult, ye powers ! (‘Us worthy your debate) 
Whether to snatch him from impending Fate, 230 
Or let him bear, by stern Pelides slain, 
(Good as he is,) the Jot imposed on man 7 
Then Pallas thus : Shall he whose vengeance forms 
The forky bolt, and blackens heaven with storms, 
Shall] he prolong one Trojan’s forfeit breath ? 
A man, ἃ mortal, pre-ordain'’d to death ? 
And will no murmurs fill the courts above? 
No gods indignant blame their partial Jove ? 
Go then (return’d the sire) without delay, 
Exert thy will: I give the fates their way. 240 
Swift at the mandate pleased Tritonia flies, 
And stoops impetuous from the cleaving skies. 
As through the forest o’er the vale and lawn, 
The well-breathed beagle drives the flying fawn; 
In vain he tries the covert of the brakes, 
Or deep beneath the trembling thicket shakes ; 
Sure of the vapour in the tainted dews, 
The certain hound his various maze pursues: 
Thus step by step, where’er the Trojan wheel'd, 
There swift Achilles compass’d round the field. 250 
Oft as to reach the Dardan gates he bends, 
And hopes the agsistance of his pitying friends 
(Whose showering arrows, as he coursed below, 
From the high turrets might oppress the foe,) 
So oft Achilles turns him to the plain: 
He eyes the city, but he eyes in vain. 
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As men in slumber scem with speedy pace Let heaven's high power be call*d to arbitrate 

One to purs:e and one to lead the chase, The just conditions of this stern debate 

Their sinking lunbs the fancied course forsake, (Eternal witnesses of all below, 

Nor this can fly, nor that can overtake: 260 : And faithful guardians of the treasured vow!) 

No less the labouring heroes pant and strain, To them J swear; if, victor in the strife, 

While that but tes, and this pursues in vain. Jove by these hands shall shed thy noble liie, 
What god, O inuse! assisted Hector's force, No vile dishonour shall thy corse pursue ; 

With Fate itself so long to hold the course? Stripp'd of its arms alone (the conqueror's dae) 30 

Pheebus it was; who in its latest hour The rest to Greece uninjnred 1᾽}} restore : 

Endued his knees with strength, his nerves with | Now plight thy mutual oath, I ask no more. 

power: Talk not of oaths (the dreadful chief replies, 

And great Achilles, lest some Greek's advance While anger flash’d from his disdainfal eyes :) 

Should snatch the glory from his lifted lance, Detested as thou art, and ought to be, 

Sign’d to the troops to yield his foe the way, Nor oath nor pact Achilles plights with thee. 

And leave antouch’d the honours of the day. 5970] Such pacts as lambe and rabid wolves combine, 
Jove lifts the golden balances that show Such leagues as men and furious lions join, 

The fates of mortal men and things below ; To such I call the gods! one constant state 

Here cach contending hero’s lot he tries, Of lasting rancour and eternal hate; 30 

And weighs with equal hand their destinies. No thought but rage and never-ceasing strife, 


Low sinks the scale surcharged with Hector’s fate; |'Till death extinguish rage, and thought, and life. 
Heavy with death it sinks, and hell receives the weight. | Rouse then thy forces this important hour, 


Then Pheebus left him. Fierce Minerva flies Collect thy soul, and call forth all thy power. 

To stern Pclides, and triumphing cries: No farther subterfuge, no farther chance ; 

Oh, loved of Jove! this day our labours cease, ‘Tis Pallas, Pallas gives thee to my lanee. 

And conquest blizes with full beams on Greece. 380] Each Grecian ghost by thee deprived of breath 
Great ITector falls : that Hector famed so far, Now hovers round, and calls thee to thy death. 
Drunk with renown, insatiable of war, He spoke, and Jaunch'd the javelin at the foe: 
Falls by thy hand and mine ; nor force nor flight But Hector shunn'd the meditated blow : 30 
Shall more avail him, nor his god of light. He atoop'd, while o'er his head the flying spear 
See where in vain he supplicates above, Sung innocent, and spent its force in air. 

Roll'd at the feet of unrelenting Jove ! Minerva watch‘d it falling on the land, 

Rest here: myself will lead the Trojan on, Then drew and gave to great Achilles” hand, 
And urge to meet the fate he cannot shun. Unseen of Hector, who, elate with joy, 

Tier voice divine the chief with joyful mind Now shakes his lance, and braves the dread of Trey. 
Obey’d ; and rested, on his lance reclined. 290] The life you boasted to that javelin givea, 
While like Deiphobus the martial dame Prince! you have miss’d. My fate depends on Heaves. 
(Her face, her gesture, and her arms the same) To thee presumptuous as thou art, unknowsa 
In show and aid, by hapless Hector's side Or what must prove my fortune or thy own. 88 
Approach’d, and greets him thus with voice belied: {Boasting is but an art our fears to blind, 

Too long, O Hector, have I borne the sight And with false terror sink another’s mind. 
Of this distress, and sorrow’d in thy flight : But know, whatever fate I am to try, 

It fits us now a noble stand to make, By no dishonest wound shall Hector die; 
And here as brothers equal! fates partake. I sha)! not fall a fugitive at least, 

Then he: O prince! allied in blood and fame, My soul shall bravely issue from my breast. 
Dearer than all that own a brother’s name ; But first try thou my arm! and may this dart 
Of all that Hecuba to Priam bore, End al! my country’s woes, deep buried in thy heart! 
Long tried, long loved ; much loved, but honour'’d The weapon flew, its course unerring held; 

more, Unerring, but the heavenly shield repell’d 3 
Since you of all our numcrous race alone The mortal dart; resulting with a bound 
Defend my life regardless of your own. From off the ringing orb, it struck the ground. 
Again the goddess: Much my father’s prayer, Hector beheld his javelin fall in vain, 
And much my mother's press’d me to forbear: Nor other lance, nor other hope remain; 
My friends embraced my knces, adjured my stay, He calls Deiphobus, demands a spear, 
But strouger love impell’d, and I obey. In vain, for no Deiphobus was there. 
Come then, the glorious conflict let us try, All comfortless he stands: then, with a sigh, 
Let the steel sparkle and the javelin fly : 310)’Tis so—Heaven wills it, and my hour is nigh! 
Or let us stretch Achilles on the field, I deem'd Deiphobus had heard my call, 
Or to his arm our bloody trophies yield. But he secure lies guarded in the wall. 38 

Fraudful she said ; then swiftly march’d before: [Α god deceived me: Pallas, twas thy deed: 

The Dardan hero shuns his foe no more. Death and black Fate approach! ‘tis I must bleed. 
Sternly they met. The silence Hector broke ; No refuge now, no succour from above, 
His dreadful plumage nodded as he spoke: Great Jove deserts me, and the son of Jove, 

Enough, O son of Peleus! Troy has view'd Propitious once, and kind ! then weleome Fate! 

Her walls thrice circled, and her chief pursued : ’Tis true I perish, yet I perish great: 

But now some god within me bids me try Yet in a mighty deed I shall expire, 

Thine, or my fate : I kill thee, or I die. 320) Let future ages hear it and admire! 

Yet on the verge of battle let us stay, Fierce at the word his weighty sword he dew 


And for a moment’s space suspend the day ; And all-collected on Achilles flew 
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5 bold bird, high balanced in the air, 
rom the clouds to truss the quivering hare. 
Achilles his fierce sou! prepares; 
is breast the flaming shield he bears, 
it orb! above his fourfold cone 
ed horse-hair sparkled in the sun, 

at every step (Vulcanian frame !) 

e moved his figure seem'd on flame. 

nt Hesper shines with keener light, 

1ing o'er the silver host of night, 

| the starry train emblaze the sphere : 
5 the point of great Achilles’ spear. 
tht hand he waves the weapon round, 
‘whole man, and meditates the wound: 
rich mail Patroclus lately wore, 
‘cased the warrior’s body o’er! 
’e at length he spies to let in Fate, 
twixt the neck and throat the jointed plate 
‘rance: through that penetrable part 
he drove the well-directed dart: 410 
ced the windpipe yet, nor took the power 
th, unhappy! from thy dying hour. 
1 the field the bleeding warrior lies, 
ius triumphing stern Achilles cries: 
tis Hector stretch’d upon the plain, 
rd no vengeance for Patroclus slain? 
rince, you should have fear’'d what now 
vu feel ; 

absent was Achilles still. 

ort space the great avenger stay'd, 
win dust thy strength and glory laid. 490 
| he sleeps with all our rites adorn’d, 
‘honour’d, and for ever mourn’d: 
ist to all the rage of hostile power, 
da shall mangle and the dogs devour. 
Hector, fainting at the approach of death: 
»wn soul! by those who gave thee breath ! 
ΙΒ sacred prevalence of prayer! 

e me not for Grecian dogs to tear! 
wmon rites of sepulture bestow, 
16 a father’s and a mother’s woe; 430 
‘large gifts procure an urn at least, 
ctor’s ashes in his country rest. 
retch accursed ! relentless he replies 
as he spoke shot flashing from his eyes,) 
e who gave me breath should bid me spare, 
he sacred prevalence of prayer. 
myself the bloody banquet join! 
the dogs that carcass I resign. 
[roy to bribe me bring forth all her store, 
ing thousands, offer thousands more; 440 
Jardan Priam, and his weeping dame, 
e whole realm to buy one funeral flame: 
ector on the pile they should not see, 
the vultures of one limb of thee. 
thus the chief his dying accents drew : 
» implacable too well I knew: 
jes that relentless breast have steel’d, 
sed thee with a heart that cannot yield. 
k, a day will come, when Fate's decree 
ΤΥ gods shall wreak this wrong on thee ; 450 
and Paris shall avenge my fate, 
τοῦ thee here before this Sewan gate. 
ased. The Fates suppress’d his labouring 
‘eath, 
eyes stiffen’d at the hand of death; 
lark realm the spirit wings ite way 
nly body left a load of clay,) 
2X 


And plaintive glides along the dreary coast, 
A naked, wandering, melancholy ghost ! 
Achilies, musing as he roJl'd his eyes 
O’er the dead hero, thus (unheard) replies; 460 
Die thou the first! When Jove and Heaven or- 
dain, 
I follow thee—He said, and stripp'd the slain. 
Then forcing backward from the gaping wound 
The reeking javelin, cast it on the ground. 
The thronging Greeks behold with wondering eyes 
His manly beauty and superior size : 
While some ignobler the great dead deface 
With wounds ungenerous, or with taunts disgrace : 
‘How changed that Hector, who like Jove of late 
Sent lightning on our fleete, and scatter'd fate!’ 470 
High o’er the slain the great Achilles stands, 
Begirt with heroes and surrounding bands ; 
And thus aloud, while all the host attends: 
Princes and leaders! countrymen and friends ! 
Since now at length the powerful will of Heaven 
The dire destroyer to our arm has given, 
Is not Troy fall’n already? Haste, ye powers! 
See if already their deserted towers 
Are left unmann’d; or if they yet retain 
The souls of heroes, their great Hector slain. 480 
But what is Troy, or glory what to me? 
Or why reflects my mind on aught but thee, 
Divine Patroclus! Death has seal'd his eyes; 
Unwept, unhonour'd, uninterr’d, he lies ! 
Can his dear image from my soul depart, 
Long as the vital spirit moves my heart? 
If in the melancholy shades below, 
The flames of friends and lovers cease to glow, 
Yet mine shal} sacred last ; mine undecay'd 
Burn on through death, and animate my shade. 490 
Meanwhile, ye sons of Greece, in triumph bring 
The corse of Hector, and your Peans sing. 
Be this the song, slow-moving toward the shore, 
‘Hector is dead, and Ilion is no more.’ 
Then his fell soul a thought of vengeance bred 
(Unworthy of himself and of the dead.) 
The nervous ancles bored, his feet he bound 
With throngs inserted through the double wound; 
These fix’d up high behind the rolling wain, 
His graceful head was trail’d along the plain. 500 
Proud on his car the insulting victor stood, 
And bore aloft his arms distilling blood. 
He smites the steeds; the rapid chariot flies; 
The sudden clouds of circling dust arise. 
Now lost is all that formidable air; 
The face divine, and long-descending hair, 
Purple the ground, ard streak the sable sand ; 
Deform’d, dishonour’d, in his native land, 
Given to the rage of an insulting throng! 
And in his parents’ sight now dragg’d along! 510 
The mother first beheld with sad survey : 
She rent her tresses, venerably gray, 
And cast far off the regal veils‘away. 
With piercing shrieks his bitter fate she moans, 
While the sad father answers groans with groans ; 
Tears after tears his mournful cheeks o’erflow, 
And the whole city wears one face of woe: 
Not less than if the rage of hostile fires, 
From her foundations curling to her spires, 
O’er the proud citadel at length should rise, 520 
And the last blaze send Ilion to the skies. 
The wretched monarch of the falling state 
Distracted presses to the Dardan gain. 
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Scarce the whole people stop his desperate course, | 


While strong affliction gives the {ecble force : 
Girne! teare tis heart, and drives lim to and fro, 
In all the raging impotence of woe. 
At length he rolls) in dust, and thus begun, 
Implonag all, and naming one by one: 
Al! let me, let me go where sorrow calls; 
J, only I, will issue from your walls 
(Guide or companion, friends! I ask you none, 
And bow before the murderer of my son: 
My grief perhaps his pity may engage ; 
Perhaps at least he may respect my age. 
He has a futher too; a man like me; 
Once not exempt from age and misery : 
(Vigorous no more, as when his young embrace 
Begot this pest of me and all my race.) 
How many vahant sons, in carly bloom, 
Has that cursed hand sent headlong to the tomb! 
Thee, Ifector! last: thy loss (divinely brave) 
Sinks my sad soul with sorrow to the grave. 
Oh had thy gentle spirit pass'd in peace, 
The son expiring in the sire's embrace, 
While both thy parents wept thy fatal hour, 
And bending o’er thee, mix'd the tender shower! 
Some comfort that had been, some sad relief, 
To melt in full satiety of grief! 
Thus wail'd the father, grovelling on the ground, 
And all the eyes of Hion stream'd around. 
Amidst her matrons Hecuba appears 
(A mourning princess, and a train in tears.) 
Ah, why has heaven prolong‘d this hated breath, 
Patient of horrors, to behold thy death! 
O Hector! late thy parents’ pride and joy, 
The boast of nations! the defence of Troy ! 
To whom her safety and her fame she owed 
Her chief, her hero, and almost her god! 
O fatal change! become in one sad day 
A senseless corse! inanimated clay ! 
But not as yet the fatal news had spread 
To fair Andromache, of Hector dead; 
As yet no messenger had told his fate, 
Nor e'en his stay without the Scman gate. 
Far in the close recesses of the dome, 
Pensive she plied the melancholy loom; 
A growing work employ'd her secret hours, 
Confusedly gay with intermingled flowers. 
Her fair-hair'd handmaids heat the brazen urn, 
The bath preparing for her lord’s return: 
In vain: alas! her lord returns no more ; 
Unbathed he lies, and bleeds along the shore ! 
Now from the walls the clamours reach her ear, 
And all her members shake with sudden fear; 
Forth from her ivory hand the shuttle falls, 
And thus, astonish'd, to her maids she calls: 
Ah! follow me! (she cried) what plaintive noise 
Invades my ear? "Tis sure my mother's voice. 


551 


She spoke ; and furious with distracted pace, 
,Fears in her beart, and anguish in ber face, 

| Fiies through the dome (the maids her steps pore) 
‘And mounts the walla, and sends around her tiew. 
iToo soon her eves the hulling object found, 9 
The godlike Hector dragy’d along the ground. 


530 A sudden darkness shades ker swimming eves; 


She faints, she falls; her breath, her colour dies. 
Her hair's fair ornaments, the braids that buund δ 
The net that held them, and the wreath that crownd 
The veil and diadem flew far away 

(The gift of Venus on her bridal das,) 

Around a train of weeping sisters etands, 

To raise her sinking with assisting hands. 

Scarce from the verge of death τες ἃ again 

She faints, or but recovers to complain. 


540] O wretched husband of a wretched wife! 


Born with one fate to one unhappy life! 
For sure one star its baleful beam display’d 
On Priam’s roof and Hippoplacia’s shade. 
From different parents, diferent climes, we came, 
At different periods, yct our fate the same ! 

Why was my birth to great Action owed, 

And why was all that tender care bestow'd. 
Would I had never been !—O thou, the ghost 

Of my dead husband, miserably lost! 

Thou. to the dismal realms for ever gone! 

And I abandon‘d, desulate, alone! 

An only child, once comfort of my pains, | 
Sad product now of hapless love remains! 

No more to smile upon his sire, no friend 

To help him now! no father to defend! 

For should he ‘scape the sword, the common doom, 
What wrongs attend him, and what griefs to come: 
E’en from his own paternal roof expell'd, 

Some stranger ploughs his patrimonial field. 


oi 


560|The day that to the shades the father eends, 


Robe the sad orphan of his father's friends: 
He, wretched outcast of mankind! appears 
For ever sad, for ever bathed in tears! 
Among the happy unregarded he 

Hangs on the robe or trembles at the knee: 
While those his father’s former bounty fed, 
Nor reach the goblet nor divide the bread! 
The kindest but his present wants allay, 

To leave him wretched the succeeding day: 


570] Frugal compassion! Heedless they who boast 


Both parents still, nor feel what he has lost, 

Shall cry, ‘ Begone ! thy father feasts not here:' 680 
The wretch obeys, retiring with a tear. 

Thus wretched, thus retiring all in tears, 

To my sad soul Astyanax appears! 

Forced by repeated insults to return, 

And to his widow'd mother vainly mourn. 

He who, with tender delicacy bred, 

With princes sported, and on dainties fed, 


My faltering knees their trembling frame desert, 580] And when still evening gave him up to rest 


A pulse unusual flutters at my heart; 
Some strange disaster, some reverse of fate 
(Ye gods, avert it!) threats the Trojan state. 
‘ar be the omen which my thoughts suggest ! 
But much 1 fear my Hector’s dauntless breast 
Confronts Achilles; chased along the plain, 
Shut from our walls! I fear, 1 fear him slain ! 
Safe in the crowd he ever scorn'd to wait, 
And sought for glory in the jaws of fate: 
Perhaps that noble heat hag cost his breath, 
Now quench'd for ever in the arms of death. 


Sunk soft in down upon his nurse's breast, 
Must—ah what must he not? Whom Ilion-calls 68 
Astyanax, from her well-guarded walls, 

Is now that name no more, unhappy boy! 

Since now no more thy father guards his Troy. 
But thou, my Hector! liest exposed in air, 

Far from thy parents’ and thy consort's care, 
Whose hand in vain, directed by her love, 

The martial scarf and robe of triumph wove. 


§90| Now to devouring flames be these a prey, 


Useless to thee from this accursed day! 


CKTIL) 
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he sacrifice at least be paid, 
our to the living, not the dead ! 
poke the mournful dame: her matrons hear, 
:k her sighs, and answer tear with tear. 


BOOK XXIII. 


ARGUMENT. 
Funeral Games in honour of Patroclus. 


660] Gloomy he said, and (horrible to view) 


Before the bier the bleeding Hector threw, 

Prone on the dust. The Myrmidons around 
Unbraced their armour, and the steeds unbound. 

All to Achilles’ sable ship repair, 

Frequent and full, the genial feast to share. 

Now from the well-fed swine black smokes aspire. 
The bristly victims hissing o’er the fire : 40 
The huge ox bellowing falls; with feebler cries 
Expires the goat; the shecp in silence dics. 

Around the hero’s prostrate body flow’d 


and the Myrmidons do honour to the body of|In one promiscuous stream the reeking blood. 


lus. After the funcral feast he retires to the 
‘re, Where falling asleep, the ghost of his friend 
αὶ to him, and demands the rites of burial; the 
19rning the soldiers are sent witb mules and 
ns to fetch wood for the pyre The funeral 
won, and the offering their hair to the dead. 
8 sacrifices several animals, and lastly twelve 
captives at the pile, then sets tire to it. He 


And now a band of Argive monarchs brings 

The glorious victor to the king of kings. 

From his dead friend the pensive warrior went, 
With steps unwilling, to the regal tent. 

The attending heralds, as by office bound, 

With kindled flames the tripod-vase surround; δ0 
To cleanse his conquering hands from hostile gore, 


vations to the winds, which, (at the instance of | They urged in vain; the chief reftsed, and swore: © 


se, and raise the flames. When the pile has 
all night, they gather the bones, place them in 
of gold, and raise the tomb. Achilles insti- 
» funeral games: the chariot-race, the fight of 
stus, the wrestling, the foot-race, the single 
. the discus, the shooting with arrows, the 
the javelin: the various descriptions of which, 
Various success of several antagonists, make 
itest part of the book. 

‘ok ends the thirtieth day. The night follow- 
: ghost of Patroclus appears to Achilles: the 
1-thirtieth day is employed in felling the tim- 
the pile; the two-and-thirticth in burning it; 
three-and-thirtieth in the games. The scene 
ally on the sea-shore. 
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humbled in the dust, the pensive train 

the sad city mourn’d her hero slain. 

y soil’d with dust, and black with gore, 

road Hellespont’s resounding shore : 

~ians seek their ships, and clear the strand, 

he martial Myrmidonian band ; 

ἢ assembled great Achilles holds, 

stern purpose of his mind unfolds : 

‘t (my brave companions of the war) 

your smoking coursers from the car; 

ι his chariot each in order led, 

due honours to Patroclus dead. 

rom rest or food we seek relief, 

es remain to glut our rage of grief. 

oops obey’d; and thrice in order led 
first) their coursers round the dead; 

xe their sorrows, and laments renew: 

the their arms, and tears the sands bedew. 

a warrior Thetis aids their woe, 

‘ir strong hearts, and bids their eyes to flow. 

ν Pelides: thick-succeeding sighs 21 

m his heart, and torrents from his eyes: 

‘htering hands, yet red with blood, he laid 

-ad friend’s cold breast, and thus he said: 
I, Patroclus! let thy honour’d ghost 

1 rejoice on Pluto's dreary coast; 
Achilles’ promise is complete ; 

dy Hector stretch’d before thy feet. 

ve dogs his carcass I resign; 

ve sad victims of the Trojan line, 

» Vengeance, instant, shall expire: 

23 effused, aroind thy funeral pyre. 
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No drop shall touch me, by almighty Jove! 
The first and greatest of the gods above ! 
Till on the pyre I place thee ; ull I rear 
The grassy mound, and clip thy sacred hair. 
Some ease at least those pious rites may give, 
And soothe my sorrows while I bear to live. 
Howe’er, reluctant as [ am, I stay 
And share your feasts ; but, with the dawn of day, 60 
(O king of men!) it claims thy royal care, 
That Greece the warrior’s funeral pile prepare, 
And bid the forests fall (such rites are paid 
To heroes slumbering in eternal shade.) 
Then, when his earthly part shall mount in fire, 
Let the leagued squadrons to their posts retire. 
He spoke ; they hear him, and the word obey; 
The rage of hunger and of thirst allay, 
Then ease in sleep the labours of the day. 
But great Pelides, stretch’d along the shore, 
Where dash’d on rocks the broken billows roar, 
Lies inly groaning; while on either hand 
The martial Myrmidons confusedly stand. 
Along the grass his languid members fall, 
Tired with his chase around the Trojan wall : 
Hush’d by the murmurs of the rolling deep, 
At length he sinks in the soft arms of sleep. 
When lo! the shades, before his closing eyes, 
Of sad Patroclus rose, or seem’d to rise ; 
In the same robe he living wore, he came; 
In stature, voice, and pleasing look, the same. 
The form familiar hover'd o'er his head,— 
And sleeps Achilles (thus the phantom said,) 
Sleeps my Achilles, his Patroclus dead 7 
Living, I seem’d his dearest, tenderest care, 
But now forgot I wander in the air. 
Let my pale corse the rites of burial know, 
And give me entrance in the realms below: 
Till then the spirit finds no resting place, 
But here and there the unbodied spectres chace 
The vagrant dead around the dark abode, 
Forbid to cross the irremeable flood. 
Now give thy hand : for to the farther shore 
When once we pass, the soul returns no more: 
When once the last funereal flames ascend, 
No more shall meet Achilles and his friend ; 
No more our thoughts to those we loved make known, 
Or quit the dearest, to converse alone. 
Me fate hag sever'd from the sons of earth, 
The fate foredoom’d that waited from my birth: 100 
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Thee too it waits; before the Trojan wall, Supporting with his hands the hero's head, 

E’en great and godlike thou, art doom’d to fall. Bends o’er the extended body of the dead. 

Hear then; and as in fate and love we join, Patroclus decent on the appointed ground 

Ah, suffer that my bones may rest with thine! They placed, and heap the sylvan pile around, 

Together have we lived; together bred ; But great Achilles stands apart in prayer, 

One house received us, and one table fed : And from his head divides the yellow hair ; 

That golden urn thy goddess-mother gave, Those curling locks which from his youth he vo 

May mix our ashes in one common grave. And sacred grew, to Sperchius’ honour’d flood: 
And is it thou? (he answers:) to my sight Then sighing, to the deep his looks he cast, 


Once more return’st thou from the realms of night? | And roll’d his eyes around the watery waste: 
Oh more than brother! Think each office paid, 111] Sperchius! whose waves in mazy errors lost, 


Whate’er can rest a discontented shade ; Delightful roll along my native coast ! 

But grant one last embrace, unhappy boy! To whom we vainly vow’'d, at our return, 

Afford at least that melancholy joy. These locks to fall, and hecatombs to burn; 
He said, and with his longing arms essay’d Full fifty lambs to bleed in sacrifice, 

In vain to grasp the visionary shade ; Where to the day thy silver fountains rise, 

Like a thin smoke he sees the spirit fly, And where in shade of consecrated bowers 

And hears a feeble Jamentable cry. Thy altars stand, perfumed with native flowers: 


Confused he wakes ; amazement breaks the bands [80 vow’'d my father, but he τον ἃ in vain: 
Of golden sleep, and, starting from the sands, 120] No more Achilles sees his native plain. 


Pensive he muses with uplifted hands : In that vain hope these hairs no longer grow; 

"Tis true, 'tis certain; man, though dead, retains | Patroclus bears them to the shades below. 
Part of himself; the immortal mind remains: Thus o'er Patroclus while the hero pray'd, 1 
The form subsists without the body’s aid, On his cold hand the sacred lock he laid. 
Aérial semblance, and an empty shade! Once more afresh the Grecian sorrows flow; 
This night my friend, so Jate in battle lost, And now the sun had set upon their woe; 
Stood at my side, a pensive, plaintive ghost ; But to the king of men thus spoke the chief: 
E’en now familiar, as in life, he came, Enough; Atrides! give the troops relief: 
Alas! how different! yet how like the same. Permit the mourning legions to retire, 

Thus while he spoke, each eye grew big with tears :| And let the chiefs alone attend the pyre ; 
And now the rosy-finger’d Morn appears, 131| The pious care be ours the dead to burn— 
Shows every mournful face with tears o’erspread, | He said: the people to their ships return ; 
And glares on the pale visage of the dead. While those deputed to inter the slain, 

But Agamemnon, as the rites demand, Heap with a rising pyramid the plain. 

With mules and waggons sends a chosen band, A hundred foot in length, a hundred wide, 
To load the timber, and the pile to rear; The growing structure spreads on every side: 
A charge consign‘d to Merion’s faithful care. High on the top the manly corse they lay, 
With proper instruments they take the road, And well-fed sheep and sable oxen slay : 
Axes to cut, and ropes to sling the load. Achilles cover’d with their fat the dead, 


First march the heavy mules, securely slow, 140] And the piled victims round the body spread ; 
O’er hills, o’er dales, o’er crags, o’er rocks they go: |Then jars of honey, and of fragrant oil, 
Jumping high o’er the shrubs of the rough ground, | Suspends around, low-bending o'er the pile. 
Rattle the clattering cars, and the shock’d axles {Four sprightly coursers, with a deadly groan 


bound. Pour forth their lives, and on the pyre are throwr 
But when arrived at Ida's spreading woods, Of nine large dogs, domestic at his board, 
(Fair Ida, water'd with descending floods,) Fall two, selected to attend their lord. 
Loud sounds the ax; redoubling strokes on strokes; |Then last of all, and horrible to tell, 
On all sides round the forest hurls her oaks Sad sacrifice! twelve Trojan captives fell. 
Headlong. Deep-echoing groan the thickets brown ;| On these the rage of fire victorious preys, 
Then rustling, crackling, crashing, thunder down. Involves and joins them in one common blaze. 


The wood the Grecians cleave, prepared to burn; 150|Smear'd with the bloody rites, he stands on high, 
And the slow mules the same rough road return. And calls the spirit with a dreadful cry: 

The sturdy woodmen equal burdens bore All hail, Patroclus ! let thy vengeful ghost 
(Such charge was given them) to the sandy shore; | Hear and exult on Pluto's dreary coast. 

There, on the spot which great Achilles show'd, Behold, Achilles’ promise fully paid, 

They eased their shoulders, and disposed the load; |T'welve Trojan heroes offer'd to thy shade. 


Circling around the place, where times to come But heavier fates on Hector’s corse attend, 
Shall view Patroclus’ and Achilles’ tomb. Saved from the flames for hungry dogs to rend. 
The hero bide his martial troops appear So spake he, threatening ! but the gods made 
High on their cars in all the pomp of war; His threat, and guard inviolate the slain ; 

Each in refulgent arms his limbs attires, 160] Celestial Venus hover'd o'er his head, 

All mount their chariots, combatants and squires. And roseate unguents, heavenly fragrance shed: 
The chariots first proceed, a shining train ; She watch’d him all the night and all the day, 
Then clouds of foot that smoke along the plain; And drove the bloodhounds from their destined | 
Next these a melancholy band appear, Nor sacred Phebus less employ'd his care; 
Amidst, lay dead Patroclus on the bier: He pour'd around a veil of gather'd air, 


O’er all the corse their scatter'd locks they throw. | And kept the nerves undried, the flesh entire, 
Achilles next, oppress’d with mighty woe, Against the solar beam and Sirian fire. 
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ret the pile, where dead Patroclus lies, 


» nor as yet the sullen flames arise ; 
beside, Achilles stood in prayer, 

| the gods whose spirit moves the air, 

‘tims promised, and libations cast 

‘le Zephyr and the Boreal blast : 

'd the atrial powers, along the skies 
the, and whisper to the fires to rise. 

aged Iria heard the hero’s call, 

tant hasten’d to their airy hall, 

in old Zephyr’s open courts on high, 
he blustering brethren of the sky. 

me amidst them, on her painted bow ; 

‘ky pavement glitter'd with the show. 

1 the banquet rise, and each invites 

‘ious goddess to partake the rites. 

‘the dame replied,) I haste to go 

ed Ocean and the floods below : 

w our solemn hecatombes attend, 


iven is feasting, on the world’s green end, 


rhteous Acthiops (uncorrupted train !) 
the extremest limits of the main. 

2us’ son entreats, with sacrifice, 
»stern Spirit, and the North, to rise ; 
Patroclus’ pile your blast be driven, 

i the blazing honours high to heaven. 


as the word she vanish’d from their view ; 


the word the winds tumultuous flew ; 


There let them rest with decent honour laid, 
Till I shall follow to the infernal shade. 
Meantime erect the tomb with pious hands, 
A common structure on the humble sands ; 


240 Hereafter Greece some nobler work may raise, 


And late posterity record our praise. 
The Greeks obey; where yet the embers glow 310 
Wide o’er the pile the sable wine they throw, 
And deep subsides the ashy heap below. 
Next the white bones his sad companions place, 
With tears collected, in the golden vase. 
The sacred relics to the tent they bore: 
The urna veil of linen cover’d o’er. 
That done, they bid the sepulchre aspire, 


250] And cast the deep foundations round the pyre ; 


High in the midst they heap the swelling bed 

Of rising earth, memorial of the dead. 320 
The swarming populace the chief detains, 

And leads amidst a wide extent of plains ; 

There placed them round: then from the ships pro- 

ceeds 

A train of oxen, mules, and stately steeds, 

Vases and tripods (for the funeral games, ) 

Resplendent brass, and more resplendent dames. 


260) First stood the prizes to reward the force 


Of rapid racers in the dusty course : 
A woman for the first, in beauty’s bloom 
Skill’d in the needle and the labouring loom: 330 


irst the stormy band with thundering roar, 
ips on heaps the clouds are toss’d before. 
wide main then stooping from the skies, 
ving deeps in watery mountains rise: 

‘Is the blast along her shaking walls, 

he pile the gather'd tempest falls. 

icture crackles in the roaring fires, 

the night the plenteous flame aspires; 

t Achilles hails Patroclus’ soul, 

ge libations from the golden bowl. 

or father, helpless and undone, 

o’er the ashes of an only son, 

sad pleasure the last bones to burn, 


And a large vase, where two bright handles rise, 
Of twenty measures its capacious size. 
The second victor claims a mare unbroke, 
Big with a mule, unknowing of the yoke; 
The third a charger yet untouch’d by flame; 
Four ample measures held the shining frame : 
270] Two golden talents for the fourth were placed, 
An ample double bow! contents the last. 
These in fair order ranged upon the plain, 
The hero, rising, thus address'd the train : 346 
Behold the prizes, valiant Greeks ! decreed 
To the brave rulers of the racing steed ; 
Prizes which none beside ourself could gain, 
ir in tears, ere yet they close the urn: Should our immortal coursers take the plain, 
d Achilles, circling round the shore, (A race unrivall’d, which from Ocean's god 
h’d the flames, till now they flame no more. | Peleus received, and on his son bestow’d.) 
ren, emerging through the shades of night, | But this no time our vigour to display; 
rning planet told the approach of light; 281] Nor suit with them, the games of this sad day; 
. behind, Aurora's warmer ray, Lost is Patroclus now, that wont to deck 
broad ocean pour’d the golden day: Their flowing manes, and sleek their glossy neck. 
nk the blaze, the pile no longer burn’d, Sad as they shared in human grief, they stand, 3850 
heir caves the whistling winds return’d ; And frail those graceful honours on the sand ; 
he Thracian seas their course they bore; _{ Let others for the nobler task prepare, 


ed seas beneath their passage roar. 


parting from the pile, he ceased to weep, 


k to quiet in the embrace of sleep. 


Who trust the courser and the flying car. 
Fired at his word, the rival racers rise : 
But far the first, Eumelus hopes the prize, 


2d with his grief: meanwhile the crowd 290| Famed through Pieria for the fleetest breed, 


ging Grecians round Achilles stood; 


ult waked him: from his eyes he shook 


ig slumber, and the chiefs bespoke : 
igs and princes of the Achaian name; 
us quench the yet remaining flame 
yle wine; then (as the rites direct) 

2’s bones with careful view select: 
ind easy to be known they lie 

he heap, and obvious to the eye: 
around the margin will be seen 

jours, steeds and immolated men.) 


vrapp'd in double cawls of fat, prepare; 


be golden vase dispose with care: 


And skill’d to manage the high bounding steed 

With equal ardour bold Tydides swell’d, 

The steeds of Tros beneath his yoke compell’d, 360 
(Which late obey’d the Dardan chiefs command, 
When scarce a god redeem'd him from his hand.) 
Then Menelaiis his Podargus brings, 

And the famed courser of the king of kings: 

Whom rich Echepolus (more rich than brave) 

To "scape the wars, to Agamemnon gave 


300! (Ethe her name,) at home to end his days ; 


Base wealth preferring to eternal praise. 
Next him Antilochus demands the course, 


With beating heart, and cheers hia Pylien hore. SS 


350 


Ecperienced Nestor gives his son the reins, 
Thtreets iiss judgment, and his hest restrains 5 
Nor sily warts the hoary sire, nor hears 
The pradent son with unattending ears. 
My son! though youthful ardour fire thy breast, 


The gods have loved thee, and with arts have bless'd. 


Neptune and Jove on thee conferr'd the skill 
Swift round the goal to turn the flying wheel. 
To gaide thy conduct little precept needs ; 

But slow, and past their vigour, are my steeds. 
Fear not thy rivals, τ ἢ for swiftness known ; 
Compace those rivals’ judgment and thy own : 

ΤῸ is not strenath, but art, obtains the prize, 

And to be swift is less than to be wise. 

"Tis more by art than force of numerous strokes, 
The dextrous woodman shakes the stubborn oaks; 
Ry art the p.lot, through the boiling deep 

And howling tempest, steers the fearless ship ; 
And ’us the artist wins the glorious course, 

Not those who trust in chanots and in horse. 

In vain; unskilful to the goal they strive, 

And short or wide, tha ungovern'd courser drive: 
While with gure ekill, though with inferior steeda, 
The knowing racer to his end proceeds: 

Fix’d on the goal his eye foreruns the course, 

His hand unerring steers the steady horse, 

And now contracts and now extends the rein, 
Observing still the foremost on the plain. 

Mark then the goal; tis easy to be found ; 


Yon aged trunk, a cubit from the ground ; 400 


Of some once stately oak the last remains, 

Or hardy fir unperish’d with the rains: 
Enclosed with stones, conspicuous from afar ; 
And round a circle for the wheeling car 

(Some tomb, perhaps, of old, the dead to grace ; 
Or then, as now, the limit of a race :) 

Bear close to this, and warily proceed 

A little bending to the left hand steed 

But urge the right, and give him all the reins; 


While thy strict hand his fellow’s head restrains, 410 


And turns him short; till, doubling as they roll, 
The wheel's round naves appear to brush the goal. 
Yet (not to break the car, or lame the horse) 
Clear of the stony heap direct the course : 

Lest, through incaution failing, thou may’st be 

A joy to others, a reproach to me. 

So shalt thou paas the goal, secure of mind, 

And leave unshkilful swiftness far behind ; 

Though thy fierce rival drove the matchless steed 
Which bore Adrastus, of celestial breed : 
Or the fumed race, through all the regions known, 
That whirl’d the car of proud Laomedon. 

Thus (nought unsaid) the much advising sage 
Concludes; then sate, stiff with unwiedly age. 
Next bold Meriones was seen to rise, 

The last, but not least ardent for the prize. 
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380; :Each o'er his flying courser hung in air,) 


990 (Close on Eumelus’ back they puff the wind, 


Their heart, their eyes, their voice, they send bela 
And up the champaign thunder from the shore: 
Thick, where they drive, the dusty clouds arze, 
And the lost courser in the whirlwind fies; 
Loose on their shoulders the long manes, reciael, 
Float in their speed and dance upon the wisd: 
The smoking chariots, rapid as they bound, 
Now seem to touch the sky, and now the pred 
While hot for fame, and conquest all ther can 


Erect with ardour, poised upon the rein, 
They pant, they stretch, they shout along dy 
plain. 

Now the last compass fetch’d arond the goal, 
At the near prize each gathers all his soul, 
Each burns with double hope, with double 2a, 
Tears up the shore, and thunders toward the μᾶς 
First flew Eumelus on Pheretian steecs; 

With those of Tros bold Diomed succeeds; 


And seem just mounting on his car behind; 

Full on his neck he feels the aultry breeze, 

And hovering o’er, their stretching shadow ses. # 

Then had he fost, or left a doubtful prize: 

But angry Phebus to Tydides flies, 

Strikes from his hand the scourge, and resdes 

vain | 

His matchless horses’ labour on the plain. 

Rage fills his eye with anguish to survey, 

Snatch’d from his hope, the glories of the cay. 

The fraud celestial Pallas sees with pain, 

Springs to her knight, and gives the scourge agus, 

And fills his steeds with vigour. At a stroke, 

She breaks his rival's chariot from the yoke; 

No more their way the startled horses held; 

The car reversed came rattling on the field; 

Shot headlong from his seat, beside the wheel, 

Prone on the dust the unhappy master fcll ; 

Ilis batter'd face and elbows strike the ground: — 

Nose, mouth, and front, one undistinguizh'd wom 

Grief stops his voice, a torrent drowns his eyes; 

Before him far the glad Tydides flics ; 

Minerva’s spirit drives his matchless pace, 

And crowns him victor of the labour'd race. Β 
The next, though distant, Menelaus succeeds: 

While thua young Nestor animates his steeds; 

Now, now, my generous pair, exert your force; 


'Not that we hope to match Tydidea’ horse, 


Since great Minerva wings their rapid w2y, 


420] And gives their lord the honours of the dag. 


But rich Atrides ! shall bis mare out-go 

Your swiftness, vanquish'd by a female foe? 
Through your neglect, if lagging on the plain 
The last ignoble gift be all we gain. 

No more shall Nestor's hand your food sopply, 
The old man’s fury rises, and ye die. 


They mount their seats ; the lots their place dispose :|IIaste then; yon narrow road before yoar sight 


(Roll'd in his helmet, these Achilles throws.) 
Young Nestor leads the race: Eumelus then ; 
And next the brother of the king of men 
Thy lot, Mcriones, the fourth was cast ; 

And far the bravest, Diomed, was last. 

They stand in order, an impatient train ; 
Pelides points the barrier on the plain, 

And sends before old Phenix to the place, 
To mark the racers, and to judge the race. 
At once the coursers from the barrier bound 
The litted scourges all at once resound; 


Presents the occasion, could we use it right. 
Thus he. The coureers at their master's threx 


430| With quicker steps the sounding champaign bes. 


And now Antilochus with nice survey 

Observes the compass of the hollow way. 
’Twas where by force of wintry torrents tora 

‘ast by the road a precipice was warn ; 
Here, where but one could pass, to shan the throeg 
The Spartan hero's chariot smoked along. 5 
Close up the venturous youth resolves to keep, 
Still edging near, and bears him toward the seep 
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trembling, casts his eye below, 

mders at the rashness of his foe. 

tay your steeds! What madness thus to 
ide 


He said: and Ajax, by mad passion borne, 

Stern had replied ; fierce scorn enhancing scorn 
To fell extremes; but Thetis’ god-like sun 
Awful amidst them rose, and thus begun: 
row way : take larger field (he cried) Forbear, ye chiefs! reproachiful to contend; 

must fall—Atrides cried in vain ; Much would you blame, should others thus offend: 
more fast, and throws up all the rein. 510] And lo! the approaching steeds your contest end. 
n able arm the disk can send, No sooner had he spoke, but, thundering near, 
outhful rivals their full force extend, Drives through a stream of dust the charioteer. 5930 
Antilochus! thy chariot flew High o’er his head the circling lash he wields ; 
he king : he, cautious, backward drew His bounding horses scarcely touch the fields : 
ie compell’d ; foreboding in his fears His car amidst the dusty whirlwind roll‘d, 
ling ruin of the clashing cars, Bright with the mingled blaze of tin and gold, 
ndering coursers rolling on the plain, Refulgent through the cloud : no eye could find 
iquest lost through frantic haste to gain; The track his flying wheels had Jett behind: 
. upbraids his rival as he flies : And the fierce coursers urged their rapid pace 
us youth ἢ ungenerous and unwise! 520| So swift, it seem’d a flight, and not a race. 
expect not I'll the prize resign ; Now victor at the goal Tydides stands, 
jury to fraud, and make it thine— Quits his bright car, and springs upon the sands ; 59 
his steeds with all his force he cries ; From the hot steeds the sweaty torrents stream ; 
, be vigorous, and regain the prize! The well-plied whip is hung athwart the beam: 
als, destitute of youthful force, With joy brave Sthenelus receives the prize, 
nting knees shall labour in the course The tripod-vase, and dame with radiant eyes : 
d the glory yours—The steeds obey ; These to the ships his train triumphant leads ; 

at their heels they wing their way, The chief himself unyokes the panting steeds. 
n already to retrieve the day. Young Nestor follows (who by art, not force, 

e the Gsrecians in a ring beheld 530|O’er past Atrides) second in the course. 
rsers bounding o'er the dusty field. Behind, Atrides urged the race, more near 

who mark’d them was the Cretan king: Than to the courser in his swift career 600 
a rising ground, above the ring, The following car, just touching with his heel 
iarch sate ; from whence with sure survey | And brushing with his tail the whirling wheel 
observed the chicf who led the way, Such and so narrow now the space between, 
rd from far his animating cries : The rivals, late so distant on the green: 

the foremost steed with sharpen’d eyes; | So soon swift the her lost ground regain'd, 
ie broad front, a blaze of shining white, One length, one moment, had the race obtain’d. 

full moon, stood obvious to the sight. Merion pursued, at greater distance still, 

and, rising, to the Greeks begun; 540} With tardier coursers, and inferior skill. 

ler horse discern'd by me alone ? Last came, Admetus! thy unhappy son : 
e all another chief survey, Slow dragg’d the steeds his batter’d chariot on: 610 
or steeds, than lately led the way 7 Achilles saw, and pitying thus begun : 

ough the swiftest, by some god withheld, Behold ! the man whose matchless art surpass'd 
disabled in the middle field : The sons of Greece ! the ablest, yet the last! 

» the goal they doubled, round the plain Fortune denies, but justice bids us pay 

to find them, but I search in vain. (Since great Tydides bears the first away) 

Ὁ the reins forsook the driver’s hand, To him the second honours of the day. 

Δ too short, he tumbled on the strand, The Greeks consent with loud applauding cries, 

n the chariot ; while his coursers stray 8550] And then Eumelus had received the prize ; 

atic fury from the destined way. But youthful Nestor, jealous of his fame, 

1some other, and inform my sight; The award opposes, and asserts his claim. 620 
: dim eyes, perhaps, discern not right. Think not (he cries) I tamely will resign, 

he seems (to judge by shape and air) O Peleus’ son! the mare 80 justly mine. 

τ zolian chief, renown'd in war. What if the gods, the skilful to confound, 

in! (Otleus rashly thus replies) Have thrown the horse and horseman to the ground 7 
‘ue too hastily coufers the prize ; Perhaps he sought not Heaven by sacrifice, 

who view the course, not sharpest eyed And vows omitted forfeited the prize. 

west, yet the readiest to decide. If yet (distinction to thy friend to show, 

steeds high-bounding in the chase, 560] And please a soul desirous to bestow) 

. first, unrivall’d lead the race : Some gift must grace Eumclus; view thy store 

cern him as he shakes the rein, Of beauteous handmaids, steeds, and shining ore ; 630 
‘his shouts victorious o’er the plain. An ample present Jet him thence receive, 

e. Idomencus incensed rejoin’d : And Greece shall praise thy generous thirst to 

s of words! and arrogant of mind! give. 

‘us prince, of all the Greeks beside But this my prize I never shall forego : 

Ὦ merit, as the first in pride ! This, who but touches, warriors! is my foe. 

>proach what answer can we make ? Thus spake the youth ; nor did his words offend; 
or a tripod let us stake, Pleased with the well-turn’d flattery of a friend, 

1e king the judge. The most unwise 570] Achilles amiled : the gift proposed (he cried,) 

1 their rashness, when they pay the price. | Antilochus! we shall ourself provide. 
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With plates of brass the corselet cover'd o'er 


(The same τόπον π᾿ ἃ Asteropwus wore,) 610 


Whose glittering margins raised with silver shine, 
(No vulgar gift) Eumelusg, shall be thine. 

Hfe said: Automedon at his command 
The corsclet brought and gave it to his hand. 
Distinguish'd by his friend, his bosom glows 
With generous joy: then Menelaitis rose ; 
The herald placed the sceptre in his hands, 
And βιὰ the clamour of the shouting bands, 
Not without cause incensed at Nestor’s son, 
And inly grieving thus the king begun : 

The praise of wisdom, in thy youth obtain’d, 
An act so rash, Antilochus, has stain’d. 
Robb'd of my glory and my just reward, 
To you, O Grecians! be my wrong declared : 
So not a leader shall our conduct blame, 
Or judge me envious of a rival’s fame. 
But shall not we, ourselves, the truth maintain ? 
What needs appealing in a fact so plain? 
What Greek shall blame me, if I bid thee rise, 


And vindicate by oath the ill-gotten prize ? 660 


Rise if thou darest, before thy chariot stand, 

The driving scourge high lifted in thy hand; 

And touch thy steeds, and swear, thy whole intent 
Was but to conquer, not to circumvent. 

Swear by that god whose liquid arms surround 


The globe, and whose dread earthquakes heave the 


ground. 
The prudent chief with calm attention heard ; 
Then mildly thus: Excuse, if youth have err’d : 
Superior as thou art, forgive the offence, 


Nor I thy equal, or in years or sense. 670 


Thou know’st the errors of unripen'd age, 
Weak are its counsels, headlong is its rage. 
The prize I quit, if thou thy wrath resign ; 
The mare, or aught thou ask’st, be freely thine; 
Ere I become (from thy dear friendship torn) 
Hateful to thee, and to the gods foresworn. 
So spoke Antilochus: and at the word 
The mare contested to the king restored. 
Joy swells his soul: as when the vernal grain 
Lifts the green car above the springing plain, 
The fields their vegetable life renew, 
And laugh and glitter with the morning dew; 
Such joy the Spartan s shining face o’erspread 
And lifted his gay heart, while thus he said: 
Still may your souls, O generous youth! agree, 
"Tis now Atrides’ turn to yield to thee. 
Rash heat perhaps a moment might controul, 
Not break, the settled temper of thy soul. 
Not (but my friend) ‘tis still the wiser way 


To waive contention with superior sway : 690 


For ah! how few, who should like thee offend, 
Like thee have talents to regain the friend? 
To plead indulgence, and thy fault atone, 
Suffice thy father’s merit and thy own: 
Generous alike for me, the sire and son 
Have greatly suffer’d, and have greatly done. 
I yield; that all may know, my soul can bend, 
Nor is my pride preferr'd before my friend. 
He said : and pleased his passion to command, 


re 


Resign’d the courser to Notémon's hand, 700 


Friend of the youthful chief: himself content, 
The shining charger to his vessel] sent. 

The golden talents Merion next obtain’d ; 
The fifth reward, the ‘fouble bowl, cemain’d ; 


650 | 


680 


(Boos SIM. 


Achilles thia to reverend Nestor bears, 
And thus the purpose of his gift declares: 
Accept thou this, O sacred sire! (he said) 
In dear memorial of Patroclus dead : 
Dead, and for ever lost, Patroclus lies, 
For ever snatch’d from our desiringeyes! 8388. 
Take thou this token of a grateful heart: 
Though ‘tis not thine to hurl the distant dar, 
The quoit to toss, the ponderous mace to wield, 
Or urge the rece, or wrestle on the field: 
Thy pristine vigour age has overthrown, 
But left the glory of the past thy own. 
He said, and placed the gublet at his side; 
With joy the venerable king replied : 
Wisely and well, my son, thy words have prowl 
A senior honour’d and a friend beloved; a 
Tuo true it is, deserted of my strength, 
These withered arms and limbs have faifd ἃ 
length. 
Oh! had I now that force I felt of yore, 
Known through Buprasiutn and the Pylian store! 
Victorious then in every solemn game, 
Ordain’d to Amarynces’ mighty name; 
The brave Epcians gave my glory way, 
tolians, Pylians, all resign’d the day. 
I qnell'd Clytomedes in fights of hand, 
And backward hurl’d Anceus ον the sand, 13 
Surpass'd Iphyclus in the swift career, 
Phyleus and Polydorus with the spear. 
The sons of Actor won the: prize of horse, 
But won by numbers, not by art or force: 
For the famed twins, impatient to survey, 
Prize after prize by Nestor borne away, 
Sprung to their car; and with united pains 
One lash'd the coursers, while one ruled the rem. 
Such once I was! Now to these tasks succeeds 
A younger race, that emulate our deeds: Ὑ 
I yield, alas! (to age who must not yield 7) 
Though once the foremost hero of the field. 
Go thou, my son! by generous friendship led, 
With martial honours decorate the dead ; 
While pleased I take the gift thy hands presest 
(Pledge of benevolence and kind intent) 
Rejoiced, of all the numerous Greeks, to see 
Not one but honours sacred age and me: 

Those due distinctions thou so well canst pays 
May the just gods return another day! | 
Proud of the gift, thus spake the full of days. 

Achilles. heard him, prouder of the praise. 
The prizes next are order'd to the field, 
For the bold champions who the castus wield. 
A stately mule, as yet by toils unbroke, 
Of six years age, unconscious of the yoke, 
Is to the circus Ied, and firrnly bound; 
Next stands a goblet, massy, large, and round. 
Achilles rising thus: Let Greece excite 
Two heroes equal to this hardy fight; . 
Who dares the foe with lifted arms provoke, 
And rush beneath the long-descending stroke, 
On whom Apollo shall the palm bestow, 
And whom the Greeks supreme by conquest kno, 
This mule his dauntless labours shall repay; 
The vanquish’d bear the massy bow] away. 
This dreadful combat great Epcus chose, 
High o'er the crowd, enormous bulk! he rose, 
And seized the beast, and thus began to say: 
Stand forth some man, to bear the bow! away! 7 


a 


=f 
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&. @Price of his rain :) for who dares deny While the long strife e’en tired the lookers-on, 
ες "This mule my right, the undoubted victor I? Thus to Ulysses spoke great Telamon : 
, rs, 'tis own’d, in fields of battle shine, Or let me litt thee, chief, or lift thou me: 840 


the first honours of this fight are mine ; 
who excels in all? Then let my foe 


δ ἱ For 
τῇ Draw near, but first his certain fortune know: 


re this hand shall his whcle frame confound, 
h all his bones, and all his body pound : 
Bo let his friends be nigh, a needful train, 
© heave the batter’d carcass off the plain. 
‘The giant spoke: and in a stupid gaze 
‘The host beheld him silent with amaze ! 
thou, Euryalus! who durst aspire 
‘To meet his might, and emulate thy sire, 
great Mecistheus ; who in days of yore 
‘Theban games the noblest trophy bore 
(The games ordain'd dead (Edipus to grace,) 
singly vanquish’d the Cadmzan race. 
lim great Tydides urges to contend, 


780 


Prove we our force, and Jove the rest decree. 

He said: and, straining, heaved him off the ground 
With matchless strength; that time Ulyases found 
The strength to evade, and where the nerves com- 

bine 
His ancle struck: the giant fell supine; 
Ulysses following, on his bosom lies; 
Shouts of applause run ratuing through the skies. 
Ajax to lift, Ulysses next assays; 
Iie barely stirr’d him, but he could not raise: 
His knee lock’d fast, the foe’s attempt denied ; 
And grappling close, they tumble side by side. 
Defiled with honourable dust, they roll, 
Still breathing strife, and unsubdued of soul : 
Again they rage, again to combat rise ; 
When great Achilles thus divides the prize : 


850 


arm with the hopes of conquest for his friend ; 790) Your noble vigour, oh my friends, restrain ; 


cious with the ciacture girds him round ; 
to his wrist the gloves of death are bound. 

Amid the circle now each champion stands, 
nd poises high in air his iron hands : 

ith clashing gauntlets now they fiercely close, 

eir crackling jaws re-echo to the blows, 
And painful sweat from all their members flows. 
Ar length Epdus dealt a weighty blow 
Full on the cheek of his unwary foe ; 
SBencath that ponderous arm’s resistless sway 

wn dropp'd he nerveless, and extended lay. 
As a large fish, when winds and waters roar, 
By some huge billow dash’d against the shore, 
Mies panting ; not legs batter’d with his wound, 
“Whe bleeding hero pants upon the ground. 
"To rear his fallen fue the victor lends, 
Scornful, his hand ; and gives him to his friends; 
‘Whose arms support him, reeling through the throng, 
And dragging his disabled legs along; 
Nodding, his head hangs down his shoulder o'er; 810 
His mouth and nostrils pour the clotted gore ; 
Wrapp'd round in mists he lies, and lost to thought; 
His friends receive the bowl, too dearly bought. 

The third bold game Achilles next demands, 

And calls the wrestlers to the level sands : 
A massy tripod for the victor lies, 
Of twice six oxen its reputed price ; 
And next, the loser’s spirits to restore, 
A female captive, valued but at four. 
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Nor weary out your generous strength in vain. 

Ye both have won: let others who excel, 

Now prove that prowess you have proved so well 
The hero's words the willing chiefs obey, 860 

From their tired bodies wipe the dust away, 

And clothed anew, the following games survey. 
And now succeed the gifts ordain'd to grace 

The youths contending in the rapid race. 

A silver urn that full six measures held, 

By none in weight or workmanship excell’d ; 

Sidonian artists taught the frame to sbine, 

Elaborate, with artitice divine ; 

Whence Tyrian sailors did the prize transport, 

And gave to Thoas at the Lemnian port: 

From him descended, good Eunzus heir'd 

The glorious gift ; and, for Lycaon spared, 

To brave Patroclus gave the rich reward. 

Now, the same hero's funcral rites to grace, 

It stands the prize of swiftness in the race 

A well-fed ox was for the second ρας ἃ; 

And half a talent must content the last. 

Achilles, rising, then bespoke the train : 

Who hope the palm of swiftness to obtain, 

Stand forth, and bear these prizes from the plain. 880 
The hero said; and starting from his place, 

Otlean Ajax rises to the race ; 

Ulysses next; and he whose speed surpassed 

His youthful equals, Nestor’s son the last. 

Ranged in a line the ready racers stand ; 
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Scarce did the chief the vigorous strife propose, 820} Pelides points the barrier with his hand. 


When tower-like Ajax and Ulysses rose. 
Amid the ring each nervous rival stands, 
Embracing rigid with implicit hands; 
Close lock’d above, their heads and arms are mix'd; 
Below, their planted feet, at distance fix'd : 
Like two strong rafters which the builder forms, 
Proof to the wintry winds and howling storms, 
Their tops connected, but at wider space, 
Fixt on the centre stands their solid base. 
Now to the grasp each manly body bends ; 
The humid sweat from every pore descends : 
Their bones resound with blows; sides, shoulders, 

thighs, 
Swell to cach gripe, and bloody tumours rise. 
Nor could Ulysses, for hig art renown’d, 
O’erturn the strength of Ajax on the ground: 
Nor could the strength of Ajax overthrow 
The watchful caution of his artful foe. 

2Y 


All start at once; Oileus led the race: 

The next Ulysses, measuring pace with pace: 
Behind him, diligently close, he sped, 

As closely following as the running thread 
The spindle follows, and displays the charms 
Of the fair spinster’s breast, and moving arms. 
Graceful in motion thus, his foe he plies, 

And treads each footstep ere the dust can rise : 
His glowing breath upon his shoulders plays ; 


890 


830] The admiring Greeks loud acclamations raise. 


To him they give their wishes, hearts, and eyes, 
And send their souls before him as he flies. 

Now three times turn’d in prospect of the goal, 
The panting chief to Pallas lifts his soul : 

Assist, O goddess ! (thus in thought he pray’d,) 
And present at his thought descends the maid 
Buoy’d by her heavenly force, he seems to swim, 
And feels a pinion lifting everv limb 
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Ail feree and σειν pow the prize to gig, 
Unisapoy Aux stumbles on tue plain 

(Oerturn'd oy Palias,) where the slippery shore 
Was cloge'd w.th slimy dung, and mingled gore, 
(The self-same place beside Patroclus’ pyre, 


Whiere late the slaeghter'’d victims fed the fire :) 910 


Besmear'd with tiith, and blotted o'er with clay, 

Obscene to sight, the ruefal ricer Jay; 

The wetl-fed iar :the second prize) he shared, 

And Jeft the ura C lveses’ rich reward. 

Then, gracpise by the horn the mighty beast, 

The bated hero uins the Greeks address'd : 
Accursed tate! the conquest I forego ; 

A mortal I, a god:leas was my foe ; 

She urged Ler ἀνόητα on the rapid way, 

And Pallas, net Ulysses, won the day. 

Theas sourly wild he, spu‘tering dirt and gore, 
A burst of Javehter echo'd throuzh the shore. 
Antilochus, more humorons than the rest, 

Takes the last prize, and takes it with a jest: 
Why with our wiser elders should we strive 7 
The gods still love them, and they always thrive. 

Ye see, to Ajax 1 roust yield the prize: 

He to Ulysses, stil more ἀπο and wise 

(A green oll age unconscions of decays, 
That prove: the hero born in better days !) 
Behold his vigour in this active race, 
Achilles only boasts a swifter pace : 

For who can mviteh Achilles? > He who can, 
Must yet be more than hero, more than man. 

The effect sneceeds the speech, Pelides cries, 
Thy artful praise deserves a better prize ; 

Nor Greece in vain shall hear thy friend extoll'd : 
Receive a talent of tie purest gold. 

The youth departs content. The host admire 
The son of Nestor, worthy of his sire. 
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' Then hard the hero thoudenng on the στο πᾶ 
"A mass of iver tn enosmous rund, 

Whose we:zht and size the e:ecling Greeks αὐτοῦ, 
Rude from the furnace, and teat shaped by ire. 
| This mig!ty que.t Action wont to rear, 

And from his whirhug arin dismiss in ar: 
The giant by Ach Hes slain, he εἰν ἃ 

Among his spoils this memorabie load. a 
For this, he bids those ner. oug artists Vie. 

That teach Gie cisk to sound siong the sxy. 
| Let him whose might can hurl tir bowl, arse; 
{Who finhest hur's it, takes it as bis proe. 
if he be one, enreh’d with large domain 
Of duwns for flocks, and arable tor grain, 
Small stock of iran needs that min provide: 

His hinds «and swains whole yecrs stall be sazpled 
From hence: nor ask the neighbouneg οἷ ὁ 8 
For plonghshares, wheets, an. ali th» rina trade % 
Stern Polypeates stopp'd before t.c throng, 

And great Leonteus, mere than moral strosg: 
Whose force with rival furees to oppos, 

ΤΡ rose great Ajax: up Epes rose. 

Each stood in order: firet Epeéus threw: 

High o'er the wondering crowds the whalpg cx? 

flew ; 


330) Leontens next a litle space surpass'd, 


| And third, tLe strength of godlike Ajax cast: 
:O’er both tieir marks it flew, dil fereaty Tuez 
From Poiyp-rtus’ arm, the discus sting: 

Far as a swain his whirling she-phouk throws, 
That distant falls among the grazing cows, 
So past them ail the raptd cirele fies: 

His friends (while lond appiauses shake the #5. 
With force conjoin’d heave oF the weighty pre: 

Those who ta skiful archery contend, 


Ve 
a: 


94) Te next invites tue twanging bow to bend: 


Nest these, a buehler, spear, and helm, he brings; | And twice ten axes cast amidst the raund 


Cast on the plain the brazen burden rings: 
Arms, which of late divine Sarpedon wore, 
And great 2.-troclus in short triumph bore. 
Stand forth the bravest of our host! (he cries :) 
Whoever dares deserve so rich a prize, 
Now grace the lists before our army’s sight, 
And, sheath'd in stecl, provoke his foe to fight. 
Who first the jomted armour shall explore, 
And stain his rivals mail with issuing gore, 
The aword Asteropeus possess'’d of old 
(A Thracisn | iade d:stinet with studs of gold) 
Shali pay the stroke, and grace the striker’s side: 
These arma in cominon Jet te chiefs divide : 
For each brave champion, when the combat ends, 
A sumptuous banquet at our tent attends. 

Fierce at the word, up rose great 'Tydeus’ son, 
And the huge bulk of Ajax Telamon. 
Clad in refuizent steel, on either hand, 
The dreadful chiefs amid the circle stand : 
Lowering they meet, tremendous to the sight; 
Fach Argive bosom beats with fierce delight. 
Opposed in arms not long they idly stood, 


But thrice they closed, and thrice the charge renew'd. 


A furious pazs the spear of Ajax made 


Through the broad shield, but at the corselet stay'd: 


Not thus the foe: his javelin aim'’d above 
The buckler's margin, at the neck he drove. 
But Greece now trembling for her hero's life, 


(Ten double-edged, and ten that singiy wornd : 

The mast, which late a first-rate galley bore, I 

The hero fixes in the sandy shore ; 

To the tall top ἃ milk-wh.te dove they te, 

The trembling mark at which their arrows fis. 

Whose weapon strikes yon fluttering bird, =b.- 
bear 

There two-edged axes, terrible in war ; 


650|The single, he, whose shatt divides the cord. 


He said; experienced Merion took the woru: 
And skilful Teucer: in the helm they threw 
Their lots inseribed, and forth the latter fic. 
Swit from the string the sounding arrow thes: 
But fies nnblest! No grateful sacrifice, 

No firstling lambs, unheedftl ἢ didst thou vow 
To Phebus, patron of the shaft and baw. 

For this, thy well-aim'd arrow, turn’d as‘de, 
Err’d from the dove, yet cut the cord that tied: 


ba 
ce 


960; Adown the maia-mast fell the parted string, 


And the free bird to heaven disziays her wing: 
Seas, shores, and skies, with loud applause reze=:- 
And Merion eager meditates the wonnd: 

He takes the bow, directs the shaft above, : 
And following with his eyes the soaring dove, 
Implores the god to speed it throuch the skies, 
With vows of finstling lambs, and’ grateful sacrite’ 
The dove, in airy cireles as she wheels, 

Amid the clouds the piercing arrow feels; 


Bade share the honours, oud surcease the strife. 970] Quite through and through the point ite p3ssazt 


Yet still the victor’s due Tydides gains, 
With him the sword and studded belt remains, 


found, 


And at his feet fell bloody to the ground. 
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The wounded bird, ere yet she breath’d her last, The form so pleasing, and the heart eo kind, 
With flagzing wings alighted on the mast; That youthful vigour, and that manly mind, 
A moment hung, and spread her pinions there, 1010! What tous they shared, what martial works they 
Then sudden dropp'd, and lett her life in air. wrought, 
From the pleased crowd new peals of thunder rise, | What seas they meavured, and what fields they fought: 
Aad to the ships brave Merion bears the prize, All pass'd before him in remembrance dear, 
To close the funeral games, Achilles last Thought follows thought, and tear succeeds to tear. 
A massy spear amid the circle placed, And now supine, now prone, the hero lay, 
An ample charger of unsullied frame, Now shifts his side, inpatient for the day : 
With tlowers high-wrought, not blacken’d yet by [Then starting up, disconsolate he goes 
flame. Wide on the lonely beach to vent his woes. 20 
For these he bids the heroes prove their art, There as the solitary mourner raves, 
Whose dextrous skill directs the flying dart. The ruddy morning rises o’er the waves: 
Here too great Merion hopes the noble prize; 1050‘ Soon as it rose, his furions steeds he join’d: 
Nor here disdain'’d the king of men to rise. The chariot flies, and Hector trails behind. 
With joy Pelides saw the honour paid, And thrice, Patroclus ! round thy monument 
Rose to the monarch, and respectful said : Was Hector dragg’d, then hurried to the tent. 
Thee first in virtue, as in power supreme, There sleep at last o’ercomes the hero’s eyes; 
O king of nations! all thy Grecks proclaim ; While foul in dust the unhonour'd carcass lies, 
In every martial game thy worth attest, But not deserted by the pitying skies: 
And know thee both their greatest and their best. For Phebus watch'd it with superior care, 30 
Take then the prize, but let brave Merion bear Preserved from gaping wounds and tainting air; 
This beamy javelin in thy brother's war. And ignominious as it swept the field, 
Pleased from the hero’s lips his praise to hear, 1060 Spread o'er the sacred corse his golden shield. 
The king to Merion gives the brazen the spear: All Heaven was moved, and Hermes will’d to go 
But set apart for sacred use, commands By stealth to snatch him trom the insulting foe: 
The glittering charger to Talthybius’ hands. But Neptune this, and Pallis this denies, 
And the unrelenting empress of the skies: 
.---... E’er since that day implacable to Troy, 
What time young Paris, simple shepherd boy 
BOOK XXIV. Won by destructive lust (reward obscene) 40 
Their charms rejected for the Cyprian queen. 
ARGUMENT. But when the tenth celestial morning broke, 
The Redemption of the Body of Hector. To heaven assembled thus Apollo spoke: 


‘anipy: . ' . 
The goda deliberate about the redemption of Hector's | He Trenton eed ‘. he a caer holy fone ' 
body. Jupiter ends Thetis to Achillea, to dispose him) "248 Hector unged with blood oF victims slain . 
fer the restoring of it; and Iris to Priam, to encourage And can ye still his cold remains pursue ἢ 
him to go in person, and treat fur it. The old king, | Stil grudge his body to the ‘Trojans’ view 7 
notwithstanding the remonstrances of his queen,| Deny to consort, mother, son and sire, 
makes ready for the journey, to which he is encour-| The last sad honours of a funeral fire 7 
aged by an omen from Jupiter. He sets forth in his Jg then the dire Achilles all your care 7 
charivt, with a wagon Icaded with presents under! 
the: charge of Id@us, the herald. Mereury descends in | A lion. not a man, who slanchters wide 
the shape of a young man, and conducts him to the I Ν h of r: ΗΝ di ° Γ pride: 
pavihon of Achilles. ‘Their conversation on te way.| ΜΠ Strength of rage and impcicence of pride; 
Priant finds Achilles at his table, casts hi-ngelf at his! Who hastes to murder with a savage joy, 
feet. and begs for the body of hisson. Achilles, moved | Invades around, and breathes but to destroy. 
With compassion, grants hia request, detains him one|Shame is not of his soul; nor understood, 
Nishtin his tent.and the neat morning sends him home: The greatest evil and the greatest good. 
with the body; the Trojans run out to meet bim.|still for one loss he races unresign’d, 
The lamentations of Andromache, Hecuba, and Helen, 
Wilh the sclemmnities of the funeral. 


S 


That iron heart, inflexibly severe ; 


Repugnant to the lot of all mankind ; 

The tune of twelve days ia cmployed in this book while Toe ἃ friend, 2 broths 4 oral te will ‘a done: 60 
the body of Hector lies in the tent of Achilles; and az ; aa : ° 
many more are speut in the truce allowed for his in. | AWhile they sorrow, then distniss their care ; 
terment. The scene is partly in Achilles’ camp, and | Fate gives the wound, and man is born to bear. 
partly in Troy. But this, insatiate, the commission given, 

By fate exceeds, and tempts the wrath of Heaven: 

“vw Lo how his rage dishonest drags along 
BOOK XXIV. Hector’s dead earth, insensible of wrong! 
Now from the finieh’d games the Grecian band Brave though he be, yet by no reason awed, 
Seek their blick ships, and clear the crowded strand :} "6 violates the lawa of man and God. 


All, stretch'd at ease, the genial banquet share, If equal honours by the partial skies “Ὁ 
And pleasing slumbers quiet all their care. Are dooin'd both herocs (Juno thus replies,) 

Not so Achilles ; he to grief resign’d, If Thetis son must no distinction know, 

His friend's dear image present to his mind, Then hear, ye gods! the patron of the bow. 

Takes his sad couch, more unobserved to weep, But Hector only boasts a mortal claim ; 

Nor tastes the gifts of all-composing sleep. His birth deriving from a mortal dame : 

Restless he roll’d around his weary bed, Achilles of your own cthereal race, 


And all his soul on his Patroclus fed: 10! Springs from a goddess by a man’s embrace, 
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(A goddess by ourself to Peleus given, 
A man divine, and chosen friend of Heaven.) 


We will, thy son himself the coree restore, 
And to his conquest add this glory more. 


Ἴο grace those nuptials from the bright abode, _ 80 Then hie thee to him, and our mandate bear: 
Yourselves were present; where this minstrel god {Tell him he tempts the wrath of heaven too far: 


(Well pleased to share the feast) amid the quire 
Stood proud to hymn, and tune his youthful lyre. 


Nor let him more (our anger if he dread) 
Vent his mad vengeance on the sacred dead: [8 


‘Then thusthe Thundcerer checks the imperial dame : But yield to ransom and the father’s prayer. 


Let not thy wrath the court of heaven inflame ; 
Their merits nor their honour, are the same. 
But mine, and every god's peculiar grace, 
Hector deserves of all the Trojan race: 
Still on our shrines his grateful offerings lay, 
(The only honours men to gods can pay:) 
Nor ever from our smokiug altar ceased 
The pure libation and the holy feast. 
Howe’er, by stealth to snatch the corse away, 
We will not: Thetis guards it night and day. 
But haste and summon to our courts above 
The azure queen: Jet her persuasion move 
Her furious son from Priam to receive 
The proffer'd ransom, and the corse to leave. 
He added not ; and Iris from the skies 
Swift as a whirlwind, on the message flies, 
Metcorous the face of ocean sweeps, 
Refulgent gliding o’er the sable deeps. 
Between where Samos wide his furests spreads, 
And rocky Imbrus lifts its peinted heads, 
Down plunged the maid (the parted waves re- 
sound :) 
She plunged, and instant shot the dark profound. 
As, bearing death in the fallacious bait, 
From the bent angle sinks the leaden weight; 
So pass’d the goddess through the closing wave, 
Where Thetis sorrow'd in her sacred cave ; 
There placed amidst her melancholy train 
(The blue-hair’d sisters of the sacred main,) 
Pensive she sat, revolving fates to come, 
And wept her godlike son's approaching doom. 
Then thus the goddess of the painted bow ; 
Arise, Ὁ Thetis! from thy seats below: 
"Tis Jove that calls. And why (the dame replies) 
Calls Jove his Thetis to the hated skies ? 
Sad object as [am for heavenly sight! 
Ah, may my sorrows ever shun the light! 
Howe'er be heaven's alinighty sire obey’d— 
She spake, and veil‘d her head in sable shade, 
Which flowing long, her graceful person clad; 
And forth she paced inajestically sad. 
Then through the world of waters they repair 
(The way fair Iris led) to upper air. 
The deeps dividing, o'er the coast they rise, 
And touch with momentary flight the skies. 
There in the lightning’s blaze the sire they found, 
And all the gods in shining synod round. 
Thetis approach’d with anguish in her face 
(Minerva ising, gave the mourner place,) 
E’en Juno sought her sorrows to console, 
And olfee’d from her hand the nectar bow]: 
She tasted, and resien'd it: then began 
The sacred sire of gods and mortal man; 
Thou comest, fair Thetis, but with grief o’ercast ; 
Maternal sorrows; long, ah long to last! 
Suffice, we know and we partake thy cares: 
But yield to Fate, and hear what Jove declares. 140 
Nine days are past, since all the court above 
In Mector’s cause have moved the ear of Jove: 
"T'was voted, Hermes from his godlike foe 
Ey stealth should bear him, but we will'd not so: 
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110 


The monrnful father Iris shall prepare 
With gifts to sue, and offer to his hands 
Whate’er his honour asks or heart demands. 
His word the silver-footed queen attends, 
And from Olympus’ snowy tops descends. 


90 | Arrived, she heard the voice of loud Jament, 


And echoing groans that shook the lofty test. 
His friends prepare the victim, and dispose 
Repast unheeded, while he vents his woes; 
The goddess seats her by her pensive son, 
She press’d his hand, and tender thus begun: 
How long, unhappy! shall thy sorrows flow; 
And thy heart waste with life-consuming woe: 
Mindless of food, or love, whose pleasing regs 
Soothes weary life and softens human pain? 


100/O snatch the moments yet within thy power; 


Not long to live, indulge the amorous boar! 
Lo! Jove himself (for Jove’s command I bear) 
Furbida to tempt the wrath of Heaven too far. If 
No longer then (his fury if thou dread) 
Detain the relics of great Hector dead ; 
Nor vent on senseless earth thy vengeance vai: 
But yield to ransom, and restore the slain. 
To whom Achilles: Be the ransom given, 
And we subinit, since such the will of Heaves. 
While thus they communed, from the Olympia 
bowers 
Jove orders Iris to the Trojan towers. 
Ilaste, winged goddess ! to the sacred town, 
And urge her monarch to redeem his gon ; 
Alone the Ilhan ramparts let him leave, 
And bear what stern Achilles may receive; 
Alone, for so we will: no Trojan near; 
Except, to place the dead with decent care, 
Some aged herald, who with gentle hand 
May the slow mules and funeral car command. 
Nor let him death, nor let him danger dread, 
Safe through the foe by our protection led : 
Him Hermes to Achilles shall convey, 
Guard of his life and partner of his way. 
Fierce as he is, Achilles’ self shall spare 
His age, nor tonch one venerable hair: 
Some thought there must be in a soul so brave, 
Some sense of duty, some deaire to save. 
Then down her bow the winged Iris drives, 
And swift at Priam’s mournful count arrives; 
Where the sad sons beside their father’s throne 
Sate bathed in tears, and answered groan with 
groan. 
And all amidst them lay the hoary sire 
(Sad scene of woe!) His face his wrapp’d attire ἃ 
Concceal'd from sight; with frantic hands he sprest 
A shower of ashey o’er his neck and head. 
From room to room his pensive daughters roam; 
Whose shricks and clamours fill the vaulted dome. 
Mindful of those who, late their pride and joy, 
Lie pale and breathless round the fields of Troy! 
Before the king Jove's messenger appears, 
And thus in whispers greeta his trembling ears: 
Fear not, oh father! no ill news I bear; 
From Jove I come, Jove makesthee still bis care’? 


V.) 
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s sake these walls he bids thee leave, 


lat stern Achilles may receive: 
o he wills: no Trojan near, 
lace the dead with decent care, 
herald, who with gentle hand 


# mules and funera] car command. 
au death, nor shalt thou danger dread ; 


i the foe by his protection led: 
‘s to Pelides shall convey, 

r life and partner of thy way. 
is, Achilles self shall spare 
*touch one venerable hair; 


it there must be in a soul so brave, 


of duty, some desire to save. 


, and vanish’d. Priam bids prepare 


ules, and harness to the car; 

e gifts, a polish’d casket lay : 

18 the king’s command obey. 
the monarch to his bridal-room, 
-beams the lofty roofs perfume, 
he treasures of his empire lay : 


is queen, and thus began to say: 


onsort of a king distress'd ! 

roubles of thy husbund’s breast: 

d the messenger of Jove, 

try Achilles’ mind to move ; 

2 ramparts, and with gifts obtain 
Hector, at yon navy slain. 
hought: my heart impels to go 


One cold embrace at least may be allowed, 

And my last tears flow mingled with his blood! 930 
From forth his open'd stores, this said, he drew 

Twelve costly carpets of refulgent hue: 

As many vests, as many mantles told, 

And twelve fair veils, and garments stiff with gold 

Two tripods next, and twice two chargers shine, 

With ten pure talents from the richest mine ; 

And last a large well-labour’d bow! had place 


220) (The pledge of treaties once with friendly Thrace.7 


Seem’'d all too mean the stores he could employ, 

For one last look to buy him back to Troy . 290 
Lo! the sad father, frantic with his pain, 

Around him furious drives his menial train : 

In vain each slave with duteous care attends; 

Each office hurts him, and each face offends. 

What make ye here, officious crowds ? (he cries) 

Hence! nor obtrude your anguish on my eyes 

Have ye no gricfs at home, to fix you there 7 


230) Am I the only object of despair ? 


Am I become my people’s common show, 

Set up by Jove your spectacle of woe ? 30” 
No, you must feel him too: yourself must fall ; 

The same stern god to ruin gives you all :° 

Nor is great Hector lost by me alone ; 

Your sole defence, your guardian power, is gone! 

I see your blood the fields of Phrygia drown, 

1 see the ruins of your smoking town! 

O send me, gods! cre that sad day shall come, 


ile camps, and bears me to the foe. 9404 willing ghost to Pluto’s dreary dome! 


monarch thus: IIer piercing cries 


renews, and then replies. 


wanders thy distemper'd mind 7 
le prudence now that awed mankind ? 
ygia once, and foreign regions known; 


used, distracted, overthrown ! 
s through hosts of foes! to face 


eel!) the murderer of thy race! 


deathful eye, and wander o'er 


He said, and feebly drives his friends away : 
The sorrowing friends his frantic rage obey. 310 
Next on his sons his erring fury falls, 
Polites, Paris, Agathon, he calls: 
His threats Deiphobus and Dius hear, 
Hippothoiis Pammon, Helenus the seer, 
And generous Antiphon: for yet these nine 
Surviv'd, sad relics of his numerous line. 
Inglorious sons of an unhappy sire ! 


yet red with Hector’s noble gore! 250] Why did not all in Hector’s cause expire ? 


d! he knows not how to spare, 
mercy, thy slain sons declare ; 
many fallen! To calm his rage 
7 dignity, and vain thy age. 
his sad palace, let us give 
vretched days we have to live. 
(Tector let our sorrows flow, 

vn and to his parents’ woe! 


Wretch that Iam! my bravest offspring slain, 

You, the disgrace of Priam’s house, remain: 320 
Mestor the brave, renown'd in ranks of war, 

With Troilus, dreadful on his rushing car, 

And last great Hector, more than man divine, 

For sure he seem'd not of terrestrial line ! 

All those relentless Mars untimely slew, 

And left me these, a soft and servile crew, . 


the hour his luckless life begun, 260] Whose.days the feast and wanton dance employ 


altures, and to Peleus’ son! 
arest blood might I allay 
these barbarities repay ! 


1 Hector merit thus, whose breath 


eanly in inactive death 7 
latest blood in manly fight, 

o in his country’s right. 

stay me, nor my soul affright 
f omen, like a bird of night 
coved, the vencrable man ;) 


‘ommands me, and you urge in vain. 


al voice the injunction laid, 
iest, nor seer, had been obey'd. 


dess brought the high command ; 


her, and the word shall stand. 
obedient to your call: 


p your power have coom’d my fall, 


he same hand let me expire! 
ughter’d son the wretched sire! 


Gluttons and flatterers, the contempt of Troy ! 

Why teach ye not my rapid wheels to run, 

And speed my journey to redeem my son ? 330 
The sons their father’s wretched age revere, 

Forgive his anger, and produce the car. 

Higheon the seat the cabinet they bind : 

The new made car, with solid beauty shined ; 

Box was the yoke, emboss’d with costly pains, 

And hung with ringlets to receive the reins ; 

Nine cubits long, the traces swept the ground ; 

These to the chariot’s polish’d pole they bound, 

Ther. χ᾽ ἃ a ring the running reins ta guide 

And lose beneath the gather'’d ends were tied. 940 

Next with the gifts (the price of Hector slain) 


The sad attendants load the groaning wain: 


Last to the yoke the well-matched mules they bring, 


(The gift of Mysia to the Trajan king.) 


But the fair horses, long his darling care, 


Himself received, and harness‘d to his car: 
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Grieved as he was, he not this task denied : Go, guard the sire: the observing fue prevex, 
The hoary herald help’d him at his side. And safe cunduct him to Ach les’ tent. 
While careful these the gentle coursers join'd, ‘The god obeys, his golden pisions bincs, 
Sad Heenba approach’d with anvieus mund | 300, And mounts incumbent on the wings of witcs, 


"Phat high, t.rouzh tields of air, his ἢ 2} πὰ 


A golden bow] thit fow’'d with fragrant wine 
(er the wide carnh and o'er the boundless m2; 


(Libation destined to the power d.vine,) 


Held inher right, before the steeds she stands, iThen grasps the wand tuat causes slecp to fly, 
And tuus econs:cus it to the monarch’s hands : fOr in soft slumbers seals the wakeful eve; 
"Take this, and pourto Jove: hat, safe trom harms, Tis aruve, svact Hermes steers iis airy wyy, 
fis grace restore thee to onr roof and arms. Ἀπ steps on Hellespont’s resounding sea 
Since victor of thy fears, and stighting mine, PA boauteous youth, miijeste and divine, 
Heaven or thy soul inspire this bold design : He κύρια ς fair ocfspring of some princely ise! 
Pray to that God whe μισὴ on lda’s hrow t Now twilahet vend tne σίατιησ face of day, 
Surveys thy desolited realms below, 360 And clad the dusky tields in sober grey; 
Jhs winged messenger to send from high, What time the herald and the hoary h.az 
And fead thy way with heavenly augury : (Their chariots stopping at the silver spricy, = @ 
Trt the stronz sovereizn of the plumy race That cireling Mus? anciezt marble flows, 
Tower on the right of ven ethereal space. Allow’d the inules and steeds a short repose. 
Thet sin beheld, and etrenethened from above, Through the dim shade the heraid first espes 
Boldiy pursue the journey inark’d by Jove 3 A man’s epproach, and thus to Priam criés: 
But if the God his augury denics, T mnark some foe's advance : O king beware; 
Sunpress thy impul-e, nor reyect adviee, This hard adveuture clauns thy utmost care; 
"Tis jusp, satd Priam’ τὸ the sire above For, much { feer, destruction hover ugh; 


To raise our μαι τς for who sy ood as Jove? 2370. Our state asks counsel. Isat best to fly! 
He xpoke, ard bade tee attendznt handmaid bring {| Or, old and aelpiess, at his feet τὸ fa), 


The purest water ofthe Eving spring ; (Two wretcued cuppiiants,) and for πότος col? 6} 
(Her réady Jiauds the ewer and basin held :) The aliflicted monarch shivered wath d- sour; 
Then took the golden cup his queen had all’d; Pite grew his fice, and upright stoed his bait: 
On the mid pavement pours the rosy wine, Sunk was his heart; his colour went and came: 
Uplitts his eyes, and calls the power divine : A sudiien trembiing shook his aged frame: 
Oh first, and peeatest! heaven's imperial lord! When Here: greeting, touch’d his royal hand, 
On lofty Ida's oly hill adored ! And gently thes accests with kind demand: 
To stern Achiiles now direct my ways, Say whithor, father! when each mortal sight 
And teach him mercy when a father prays. 330 Is eeal’d in si ep, thou wandcr'st through the nigtt! 
If such thy will, de~patch from yonder sky Why roam thy mules and stecds the plums alogg, 
Thy sacred bird, cele~tal augury ! Through Greeian foes, so numerous and so strong! 
Let the strong sovereign of the plumy race What couidst thon hope, should these thy tressure 
Tower on the right of yon cthere +l space : View 3 
So shall thy suppianut, strengihen'd from above, These, who with endless kate thy race πατεῖς ἢ 
Fearless pursue the journey mark'd by Jove. For what defence, alas! couldst thou provide; 
Jove heard his nrayer, and from the throne on high] Thyself uct vertg, a weak old man thy guide? 
Despatel'd his bird, eelestal angury ! Yet sutfer net thy soul to sink with dread ; 
The swift-winwd chaser of the feather'd game, From meno harm shall touch thy reverend head; 
Ant! hnown to cols by Perenas’ lofty name. 390! From Greece [1] enard thee tuo; for in those bes 
Wide as appears komme palace-gate display'd, The living image of my father shines. 
So broad his pinions streteh’d their ample shade, Thy words, that speak benevolence of mind, 
As stooping dexter with resondsng wings Are trie,my son! the godlike sire rejuia'd;) 40 
The imperial bird descends in airy rings. Great are my hazards: but the gods survey 
A dawn of joy in every face appears ; My steps, and send thee, guardian of my way. 
The mourning mitron driey her timorous tears : Hail, and be blest ! Por scaree of mortal kind 
Swift on his car the impatient monarch sprung ; Appear thy form, thy feature, and thy mind. 
The brazen portal in his passage rung. Nor true are ll thy words, nor erring wide 
The mules preceding @raw the loaded wain, ‘The sacred messenger of heaven replied,) 
Charged with the gifts: Idarus holds the rein: 400] Rut say, convey’st thou through the lonely pliins 
The king πη τ οὐ his gentle steeds controuls, 5 What yet most precious of thy store rema.ns, 
And through surrounding friends the chariot rolls. To lodge in satety with some friendly hand: 
On his slow wheels the following people wait, Prepared, perchance, to leave thy native land? @ | 
Mourn at cach step, and give him up to fate; Or εἰν τ thou now 2—What hopes can Trog rete, 
With hands uplifted, eye him as he pasy’d, Thy matchless son, hor guard and glory, siain? 
And 21%¢ upon him as Whey ized their last. The king, alarm’d: Say whit, and whence thee | 
Now forward fares the father on his way, alt, | 
Through the lone fields, and back to Hien they, Who search the sorrows ofa parent's heart, 
Great Jove beheld him as he ecross'd the plain, Aud know so well how godlike Hector died? 
And felt the woes of miserable maa: 410} Thos Priain spoke, and Hermes thus rep'ied: 
Then tins fo Hermes: Thou whose constant cares You tempt me, father, and with pity tuuch. 
Stull sucsour mortals, and actend their prayers ; On this sad sabject vou inquire too mich. 
Behold an abject to thy claire cons κῃ ἃ Ὁ Ott have these eyes that godlike Hector view'd 


If every pity touch'd thee for mankind, In glorious tight, with Grecian blood imbrued: 4% 
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him when, like Jove, his flames he toss’d 
ousand ships, and wither'd half a host: 

, but help’d ποῖ : stern Achilles’ ire 

de assistance, and enjoy'd the fire. 

im I serve, of Myrmidonian race ; 

hip convey’d us from our native place; 
tor is my sire, an honour’d name, 

ke thyself, and not unknown to fame: 

ren his sons, by whom the lot was cast 


On these the virtue of his wand he tries, 

And pours deep slumber on their watchful eyes: 
Then heaved the massy gates, removed the bars, 
And o’er the trenches led the rolling cars. 990 
Unseen, through all the hostile camp they went, 
And now approach’'d Pelides’ lofty tent. 

Of fir the roof was raised, and cover'd o’er 

With reeds collected from the marshy shore ; 

And, fenced with palisades, a hall of state 


rve our prince, it fell on me, the last. 490 | (The work of soldiers,) where the hero sate. 


itch this quarter my adventure falls: 

ith the morn the Greeks attack your walls: 
less they sit, impatient to engage, 

carce their rulers check the martial rage. 
hen thou art of stern Pelides’ train 
mournful monarch thus rejoin'd again,) 

ll me truly, where, oh! where are laid 

n’s dear relics! what befalls him dead ? 
dogs dismember'd (on the naked plains,) 


Large was the door, whose well-compacted strength 

A solid pine-tree barr'd, of wonderous length ; 

Scarce three strong Grecks could 1:{ its mighty 
weight, 

But great Achilles sincly closed the gate. 560 

This Hermes (such the power of gods) set wide ; 

Then swift alighted the celestial guide, 

And thus, reveal’d—Hear, prince! and understand 

Thou owest thy guidance to no mortal hand ; 


-unmangled rest his cold remains ? 500| Hermes I am, descended froin above, 


ivour'd of the skies! (thus answer’d then 
ower that mediates between gods and men) 
2658 nor vultures have thy Hector rent, 
hole he lies, neglected in the tent; 
he twelfth evening since he rested there, 
ch’d by worms, untainted by the air. 
3 Aurora’s ruddy beam is spread, 
| his friend’s tomb Achilles drags the dead: 
idisfigured or in limb or face, 
‘sh he lies, with every living grace, 510 
ical in death! No stains are found 
11 the corse, and closed is every wound; 
‘-h many a wound they gave. Some heavenly 
care, 
hand divine, preserves him ever fair ; 
the host of heaven, to whom he led 
so grateful, still regard him dead. 
s spoke to Priam the celestial guide, 
oyful thus the royal sire replied : 
8. the man who pays the gods above 
dnstant tribute of respect and love; 520 
who inhabit the Olympian bower 
im forgot not, in exalted power ; 
[eaven, that every virtue bears in mind, 
o the ashes of the just is kind. 
ou, O generous youth! this goblet take, 
Ine of gratitude, for Hector's sake ; 
rhile the favouring gods our steps survey, 
> Pelides’ tent conduct my way. 
whom the latent god: O king, forbear 
upt my youth, for apt is youth to err: 530 
Ἢ J, absent from my prince’s sight, 
rifts in secret that must shun the light? 
from our master’s interest thus we draw, 
a licensed theft that ’scapes the law. 
cting him, my soul abjures the offence; 
ithe crime, I dread the consequence. 
far as Argos, pleased I could convey, 
of thy life and partner of thy way; 
6 attend, thy safety to maintain, 


The king of arts, the messenger of Jove. 

Farewell: to shun Achilles’ sight I fly ; 

Uncommon are such favours of the sky, 

Nor stand confess’d to frail mortality. 

Now fearless enter, and prefer thy prayers ; 570 
Adjure him by his father’s silver hairs, 

His son, his mother ! urge him to bestow 

Whatever pity that stern heart can know. 

Thus having said, he vanish'd from his eycs, 
And in a moment shot into the skies ; 

The hing, confirm’d from heaven, alighted there, 
And left his aged herald on the car; 
With solemn pace through various rooms he wert, 
And found Achilles in his inner tent ; 
There sate the hero; Alcimus the brave, 580 
And great Automcdon, attendance gave ; 
These served his person at the royal feast: 
Around, at awful distance, stood the rest. 

Unseen by these, the king his entry made ; 
Ard, prostrate now before Achilles laid, 
Sudden (a venerable sight) appears: 
Embraced his knees, and bathed his hands in tears: 
Those direful hands his kisses press’d, imbrued 
E’en with the best, the dearest of his blocd ! 

As when a wretch ‘who, conscious of his crime, 
Pursued for murder, flies his native clime) 59] 
Just gains some frontier, breathless, pale, amazed! 
All gaze, all wonder: thus Achilles gazed ? 

Thus stood the attendants stupid with snrprise : 
All mute, yet seem to question with their eyes; 
Each Jook’d on other, none the silence broke, 
Till thus at last the kingly suppliant spoke : 

Ah think, thou favour'd of the powers divine, 
Think of thy father’s age, and pity mine ! 

In me, that father’s reverend image trace, 600 
Those silver hairs, that venerable face ; 

His trembling limbs, his helpless person, see ! 

In all my equal but in misery ! 

Yet now, perhaps, some turn of human fate 

Expels him helpless frum his peaceful state ; 


athiess forests or the roaring main. §40| Think, from some powerful foe thon sce’st him fly 


said, then took the chariot at a bound, 

inatch’d the reins, and whirl’d the lash 
around : 

the inspiring god that urged them on, 

virsers fly with spirit not their own. 

ow they reach'd the naval walls, and found 

lards repastinz, while the bowls go round. 


And beg protection with a feeble cry. 

Yet still one comfort in his soul may rire : 

He hears his son still lives to glad his eyes ; 

And, hearing, still may hope a better day 610 
May send him thee, to chase that foc away. 

No comfort to my griefs, no hopes remain, 

The best, the bravest of my sons are slzin! 
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Yet what a race, ere Greece to Ihon came, 
The pledce of many a loved and loving dame 


Nineteen one motuer bore—Dead, all are dead! ‘ 


Ylow off, alia! has wretched Pram bled ! 
Sull one was lefi, their loss to recompense ; 
His father’s hope, his country’s last defence. 
Him too thy rage has stain! beneath thy steel 
Unhappy in his country’s cause he fell! 
For tum, through hostile camps I bend my way, 
For him thus prostrate at thy feet I lay; 
Large g.fis proportion'd to thy wrath 1 bear; 
Oh hear the wretched, and the gods revere! 
Think of thy father, and this face behold! 
See him in me, as helpless and as old, 
Though not 50 wretched: there he yields to me, 
The first of men in sovereign misery ! 
Thus forced to kneel, thus groveling to embrace 630. 
The scourge and ruin of my realm and race ; 
Suppliant my children’s murderer to implore, 
And kiss those hands yet reeking with their gore! 
These words soft pty in the chief inspire, 
Touch’d with the dear remembrance of bis sire; 
Then with his hand ‘as prostrate still he lay) 
The old man’s cheek he gently turn’d away. 
Now each by turns indulged the gush of woe; 
And now the mingled tides together flow ; 
This low on earth, that gently bending o'er, 
A father one, and one a son deplore: 
But great Achilies different passions rend, 
And now his sire he mourns, and now his friend. 
The inf-ctious sofiness through the heroes ran; 
One universal soleinn shower began; 
They bore as heroes, but they felt as man 
Satiate at length with unavailing woes, 
From the high throne divine Achilles rose ; 
The reverend monarch by the hand he raised; 
On his white beard and fori majestic gazed, 650 
Not unrelenting : then serene began 
With words to soothe the miserable man. 
Alas! what weight of anguish hast thou known! 
Unhappy prince! thus guardless and alone 
To paes through foes, and thus undaunted face 
The man whose fury hus destroy'd thy race! 
Heaven sure has ann'd thee with a heart of steel, 
A strength proportion’d to the woes you feel. 
Rise then: let reason mitigate your care; 
To mourn avails not; man is born to bear; 
Such is, alas! the gods’ severe decree ; 
They, only they, are blest, and only free. 
Two urns by Jove's high throne have ever stood, 
The source of evil one, and one of good; 
From thence the cup of mortal man he fills, 
Blessings to these, to those distributes ills ; 
To most, he mingles both. The wretch decreed 
To taste the bad, unmix’d, is curst indeed; 
Puroued by wrongs, by meagre famine driven, 
Ho wandcra, outcast both of earth and heaven. 670 
The happiest taste not happiness sincere, 
But find the cordial draught is dash’d with care. 
Who more than Peleus shone in wealth and 
power! 
What stars concurring blest his natal hour! 
A realm, a goddess to his wishes given; 
Graced by the gods with all the gifis of heaven: 
One evil yet o'ertakes his latest day : 
No race succeeding to imperial sway : 
An only son ; and he (alas') ordain'd, 
To fall untimely in a foreign land. 


610 


660 


| See him, in Troy, the pious care decline, 
| Of his weak age, to live the curse of thine! 


Thou too, old man, hast happier days beheld, 
In nches once, in chitdren once excell'd; 
Extended Phrvgia cwn'd thy ample reign, 
And all fair Le-bos’ bli<eful seats contain, 


620. And all wide Hellespont’s unmeasured main. 


But since the god his hand has pleased to tura, 
And fill thy measures from his bitter urn, 

What sees the sun, but apless heroes’ falls 1 
War and the blood of men surround thy walls! 
What must be, must be. Bear thy Jot nor shed 
These unavailing sorrows o'er the dead : 

Thou canst not call him from the Stygian shore, 
But thos, alas! mayest live, to suffer more! 

To whom the king: Oh faveur'd of the skies! 
Here let me grow to earth! since Hector lies 
On the bare beach deprived of obsequies. 
Oh give me Ifer:or! to my eyes restore 
His corse, and take the gilts; Task no more. 10 
Thou, as thou may'st, these boundless stores enjoy; 
Safe may'st thou sail, and turn thy wrath fim 

Troy: 

So shall thy pity and forbearance give 
A weak old man to see the light and live! 

Move me no more (Achilles thus replies, 
While kindling anger sparkled in his eyes ;) 
Nor seek by te irs ny steady soul to bend ; 
To yield thy Hector 1 myself intend : 
For know, from Jove my goddess-muther came 
(Old Ocean's daughter, silver footed dame;) τ 
Nor com’st thou but by heaven ; nor const alone; 
Some god impels with courage not thy own; 
No human hand the weigl:ty gates unbarr'd, 
Nor could the boldest of our youth have dared 
To pass our out-works, or elude the guard. 
Cease: lest neglectful of high Jove’s command, ! 
I show thee, king! thou tread’st on hostile land; | 
Release my knees, thy suppliant art give o'er, 
And shake the purpose of my sou! no more. 

The sire obey'd hin, trembling and o'erawed, 72 

Achilles, like a lion, rush’d abroad ; 

Automedon and Alcimus attend 

(Whom most he honour'd since he lost bis friend) 
These to unyoke the mules and horses went, 
And led the hoary herald to the tent ; 

Next heap‘d on high the numerous presents bear 
(Great Hector’s ransom) from the palish'd car. 
Two splendid mantles, and a carpet spread, 
They leave, to cover and enwrap the dead. 
Then call the handmaids, with assistant toil 
To wash the body, and anoint with oi, 

Apart from Priam; lest the unhappy sire, 
Provoked to passion, once more rouse to ire 
The stern Pelides; and nor sacred age, 

Nor Jove’s command should check the rising rage. 
This done, the garments o'er the corse they spread 
Achilles lifts it to the funeral bed ; 

Then, while the body on the car they laid, 

He groans, and calls on leved Patroclus’ shade: 

If} in that gloom which never light must know, 740 

The deeds of mortals touch the ghosts below; 
O friend! forgive me, that [thus fulfil 
(Restoring Hector) Heaven's unquestion'd will. 
The gifts the father gave, be ever thine, 

To grace thy manes, and adorn thy shrine. 
Ve aad, and, entering, took his seat of state, 


--..... -..-.-. 
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τι, composed, the godlike chief begun : Then he: Now, father, sleep, but sleep not here; 

hy prayer restored, thy breathless son; Consult thy safety, and forgive my fear; 

d os: the funeral couch he lies ; 750| Lest any Argive (at this hour awake, 

n as morning paints the castern skies, To ask our counsel, or our orders take) 

it is granted to thy longing eyes. Approaching sudden to our open’d tent, 820 
‘the peaceful hours of sacred night Petchance behold thee, and our grace prevent 
refection, and to rest invite ; Should such report thy honour'd person here, 

1, O father! thus consumed with woe, The king of men the ransom might defer. 

1mon cares that nourish life forego. But say with specd, if aught of thy desire 

i did Niobe, of form divine, Remains unask’d; what time the rites require 

: once, whose sorrows equall’d thine: To inter thy Ilector? For, so long we stay 

hful sons, as many blooming maids, Our slaughtering arm, and bid the hosts obey 

id day beheld the Stygian shades ; 760] Hf then thy will permit (the monarch said,) 

y Apollo’s silver bow were slain, To finish all due honours to the dead, 

ynthia’s arrows stretch'd upon the plain: =| This, of thy grace accord: to thee are known 830 
1er pride chastised by wrath divine, The fears of Ilion, closed within her town ; 

tch'd her own with bright Latona’s line; And at what distance from our walls aspire 


the goddess, twelve the queen enjoy'd ; The hills of Ide, and forests for the fire. 
dasted twelve the avenging two destroy'd. | Nine days to vent our sorrows I request, 
in their blood, and in the dust out-spread, | The tenth shall see the funeral and the feast; 


‘s, neglected, lay exposed the dead : The next to raise his monument be given: 

to weep them, to inhume them none The twelfth we war, if war be doom'd by Heaven. 
e had turn'd the nation allto stone;) 770} This thy request (replied the chief) enjoy: 
3 themselves at length, relenting, gave Till then, our arms suspend the fall of Troy. 
ippy race the honuurs of a grave. Then gave his hand at parting, to prevent 84 
1 rock (for such was Heaven's high will) |The old man’s fears, and turn’d within the tent: 
deserts wild now pours a weeping rill; Where fair Briseis, bright in blooming charms, 

ound the bed whence Acheloiis springs, Expects her hero with desiring arms. 
ery fairics dance in mazy rings, But in the porch the king and herald rest ; 

gh on Sipylus’s shaggy brow Sad dreams of care yet wandering in their breast, 
ds, her own sad monument of woe; Now gods and men the gifts of sleep partake 
< fur ever lasts, the tears for ever flow. Industrious Hermes only was awake, 
rriefs, O king! have other parents known; |The king's return revolving in his mind, 
er theirs, and mitigate thy own. 780|To pass the ramparts, and the watch to blind. 
of Heaven thy Hector has appear’d, The power descending hover'd o’er his head: 850 
| he lie unwept and uninterr'd ; And sleep’st thou, father! (thus the vision said ἢ) 
y thy aged cheeks in tears be drown’d, Now dost thou sleep, when Hector is restored ? 
the eyes of Ilion stream around. Nor fear the Grecian foes, or Grecian lord ? 

d; and, rising, chose the victim ewe Thy presence here should stern Atrides see, 

rer fleece, which his attendants slew. Thy still-surviving’sons may sue for thee ; 

3 they sever from the reeking hide, May offer all thy treasures yet contain, 

ll prepare them, and in parts divide: To spare thy age; and offer all in vain. 

the coals the separate morsels lays, 790| Waked with the word, the trembling sire arose, 
ty, snatches from the rising blaze. And raised his friend: the god before him goes: 

ad the glittering canisters they load, He joins the mules, directs them with his hand, 860 
ound the board Automedon bestow’'d: And moves in silence through the hostile land. 
‘f himself to each his portion placed, When now to Xanthus’ yellow stream they drove 

ἢ indulging shared in sweet repast. (Xanthus, immortal progeny of Jove,) 

»w the rage of hunger was represt, The winged deity forsook their view, 
idering hero eyes his royal guest : And in a moment to Olympus flew. 

he royal guest the hero cyes, Now shed Aurora round her saffron ray, 

ike aspect and majestic size ; Sprung through the gates of light, and gave the day: 
αὐ] grace and noble fire engage ; 800 Charged with their mournful load, to Ilion go 

Ὁ, the mild benevolence of age. The sage and king, majestically slow. 

ing long, the silence neither broke Cassandra first beholds, from Ilion’s spire, 870 
im scene !) at length the father spoke: The sad procession of her hoary sire; 

me now, beloved of Jove! to steep ‘Then as the pensive pomp advanced more near 

ul temples in the dew of sleep : (Her breathless brother stretch’d upon the bier,) 

e the day that number’d with the dead A shower of tears o’crflows her beauteous eyes, 

238 son, the dust has been my bed; Alarming thus all Hion with her cries; 
p a stranger to my weeping eyes ; Turn here your steps, and here your eyes employ 
food, my sorrows and my sighs; Ye wretched daughters, and ye sons of Troy! 

, encouraged by the grace you give, 810 If e’er ye rush’d in crowds, with vast delight, 

iy banquet, and consent to live. To hail your hero glorious from the fighit ; 

hat, Achilles bade prepare the bed, Now mect him dead, and let your sorrows flow! 880 
ple soft, and shaggy carpets spread ; Your common triumph, and your common woe, 

‘the flaming lights, they bend their way, In thronging crowds they issue to the plaine ᾿ 

x the couches, and the coverings lay. Nor man, nor woman, in the walla temaina . 
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In every face the self-same grief is shown ; 

And Troy sends forth one universal groan. 

At Scwa's gates they meet the mourning wain, 
Hang on the wheels, and grovel round the slain 
The wife and mother, frantic with despair 

Kiss his pale cheek, and rend their scatter’d hair: 
Thus wildly wailing at the gates they lay ; 

And there had sigh'd and sorrow’d out the day: 
But godlike Priam from the chariot rose : 
Forbear (he cried) this violence of woes ; 

First to the palace let the car proceed, 

Then pour your boundless sorrows o’er the dead. 

The waves of people at his word divide, 

Slow rolls the chariot through the following tide: 
E’en to the palace the sad pomp they wait: 
They weep, and place him on the bed of state. 

A melancholy choir attend around, 

With plaintive sighs, and music’s solemn sound : 
Alternately they sing, alternate flow 

The obedient tears, melodious in their woe. 
While deeper sorrows groan from each full heart, 
And nature speaks at every pause of art. 

First to the corse the weeping consort flew; 
Around his neck her milk-white arms she threw— 
And, oh, my Hector! ob, my lord! she cries, 
Snatch'd in thy bloom from these desiring eyes! 
Thou to the dismal reals for ever gone! 

And I abandon’‘d, desolate, alone ! 

An only son, once comfort of our pains, 

Sad product now of hapless love, remains ! 

Never to manly age that son shall rise, 

Or with increasing graces glad my eyes; 

For Ilion now (her great defender slain) 

Shall sink a smoking ruin on the plain. 

Who now protects her wives with guardian care? 

Who saves her infants from the rage of war? 

Now hostile fleets must waft those infants o’er 

(Those wives must wait them) to a foreign shore! 

Thou too, my son! to barbarous climes shall go, 

The sad companion of thy mother’s woe ; 

Driven hence a slave before the victor’s sword ; 

Condemn‘d to toil for some inhuman lord: 

Or else some Greek whose father press’d the plain, 

Or son, or brother, by great Hector slain, 

In Hector’s blood his vengeance shall enjoy, 

And hurl thee headlong from the towers of Troy. 

For thy stern father never spared a foe: 

Thence all these tears, and all this scene of woe! 

Thence many evils his sad parents bore, 

His parents many, but his consort more. 

Why gav’st thou not to me thy dying hand? 

And why received not | thy last command? 

Some word thou wouldst have spoke, which, sadly 
dear, 

My soul might keep, or utter with a tear; 

Which never, never, could be Jost in air, 

Fix’d in my heart, and oft repeated there! 

Thus to her weeping maids she makes her mosn. 
Her weeping handmaids echo groan for groan. 

The mournful mother next sustains her part. 
O thou, the best, the dearest to my heart ! 

Of all my race thou most by heaven approved, 
And by the immortals c’en in death beloved. 
While all my other sons in barbarous bands 
Achilles bounil, and sold to forcign lands, 
This felt no chains, but went a glorious ghost, 
Free and a hero, to the Stygian coast. 
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Sentenced, ‘tis true, by his inhuman doom, % 
Thy noble corse was dragg’d around the tomb 
(The tomb of him thy warlike arm had slain») 
Ungenerous insult, impotent and vain! 

Yet glow'st thon fresh with every living grace; 
No mark of pain or violence of face; 


890 Rosy and fair, as Phebus’ silver bow 


Dismiss'd thee gently to the shades below ! 
Thus spoke the dame, and melted into tear. 
Sad Helen next in pomp of grief appears: 
Fast from the shining sluices of her eyes 5) 
Fall the round crystal drops, while .hus she cries: 
Ah, dearest friend! in whom the gods had Ἰοο ὁ 
The mildest manners with the bravest mind; 
Now twice ten years (unhappy years) are oer, 
Since Paris bronght me to the Trojan shore 


900|(O had I perish'd ere that form divine 


Seduced this soft, this easy heart of mine!) 

Yet was it ne’er my fate, from thee to find 

A deed ungentle, or a word unkind : 

When others cursed the authoress of their woe, 90 
Thy pity check'd my sorrows in their flow. 

If some proud brother eyed me with disdais, 

Or scornful sister with her sweeping train; 

Thy gentle accents soften'd all my pain. 

For thee 1 mourn; and mourn myself in thee, 


910|The wretched source of 4}} this misery! 


The fate I caused for ever I bemoan ; 

Sad Helen has no friend, now thou art gone! 
Through Troy's wide streets abandon'd shall I roxn. 
In Troy deserted, as abhorr’d at home: <0 

So spoke the fair, with sorrow-streaming eye: 
Distressful beauty melts each stander-by ; 

On all around the infectious sorrow glows; 
But Priam check'd the torrent as it rose. 
Perform, ye Trojans! what the rites require, 
And fell the forest for a funeral pyre ; 

Twelve days, nor foes nor secret ambush dread; 
Achilles grants these honours to the dead. 

He spoke: and, at his word, the Trojan train, 
Their mules and oxen harness to the wain, mm 
Pour through the gates, and, fell’d from Ida's crows, 
Roll back the gather’d forests to the town. 

These toils continue nine succecding days, 
And high in air a sylvan structure raise. 
But when the tenth fair morn began to shine, 


930) Forth to the pile was borne the man divine, 


And placed alofi: while all, with streaming eyes, 
Beheld the flames and rolling smokes arize. 
Soon as Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 

With rosy lustre streak'd the dewy lawn; 
Again the mournful crowds surround the pyre, 
And quench with wine the yet remaining fre. 
The snowy bones his friends and brothers place 
(With tears collected) in a golden vase ; 

The golden vase in purple palls they τ] "ἃ, 

Of softest texture, and inwrought with gold. 
Last o’er the urn the sacred earth they spread, 
And raised the tomb, memorial of the dead. 
(Strong guards and spies, till all the ritea were done, 
Watch'd from the rising to the setting sun.) 10} 
All Troy then moves to Priam’s court again, 

A solemn, silent, melancholy train: 

Assembled there, from pious toil they rest, 

And eadly shared the last sepulchral feast. 

Such honours Hien to her hero paid, 

And peaceful slept the mighty Tlector’s shade. 
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We have now passed through the Tiiad, and seen|land, at last returned in safety to Ithaca, whicl¥ is the 


re anger of Achilles, and the terrible effects of it, at 
nend. As that only was the subject of the poem, 
od the nature of epic poetry would not permit our 
athor to proceed to the event of the war, it may, 
erhaps, be acceptable to the common reader, to 
ve a short account of what happened to Troy 
ad the chief actors of this poem, after the conclusion 
F it. 

I need not mention that Troy was taken soon after 
ie death of Hector, by the stratagem of the wooden 
orse, the particulars of which are described by Vir- 
in the second book of the neis. 

Achilles fell before Troy, by the hand of Paris, by 
re shot of an arrow in his heel, as Hector had pro- 
hesied at his death, Book xxii. 

The unfortunate Priam was killed by Pyrrhus the 
on or Achilles. 

Ajax, after the death of Achilles, had a contest 
‘ith Ulysses for the armour of Vulcan; but, being 
efeated in his aim, he slew himself through indig- 
ation. 

Helen, after the death of Paris, married Deiphobus 
ig brother, and at the taking of Troy, betrayed him, 
1 order to reconcile herself to Menelaiis, her first 
usband, who received her again into favour. 

Agamemnon at his return was barbarously mur- 
ered by ‘Ecysthus, at the instigation of Clytemnes- 
‘a, his wife, who, in his absence, had dishonoured 
is bed with Agysthus. 

Diomed, after the fall of Troy, was expelled his 
wn country, and scarce escaped with life from his 
dulterous wife A:ziale; but at last was received by 
Jaunus in Apulia, and shared his kingdom: it is un- 
ertain how he died. 

Nestor lived in peace, with his children, in Pylos, 
ig native country. 

Ulysses also, after innumerable troubles by sea and 


subject of Homer's Odyssey. 

I must end these remarks by discharging my duty 
to two of my friends, which is the more an indispen- 
sable picce of justice, as the one of them is since 
dead: the merit of their kindness to me will appear 
infinitely the greater, as the task they undertook was 
in its own nature, of much more labour than either 
pleasure or reputation. The larger part of the ex- 
tracts from Eustathius together with several excellent 
observations, were sent me by Mr. Broome; and the 
whole essay upon Homer was writen, upon such 
memoirs as I had collected, by the late Dr. Parnell, 
archdeacon of Clocher in Jreland: how very much 
that gentleman's friendship prevailed over his genius, 
in detaining a writer of his spirit in the drudgery of 
removing the rubbish of past pedants, will soon ap- 
pear to the world, when they shall see those beautiful 
pieces of poetry, the publication of which he lett to 
my charge, almost with his dying breath. 

For what remains, I] beg leave to be excused from 
the ceremonies of taking leave at the end of my work ; 
and from embracing myself or others with any de- 
fences or apologies about it. But inetead of raising a 
vain monument to myself, of the merits or difficulties 
of it (which must be left to the world, to truth, and 
to posterity,) let me leave behind me a memorial of 
my friendship, with one of the most valuable men, as 
well as finest writers, of my age and country: one 
who has tried, and knows by his own experience how 
hard an undertaking it is to do justiceto Hlomer: and 
one who, ἴ am sure, sincerely rejoices witn me at the 
period of my labours. To him, tnererore, having 
brought this long work to a conclusion, | desire to 
dedicafe it; and to have the honour and satisfaction 
of placing together in this manner, the names of Mr. 
CONGREVE, and of 
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BOOK I. 


ARGUMENT. 

Minerra's Descent to Ithaca. 

1s within forty-cight days of the arrival 
this dominions. He had now remained 
in the island of Calypso, when the gods 
1 council proposed the method of his de- 
1 thence, and his return to hia native 
1 this purpose it is concluded to send 
Jalypso, and Pallas immediately descends 
She bolds a conference with Telemachus, 
: of Mentes, king of the Taphians; in 
dviscs him to take a journey in quest of 
ysees, to Pylos and Sparta, where Nestor 
is vet reigned; then, after having visibly 
rdivinity, disappears. The suitors of Pe- 
Ὁ great entertainments, and riot in her 
tight. Phemius sings to them th returo 
nna, till Penelope puts a stop to the song. 
arise between the suitors and Telema- 
ummons the council to ineet the day fol- 


BOOK I. 


for wisdom's various arts renown'd, 
"ἃ in woes, oh .Wuse ! resound. 

iis arms had wrought the destined fal. 
oy, and razed her heaven-built wall, 
om clime to clime, observant stray’d, 
5. noted, and their states survey'd. 
as unnumber’d toils he bore, 

friends to gain his natal shore: 

iit impious folly dared to prey 

oted to the god of day ; 

ictive doom’d them never more 
iless’d ) to touch that natal shore. 
‘me portion of these acts from fate, 
e! and to our world relate. 

ir native realms the Greeks arrived: 
vars of ten long years survived, 

the perils of the gulfy main. 

of all the victor train, 

1 his dear paternal coast, 

absent queen and empire lost. 

1 caves constrain'd his stay 
‘cluctant, amorous delay: 

1ow the circling years disclose 
lestined to reward his woes. 

Ithaca is given by fate, 

tw labours his arrival wait; 
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At length their rage the hostile powers restrain, 
All but the ruthless monarch of the main. 
But now the god, remote, a heavenly guest, 
In Lthiopia graced the genial feast, 
(A race divided, whom with sloping rays 
The rising and descending sun surveys ;) 
There on the world’s extremest verge, revered 
With hecatombs and prayer in pomp preferr'd, 
Distant he lay: while in the bright abodes 
Of high Olympus, Jove convened the gods: 
The assembly thus the sire supreme addrest, 
Egysthus’ fate revolving in his breast, 
Whom young Orestes to the dreary coast 
Of Pluto sent, a blood-polluted ghost. 

Perverse mankind! whose wills, created free, 
Charge all their woes on absolute decree ; 
All to the dooming gods their guilt translate, 
And follies are miscall’d the crimes of fate. 
When to his lust AZgysthus gave the rein, 
Did fate, or we, the adulterous act constrain ? 
Did fate, or we, when great Atrides died, 
Urge the bold traitor to the regicide? 
Hermes I sent, while yet his soul remain’d 
Sincere from royal blood, and faith profaned, 
To warn the wretch, that young Orestes, grown 
To manly years, should re-assert the throne. 
Yet, impotent of mind, and uncontroll'd, 
He plunged into the gulf which heaven foretold 

Here paused the god: and pensive thus replies 
Minerva, graceful with her azure eyes. 
O thou! from whom the whole creation springs, 
The source of power on earth derived to kings! 
His death was equal to the direful deed ; 
So may the man of blood be doom’d to bleed : 
But grief and rage alternate wound my breast 
For brave Ulysses still by fate opprest. 
Amidst an isle, around whose rocky shore 
The forests murmur, and the surges roar, 
The blameless hero from his wish’d-for home 
A goddess guards in her enchanted dome: 
(Atlas her sire, to whose fair piercing cye 
The wonders of the deep expanded lic ; 
The eterna: columns which on earth he rears 
End in the starry vault, and prop the spheres,) 
By his fair daughter is the chief confined, 
Who soothes to dear delight his anxious mind : 
Successless all her soft caresses prove, 
To banish from his breast his country’s love ; 
To see the smoke from his loved palace rise, 
While the dear isle in distant prospect lies, 
With what contentment could he clone his eyes , 
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nmon turf, lie naked on the plain, Thus manifest of right, I build my claim, 
u’d to welter in the whelming main. 210) Sure founded on a fair maternal tame, 
he return, that troop so blithe and bold, Ulysses’ son: but happier he, whorn fate 
rple robe inwrought, and stiff with gold, Hath placed beneath the storms which toss the great | 
int in fear would wing their flight, Happier the son, whose hoary sire is blest 231 
se their cumbrous pride’s unwieldy weight. | With humble affluence, and domestic rest ! 
I dream ! the appointed hour is fled ; Happier than J, to future empire barn, 
ye too long with vain delusion fed, But doom’d a father’s wretched fate to mourn ! 
the rumour of fallacious fame, To whom, with aspect mild, the quest divine : 
the roll of death his glorious name! Oh true descendant of a scepter'd line! 
nial freedom Jet me now demand The gods a glorious fate, from anguish free, 
16, thy lineage, and paternal land; 220} To chaste Penelope's increase decree. 
from whence began thy course, recite, But say, yon jovial troops so gaily drest, 
vhat ship I owe the friendly freight ? Is this a bridal or a friendly feast 7 290 
it to me this visit dost thou deign, Or from their deed I rightlier may divine, 
ver’d in my father’s social train? Unseemly flown with insolence and wine, 
deserved his choice, he made his own, Unwelcome revellers, whose lawless joy 
rious much to know, he far was known. Pains the sage ear, and hurts the sober eye ? 
rth 1 boast (the blue-eyed virgin cries) Magnificence of old (the prince replied) 
eat Anchialus, renown’'d and wise: Beneath our roof with virtue could reside; 
my name; 1 rule the Taphian race, Unblamed abundance crown’d the royal board, 
sounds the deep circumfluent waves embrace :| What time this dome revered her prudent lord ; 
us people, and industrious isle, 9231} Who now (so heaven decrees) is doom’d to moum, 
1} arts inured, and stormy toil. Bitter constraint, erroneous and forlorn. 300 
ἃ with iron from my native land, Better the chief, on Iion’s hostile plain, 
1y voyage to the Brutian strand; Had fallen surrounded with his warlike train ; 
by commerce, for the labour'd mass, Or safe return'd, the race of g!ory past, 
roportion of refulgent brasa. New to his friends’ embrace, had breathed his last ! 
1 your capital my ship resides Then grateful Greece with streaming eyes would 
irus, and secure at anchor rides; raise 
waving groves on airy Neion grow, Historic marbles to record his praise ; 
oly tall, and shade the deeps below. 940] His praise, eternal on the faithful stone, 
to revisit your iinperial dome, Had with transmissive honour graced his son. 
hereditary guest I come: Now snatch’d by harpies to the dreary coast, 
ther’s friend. Taertes can relate Sunk is the hero, and his glory lost: 310 
h unspotted, and its carly date ; Vanish'd at once! unheard of, and unknown! 
‘ess'd with heart-corroding grief and years, | And I his heir in misery alone. 
ray eourt a rural shed prefers, Nor for a dear lost father only flow 
sole ofall his train, a matron sage The filial tears, but woe succeeds to woe: 
3 with homely food his drooping age, To tempt the spouscless queen with amorous wiles, 
‘lle steps from marshalling his vines, Resort the nobles from the neizhbouring isles ; 
17 sad, when toilsome day declines. 950] From Samos, circled with the Idian main, 
friendly speed, induced by erring fame, Dulichium, and Zacyuthus’ sylvan reign: 
Ulysses’ safe return, I came; Even with presumptuous hope her bed to ascend, 
the frown of some celestial power The lords of Ithaca their nght pretend. 320 
Vious joy retards the blissful hour. She seems attentive to their pleaded vows, 
your eoul be sunk in sad despair : Her heart detesting what her car allows. 
» he breathes this heavenly vital air, They, vain expectants of the bridal hour, 
a savage race, whoze shelfy bounds My stores in riotous expense devour, 
aseless roar the foaming deep surrounds. In feast and dance the mirthful months employ, 
ughts which roll within my ravish’d breast, | And meditate my doom to crown their joy. 
no seer, the inspiring gods suggcst ; 260] With tender pity touch'd, the caddess cried : 
i'd, nor studious, with prophetic eye Soon may kind heaven a sure το]! provide, 
ve the winged omens of the sky. Soon may your sire discharge the vengeance due 
r this certain speech, nor deem it vain; And all your wrongs the proud oppressors rue. 330 
adamantine bonds the chief restrain, Oh! in that portal should the chief appear, 
» restraint his wisdom will defeat, Each hand tremendous with a brazen spear, 
m restore hirn to his regal seat. In radiant panoply his limbs incased 
erous youth ! sincere and free declare, (For so of old my father’s court he graced, 
»of manly growth, his royal heir ? When social mirth unbent his serious soul, 
Ulysses in your look appears, O’er the full banquet, and the sprightly bowl :) 
1¢ his features, if the same his years. 270] He then from Ephyré the fair domain 
is the face on which I dwelt with joy, Of Illus, sprung from Jason's royal strain, 
ece assembled stemm'd the tides to Troy; | Measured a length of seas, a toilsome length, in vain 
‘ing then for that detested shore, For, voyaging to learn the direful art 34¢ 
3, unhappy! never greeted more. To taint with deadly drugs the barbed dart, 


ove a genuine birth (the prince replies) Observant of the gods, and sternly just, 
ue truth assenting faith relies; Tus refused to impart the baneful trast: 
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With friendlier zeal my father’s soul was fired, 
‘The drugs he knew, and gave the boon desired. 
Appear'd he now with such heroic port, 
As then conspicuous at the Taphian court ; 
Soon should yon boasters cease their haughty 
strife, 
Or each atone his guilty love with life. 
But of his wish’d return the care resign; 
Be future vengeance to the powers divine. 
My sentence hear: with stern distaste avow'd, 
To their own districts drive the suitor-crowd : 
When next the morning warms the purple east, 
Convoke the peerage, and the gods attest ; 
The sorrows of your inmost soul relate ; 
And form sure plans, to save the sinking state. 
Should second love a pleasing flame inspire, 
And the chaste queen connubial rites require ; 
Dismiss'd with honour, let her hence repair 360 
To great Icarius, whose paternal care 
Will guide her passion, and reward her choice 
With wealthy dower, and bridal gifts of price. 
Then let this dictate of my love prevail : 
Instant, te foreign realms prepare to sail, 
To learn your father’s fortunes: Fame may prove, 
Or omen’d voice (the messenger of Jove) 
Propitious to the search. Direct your toil 
Through the wide ecean first to sandy Pyle; 
Of Nestor, hoary sage, his doom demand : 
Thence speed your voyage to the Spartan strand? 
For young Atrides to the Achaian coast 
Arrived the last of all the victor host. 
If yet Ulysses views the light, forbear, 
Till the tleet hours restore the circling year. 
But if his soul hath wing'd the destined flight, 
Inhabitant of deep disastrous night; 
Homeward with pious speed repass the main, 
To the palo shade funcreal rites ordain, 
Plant the fair column o’er the vacant grave, 
A hero's honours let the hero have. 
With decent grief the roya] dead deplored, 
For the chaste queen select an equal Jord. 
Then let revenge your daring mind employ, 
By fraud or force the suitor-train destroy, 
And starting into manhood, scorn the boy. 
Hast thou ποῖ heard how young Orestes, fired 
With great revenge, immortal praise acquired ? 
His virgin-sword, A.gysthus’ veins imbrued ; 
The murderer fell, and blood atoned for blood. 
O greatly bless’d with every blooming grace! 
With equal steps the paths of glory trace: 
Join to that royal youth’s your rival name, 
And shine eternal in the sphere of fame.— 
But my associates now my stay deplore, 
Impaticnt on the hoarse-resounding shore. 
Thou, heedful of advice, secure proceed ; 
My praise the precept is, be thine the deed. 
The counsel of my friend (the youth rejoin’d) 
Imprints conviction on my grateful mind. 
So fathers speak (persuasive speech and mild) 
Their sage experience to the favourite child. 
But, since to part, for sweet refection due, 
The genial viands let my train renew ; 
And the rich pledge of plighted faith receive, 
Worthy the heir of Ithaca to give. 
Defer the promised boon (the goddess cries, 
Celestial azure brightening in her eyes,) 
And let me now regain the Reithrian port: 
From Temese¢ return'd, your royal court 


I shall revisit; and that pledge receive ; 

And gifts, memorial of our friendship, leave. 
Abrupt, with eagle-speed she cat the sky; 

Instant invisible to mortal eye. 

Then first he recognised the ethercal guest ; 

Wonder and joy alternate fire his breast: 

Heroic thoughts, infused, his heart dilate: 


350 Revolving much his father’s doubtful fate. 


At length, composed, he join'd the suitor-thro™g; 
Hush'd in attention to the warbied song. 

His tender theme the charming lyrist chase 
Minerva’s anger, and the dreadful woes 
Which voyaging from Troy the victors bore, 
While storms vindictive intercept the shore. 
The shrilling airs the vaulted roof rebounds, 
Reflecting to the queen the silver sounds. 
With grief renew'd the weeping fair descends; 
Their sovereign’s step a virgin train attends; 
A veil, of richest texture wrought, she wears, 
And silent to the joyous hal! repairs. 

There from the portal, with her mild command, 
Thus gently checks the minstrel’s tuneful hand: 
Phemius! let acts of gode, and heroes old, 
What ancient bards in hall and bower have told, 

Attemper’d to the lyre, your voice employ: 
Such the pleased ear will drink with silent joy. 
But, οὗ ! forbear that dear disastrous name, 


370|To sorrow sacred, and secure of fame : 


My bleeding bosom sickens at the sound, 

And every piercing note inflicts a wound. 
Why, dearest object of my duteous love, 

(Replied the prince) will you the bard reprove } 

Oft, Jove's ethereal rays (resistless fire) 

The chanter’s soul and raptured song inspire ; 

Instinct divine! nor blame severe bis choice, 

Warbling the Grecian woes with harp and voice 

For novel lays attract our ravish'd ears; 
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380 But old, the mind with inattention hears ; 


Patient permit the sadly pleasing strain ; 

Familiar now with grief, your tears refrain, 

And in the public woe forget your own ; 

You weep not for a perish'd lord alone. 

What Greeks now wandering in the Stygian gloo=, 

With your Ulyssea shared an equal doom: 

Your widow’d hours, apart, with female toil 

And various labours of the loom beguile: 

There rule, from palace-cares remote and free; 

That care to man belongs, and most to me. 
Mature beyond his years, the queen admires 

His sage reply, and with her train retires. 46 

Then swelling sorrows burst their former bounds, 

With echoing gricf afresh the dome resounds ; 

Till Pallas, piteous of her plaintive cries, 

In slumber closed her silver-streaming eyes. 
Meantime, rekindled at the royal charms, 

Tumultuous love each beating bosom warms; 

Intemperate rage a wordy war began; 
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400] But bold Telemachus assumed the man. 


Instant (he cried) your female discord end, 
Ye deedless boasters! and the song attend: 
Obey that sweet compulsion, nor profane 
With dissonance the sinooth melodious strain. 
Pacific now prolong the jovial feast ; 

But when the dawn reveals the rosy east, 

I, to the peers assembled, shall propose 

The firm resolve, I bere to few disclose: 

No longer live the cankers of my court; 
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410! All to their several states with speed resort 


[] THE ODYSSEY. 369 
a wild riot what your land allows, Sole with Telemachus her service ends, 

ly the early feast, and late carouse. 480] A child she nursed him, and a man attends.) 

Ὁ honour lost, ’tis still decreed Whilst to his couch bimself the prince addrest, 

my bow! shall flow, my flock shall bleed; {The duteous dame received the purple vest ; 550 


id revenge my right, impartial Jove !— 
and all the immortal thrones above 
d oath,) each proud oppressor slain, 
th inglorious gore this marble stain. 


by the prince, thus haughty, bold, and young, 
aw’d the lip, and wonder chain'd the tongue. 


at length the gay Antinoiis broke, 

n'd a smile, and thus ambiguous spoke: 
»d to your untutor'd youth affords 
tdlong torrent of amazing words ? 

‘re delay thy reign, and cumber Jate 

it a genius with the toils of state. 

: toils (Telemachus serene replies) 


490 


arms, with all their weight, to allure the wise. 


the throne obsequious fame resides, 
alth incessant rolls her golden tides. 
Antinois rage, if strong desire 
th and fame a youthful bosom fire; 
Jove his delegate of sway, 
yous pride the summons I'd obey. 
er Ulysses roams the realm of night, 
factious power dispute my lineal right, 
her Greeks a fairer claim may plead ; 
pretence their title would precede. 
_ the sceptre lost, I still should reign 
r my vassals, and domestic train. 
is Eurymachus: To heaven alone 
e choice to fill the vacant throne. 
trimonial] stores in peace possess ; 
‘ed, all your filial claim confess: 
vate right should impious power invade, 
rs of Ithaca would arm in aid. 
that stranger guest who late withdrew, 
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id from whence ? his name and lineage show. 


‘e demeanour and majestic grace 

im descended of no vulgar race: 

ome loan of ancient right require, 

: fore-runner of your scepter'd sire 7 

ἢ of Polybus! the prince replies, 

2 my sire will glad these longing eyes: 


-en’s fond hope inventive rumour cheers, 


diviners’ dreams divert her fears. 
anger-guest the Taphian realm obeys, 
. defended with encircling seas. 

an ever-honour’d name, of old 
Ulysses’ social list enroll’d. 
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he, though conscious of the ethereal guest, 


'd evasive of the sly request. 

1e the lyre rejoins the sprightly lay ; 
ttied airs, and dance, conclude the day. 
Ἢ the star of eve with golden light 

. the matron brow of sable night, 

thful train dispersing quit the court, 
-heir several domes to rest resort. 

‘ing structure to the palace join’d ; 

his steps the thoughtful prince inclined : 
ivilion there, to sleep repairs; 

ited torch, the sage Eurycles bears ; 

er of Ops, the just Pisenor’s son, 

nty beeves by great Laertes won; 
prime with charms attractive graced, 

'd by him, a gentle lord and chaste, 

ar esteem : too wise, with jealous strife 
the joys of sweet connubial life. 
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The purple vest with decent care disposed, 

The silver ring she pull'd, the door reclosed ; 
The bolt, obedient to the silken cord, 

To the strong staple’s inmost depth restored, 
Secured the valves. There wrapt in silent shade, 
Pensive, the rules the goddess gave, he weigh’d ; 
Stretch’d on the downy fleece, no rest he knows. 
And in his raptured soul the vision glows. 


BOOK II. 
ARGUMENT. 
The council of Ithaca. 


Telemachus, in the assembly of the lords of Ithaca, com- 
plains of the injustice done him by the suitors, and in- 
sists upon their departure from his palace; appealing 
to the princes, and exciting the pcople to declare 
against them. The suitors endeavour to justify their 
stay, at least till he ehall send the queen to the court 
of Icarius her father; which he refuses There ap- 
pears a prodigy of two eagles in the sky, Which an 
augur expounds to the ruin of the suitors. Telemachus 
then demands a vessel to carry him to Pylos and 
Sparta, there to inquire of his father's fortunes. Pal- 
las, in the shape of Mentor, (an ancient friend of 
Ulyases) helps him to a ship, assists him in preparing 
necessaries fur the voyage, and embarks with him 
that night; which concludes the second day from the 
opening of the poem. 

The scene continues in the palace of Ulysses, in Ithaca 


BOOK Ii. 


Now reddening from the dawn, the morning-ray 
Glow’d in the front of heaven, and gave the day. 
The youthful hero, with returning light, 

Rose anxious from the inquietudes of night. 

A royal robe he wore with graceful pride, 

A two-edged falchion threaten'd by his side, 
Embroider’d sandals glitter’d as he trod, 

And forth he moved majestic as a god. 

Then by his heralds, restless of delay, 

To council calls the peers: the peers obey. 
Soon as in solemn form the assembly sate, 
From his high dome himself descends in state. 
Bright in his hand a ponderous javelin shined ; 
Two dogs, a faithful guard, attend behind ; 
Pallas with grace divine his form improves, 
And gazing crowds admire him as he moves. 

His father’s throne he fill'd : while distant stood 
The hoary peers, and aged wisdom bow’d. 

'T was silence all. At last Zgyptius spoke ; 
Egyptius by his age and sorrows broke: 

A length of days his soul with prudence crown'd, 
A length of days that bent him to the ground. 
His eldest hope* in arms to Ilion came, 

By great Ulysses taught the path to fame; 

But (hapless youth) the hideous Cyclops tore 

His quivering limbe, and quaff'd his spouting gore. 
Three sons remain’d: to climb with haughty fires 
The royal bed, Eurynomus aspires ; 

The rest with duteous love his griefs assuage, 

And ease the sire of half the cares of age. 


* Antiphus 
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¥et still his Antiphus he lovea, he mourns, 

And, as he stood, he epoke and wept by turns. 
Since great Ulysses songht .he Phryzian plains, 

Within these walls iaglorions silence reigns. 

Say then, ye peers! by whose commands we meet ? 

Why here once more in solemn council sit ? 

Ye young, ye old, the weighty cause disclose: 

Arrives some message of invading foes? 

Or say, does high necessity of state 

Inspire some patriot, and demand debate ? 

The present synod speake its author wise ; 

Aasiat him, Jove, thou re of the skies ! 

He spoke. Telemachus with transport glows, 

Embraced tie omen, and majestic rose ; 

(His royal hand the imperial sceptre sway'd;) 

Then thus, addressing to .gyptius, said : 
Reverend old man! Jo, here, confese'd he stands 

By whom ye meet; my gricf your care demands. 

No story 1 unfold of public woes, 

Nor bear advices of impending foes: 

Peace the blest land, and joys incessant crown: 

Of all this happy realm, | grieve alone. 

For my loat sire continual sorrows spring, 

The great, the good ; your father, and your king. 

Yet more; our house from its foundation bows, 

QOur foes are powerful, and your sons the foes: 

Hither, unwelcome to the queen they come; 

Why seck they not the rich Icarian dome? 

If she must wed, from other hands require 

The dowry : is Telemachus her sire 7 

Yet through my court the noise of revel rings, 

Ana wastes the wise frugality of kings. 

Scarce all my herds their luxury suffice ; 

Scarce all my wine their midnight hours supplies. 

Safe in my youth, in riot still they grow, 

Nor in the helpless orphan dread a foe. 

But come it will, the time when manhood grants 

More powerful advocates than vain complaints. 

approach that hour! insufferable wrong 


Cries to the gods, and vengeance sleeps too long. "Ὁ 


Rise then, ye peers! with virtuous anger rise; 
Your fame revere, but most the avenging skics. 
By all the deathless powers that reign above, 
By righteous Themis and by thundering Jove, 
(Themis, who gives to councils, or denies 
Success ; and humbles, or confirms the wise,) 
Rise in my aid! suffice the tears that flow 

For my lost sire, nor add new woe to woe. 

If e’er he bore the sword to strengthen ill, 

Or, having power to wrong, betray’d the will, 
On me, on me your kindled wrath assuage, 
And bid the voice of lawless riot rage. 

If ruin to your royal race ye doom, 

Be you the spoilers, and our wealth consume. 
Then might ye hope redress from juster laws, 
And raise all Ithaca to aid our cause : 

But while your sons commit the unpunish’d wrong, 
You make the arm of violence too strong. 


While thus he spoke, with rage and grief he frown'd, 
And dash'd the imperial sceptre to the ground. 90 


The big round tear hung trembling in his eye: 
The synod grieved, and gave a pitying sigh, 
Then silent sate—at length Antinoiis burns 
With haughty rage, and sternly thus returns. 

O insolence of youth! whose tongue affords 
Such railing eloquence, and war of words. 
Studious thy country’s worthies to defame, 
Thy erring voice displays thy mother’s shame 
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Elusive of the bridal day she gives 

Fond hopes to all, and all with hopes deccives. 10 
Did not the sun, through heaven's wide azure roll'd 
For three long years the royal fraud behold? 
While she, laborious in delusion spread 

The spacious loom, and mix'd the various thread; 
Where as to life the wondrous figures rise, 

Thus epoke the inventive queen, with artful sighs: 

‘ Though cold in death Ulysses breathes no mar, 
Cease yet awhile to urge the bridal hour: 
Cease, till to great Latrtes | bequeath 
A task of grief, }-is ornaments of death. 

Test when the Fates his royal ezhes claim, 
The Grecian matrons taint my spotless fame: 
When he, whom, living, mighty realms obey'd, 
Shall want, in death, a shroud to grace hia abade.” 

Thus she: at once the generous train complies, 
Nor fraud mistrust; in virtue’s fair disguise 
The work she plicd; but, studious of delay, 

By night reversed the labours of the day. 

While thrice the sun his annual journey made, 

The conscious lamp the midnight frand survey'd; 13) 
Unheard, unseen, three years her arts prevail; 

The fourth, her maid unfolds the amazing tale. 

We saw, as unperceived we took our stand, 

The backward Jaboure of her faithless hand. 

Then urged, she perfecis her illustrious toils; 

A wondrous monument of fernale wiles! 

But you, oh peers! and thou, oh prince! give δ 
(I apeak aloud, that every Greek may hear ;) 
Dismiss the queen: and if her sire approves, 
Tet him espouse her to the peer she foves: 
Bid instant to prepare the bridal train, 
Nor Ict a race of princes wait in vain. 
Though with a grace divine her soul is blest, 
And all Minerva breathes within her breast, 
In wondrous arts than woman more renown'd, 
And more than woman with deep wisdom crown'd; 
Though Tyro nor Mycené match her name, 
Nor great Alemena (the proud boast of fame ;) 
Yet thus by heaven adorn’d, by heaven’s decree, 
She shines with fatal excellence to thee: 
With thee, the bow! we drain, indulge the feast, 
Till righteous heaven reclaim her etubborn breast. 
What though from pole to pole resounds her name: 
The son's destruction waits the mother’s fame: 
For, till she leaves thy court, it is decreed, 
Thy bow! to empty, and thy flock to bleed. 

While yet he speaks, Telemachus replies: 
Even nature starts, and what ye ask denies. 
Thus, shall | thus repay a mother’s cares, 
Who gave me life, and nursed my infant years? 1X 
While sad on foreign shores Ulysses treads, 
Or glides a ghost with unapparent shades; 
How to Icarius in the bridal hour 
Shall I, by waste undone, refund the dower? 
How from my father should I vengeance dread! 
How would my mother curse my hated head! 
And while in wrath to vengeful fiends she crice, 
How from their hell would vengeful fiends arise! 
Abhorr’d by all, accursed my name would grow, 
The earth’s disgrace, and human-kind my foe. 
If this displease, why urge ye here your stay ? 
Haste from the court, ye spoilers, haste away: 
Waste in wild riot what your land allows, 
There ply the carly feast, and late carouse. 
But if to honour Jost, ‘tis still decreed 
For you my bow] chal! flow, my flock shall bleed ; 
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ind assert my right, impartial Jove ! But never from this nobler suit we cease ; 

, and all the immortal host above, For wealth and beauty less than virtue please. 

ed oath,) if heaven the power supply, To whom the youth: Since then in vain I tell 


nce I vow, and for your wrongs ye die. 170] My numerous woes, in silence let them dwell. 

that, two cagles from a mountain's height, But heaven, and all the Grecks, have heard my 
5᾿᾽5 command direct their rapid flight; wrongs ; 

1ey descend, with wing to wing conjoin’d, To heaven, and al] the Greeks, redress belongs. 240 
their broad plumes, and float upon the wind | Yet this I ask (nor be it ask'd in vain,) 


the assembled peers they wheel on high, A bark to waft me o’er the rolling main, 

ang their wings, and hovering beat the sky; |The realms of Pyle and Sparta to explore, 
‘dent eyes the rival train they threat, And seek my royal sire from shore to shore: 
rieking Joud, denounce approaching fate. If, or t6 fame his doubtful fate be known, 


iff, they tear; their cheeks and necks they rend,| Or to be Jearn’d from oracles alone. 
ym their plumes huge drops of blood descend :} If yet he lives, with patience I forbear, 
iailing o'er the domes and towers, they fly 181) Till the ficet hours restore the circling year: 


ward the east, and mount into the sky. But if already wandering in the train 
wondering rivals gaze with cares opprest, Of empty shades; I measure back the main, 250 
illing horrors freeze in every breast. Plant the fair column o’er the mighty dead, 

with knowledge of approaching woes And yield his consort to the nuptial bed. 
nce of augurs, Halitherses, rose : He ceased; and while abash’d the peers attend, 
nt he view'd the adrial tracks, and drew Mentor arose, Ulysses’ faithful friend : 
presage from every wing that flew. (When fierce in arms he sought the scenes of war 
yns (he cried) of Ithaca, give ear, “My friend (he cried) my palace be thy care; 
1! but chiefly you, oh rivals! hear. 190) Years ro!l'd on years my godlike sire decay, 
tion sure o’er ull your heads impends ; Guard thou his age, and his behests obey.’’} 
comes, and death his. steps attends. Stern as he rose, he cast his cyes around, 
the great alone is death decreed ; That flash'd with rage; and as he spoke, he frown ἃ. 
1 our guilty Ithaca must bleed. O never, never more, let king be just, 261 
‘ase we then the wrath of heaven to stay? [86 mild in power, or faithful to his trust ! 
ibled all, and lead, ye great! the way. Let tyrants govern with an iron rod, 

my words no fancied woes relate : Oppress, destroy, and be the scourge of God; 

from science, and the voice is fate. Since he who like a father held his reign, 


o great Ulysses sought the Phrygian shores [80 soon forgot, was just and mild in vain! 
ce with war proud Hion’s lofty towers, 200] True, while my friend is grieved, his griefz I share ; 


hen undone my faithful tongue foretold : Yet now the rivals are my smallest care : 

seal'd my words, and you these deeds behold.| They, for the mighty mizchiefs they devise, 

cried) his woes, a countless train; Ere long shall pay—their forfeit lives the price. 270 
3 friends o’erwhelm'd beneath the main; But against you, ye Greeks! ye coward train! 


‘ice ten years from shore to shore he roams: |Gods! how my soul is moved with just disdain : 
rice ten years are past, and now he comes. | Dumb ye all stand, and not one tongue affords 


hom Eurymachus—Fly, dotard, fly; His injured prince the little aid of words. 
y wise dreams, and fables of the sky. While yet he spoke, Leocritus rejoin’d : 
shesy at home, thy sons advise: O pride of words, and arrogance of mind! 


ou art sage in vain—I better read the skies. | \Wouldst thou to rise in arms the Greeks advise ? 
ver'd birds glide through the atrial way, 211] Join all your powers ! in arms, ye Greeks, arise ! 


s of air, and unfureboding stray. Yet would your powers in vain our strength oppose : 
the tomb, or in the deeps below, The valiant few o’ermatch an host of foes. 280 
lies! oh, wert thou laid as low! Should great Ulysses stern appear in arms, 
‘ould that busy head no broils suggest, While the bow] circles, and the banquet warms; 

tu rage ‘Telemachus's breast. Though to his breast his spouse with transport flies, 
im some bribe thy venal tongue requires, Torn from her breast, that hour, Ulysses dies. 
erest, not the god, thy voice inspires. But hence retreating to your domes repair ; 
Jeless youth, if thy experienced age To arm the vessel, Mentor! be thy care, 

fallacious into idle rage, 220] And, Halitherses! thine: be each his friend ; 
nce deserved thy malice shall repress, Ye loved the father: go, the son attend. 
: augment the wrongs thou wouldst redress: | But yet, 1 trust, the boaster means to stay 

chua may bid the queen repair Safe in the court, nor tempt the watery way. 296 
t Icarius, whose paternal care Then, with a rushing sound, the assembly bend, 
ide her passion, and reward her choice, Diverse their steps: the rival rout ascend 
ealthy dower, and bridal gifts of price. The royal dome: while sad the prince explores 
retires, determined we remain, The neighbouring main, and sorrowing treads the 
th the prince and augur threat in vain: shores. 


Je of words, and thy wild dream of fate, There, as the waters o’er his hands he shed, 
ot the brave, or only move their hate. 990) ΤΊΣ royal suppliant to Minerva pray’d : 


on, O prince! elude the bridal day, O Goddess! who, descending from the skies, 
on, till all thy stores in waste decay. Vouchsafed thy presence to my wondering eyes, 
‘reece affords a train of lovely dames, By whose commands the raging decps I trace, 


th and beauty worthy of our flames: And seek my sire through storms and rolling seas ' 
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Hear from thy heavens above, ob warrior maid! 301; To Pyle or Sparta to demand supphes, 


Descend once more, propitious to my aid. 
Without thy presence, vain is thy command: 
Greece, and the rival train, thy voice withstand. 

Indulgent to his prayer, the goddess took 
Sage Mentor’s form, and thus like Mentor spoke: 

O prince, in early youth divinely wise, 

Born, the Ulysses of thy age to rise! 

If to the son the father’s worth descends, 

O'er the wide waves success thy way attends: 
To tread the walks of death he stood prepared; 
And what he greatly thought, he nobly dared. 
Were not wise sons descendent of the wise, 

And did not heroes from brave heroes rise, 

Vain were my hopes: few sons attain the praise 
Of their great sires, and most their sires disgrace. 
But since thy veins paternal virtue fires, 

And al! Penelope thy soul inspires, 

Go, and succeed! the rivals’ aims despise ; 

For never, never, wicked man was wise. 320 
Blind they rejoice, though now, even now they fall; 
Death hastes amain: one hour o’erwhelms them all! 
And lo, with speed we plough the watery way ; 

My power shall guard thee, and my hand convey: 
The winged vessel studious | prepare, 

Through seas and realms companion of thy care. 
Thou to the court ascend: and to the shores 

(When night advances) bear the naval stores ; 
Bread, that decaying man with strength supplies, 
And generous wine, which thoughtful sorrow flies. 
Meanwhile the mariners, by my command, 331 
Shall speed aboard, a valiant chosen band. 

Wide o’er the bay, by vessel vessel rides : 

The best 1 choose to waft thee o’er the tides. 

She spoke: to his high dome the prince returns, 
And, as he moves, with royal anguish mourns. 
‘Twas riot aljl, among the lawless train ; 

Boar bled by boar, and goat by goat lay slain. 
Arrived, his hand the gay Antinotis press’d, 
And thus, deriding, with a smile addresa’d. 340 

Grieve not, oh daring prince! that noble heart : 
Il] suits gay youth the stern heroic part. 

Indulge the genial hour, unbend thy soul, 

Leave thought to age, and drain the flowing bowl. 
Studious to ease thy grief, our care provides 

The bark, to waft thee o’er the swelling tides. 

Is this, returns the prince, for mirth a time? 
When lawless gluttons riot, mirth’s a crime: 
The luscious wines, dishonour'd, lose their taste ; 
The song is noise, and impious is the feast, 
Suffice it to have spent with swift decay 
The wealth of kings, and made my youth a prey. 
But now the wise instructions of the sage, 

And manly thoughts inspired by manly age, 
Teach me to seek redress for all my woe, 

Here, or in Pyle—in Pyle, or here, your foe. 
Deny your vessels, ye deny in vain: 

A private voyager I pass the main. 

Free breathe the winds, and free the billows flow, 
And where on earth I live, I live your foe. 360 

Hfe spoke and frown'd, nor longer deign’d to stay, 
Sternly his hand withdrew, and strode away. 

Meantime, o'er all the dome, they quaff, they 

feast, 
Derisive taunts were spread from guest to guest, 
And each in jovial mood his mate addrest. 
Tremble ve not, ob friends! and coward fly, 
Doom'd by the stern Telemachus to die? 
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Big with revenge, the mighty warrior flies: 
Or comes from Ephyré with poisons fraught! 
And kills us all ia one tremendous draught! 

Or who can say (his gemesome mate replies) 
But, while the dangers of the deeps he tries, 
He, like his sire, may sink deprived of breath, 
And punish us unkindly by his death? 

What mighty Jabours would he then create, 
To seize his treasures, and divide his state, 
The royal palace to the queen convey, 

Or him she blesses in the bridal day! 

Meantime the lofty room the prince surveys, 9380 
Where lay the treasures of the Ithacian race: 
Here ruddy brass and gold refulgent blazed; 
There polish'd chests embroider'd vestures graced: 
Here jars of oil breathed forth a rich perfume ; 
There casks of wine in rows adorn’d the dome: 
(Pure flavorous wine, by gods in bounty given, 
And worthy to exalt the feasts of heaven.) 
Untouch'd they stood, till his long labours o'er, 
The great Ulysses reach’d his native shore. 
A double strength of bars secured the gates: 20 
Fast by the door the wiee Earyclea waits: 
Euryclea, who, great Ope! thy lineage shared 
And watch'd all night, all day a faithful guard. 

To whom the prince: O thou, whose guardiza 

care 

Nursed the most wretched kingthat breathes the air! 
Untouch'd and sacred may these vessels stand, 
Till great Ulysses views his native land. 
But by thy care twelve urns of wine be fill'd; 
Next these in worth, and firm these urns be seal'd; 
And twice ten measures of the choicest flour 40 
Prepared, ere yet descends the evening hour ; 
For when the favouring shades of night arise, 
And peaceful slumbers close my mother’s eyes 
Me from our coast shall spreading sails convey, 
To seek Ulysses through the watery way. 

While yet he spoke, she fill'd the walls with cries, 
And tears ran trickling from her aged eyes. 
Ob whither, whither flies my son? she cried, 
To realms, that rocks and roaring seas divide? 
In foreign lands thy father's days decay'd 
And foreign lands contain the mighty dead. 
The watery way ill-fated if thou try, 

All, all must perish, and by fraud you die! 

Then stay, my child! storms beat, and rolls the 
main, 

Oh, beat those storms, and roll the seas in vain! 

Far hence (replied the prince) thy fears be driven: 
Heaven calls me forth ; these counsels are of Heavea. 
But, by the powers that hate the perjured, swear, 
To keep my voyage from the royal ear, 

Nor uncompell'd the dangerous truth betray, 
Till twice six times descends the lamp of day: 
Lest the sad tale a mother’s life impair, 

And grief destroy what time awhile would spare 

Thus he. The matron with uplifted eyes 
Attests the all-seeing sovereign of the skies. 
Then studious she prepares the choicest flour, 
The strength of wheat, and wines an ample store ; 
While to the rival train the prince returns, 

The martial goddess with impatience burns; 
Like thee, Telemachus, in voice and size, 

With speed divine from street to street she Bies; 
She bids the mariners, prepared, t+ stand, 
When night deacends embodied on the strand. 


410 


x 


TF] 


THE ODYSSEY. 


» No&mon swift she runs, she flies, 
is a bark: the chief'a bark supplies. 
10w, declining, with his sloping wheels, 
unk the sun behind the western hills. 
Idess shoved the vessel from the shores, 
νυ ἃ within its womb the naval stores. 
the openings of the spacious main 
; and now descends the sailor-train. 
to the court impatient of delay, 
pid step the goddess urged her way ; 
‘very eye with slumbrous chains she bound, 
sh’d the flowing goblet to the ground. 
they rose, with heavy fumes opprest, 
‘rom the palace, and retired to rest. 
thus, in Mentor’s reverend form array'd, 
o Telemachus the martial maid ; 
the seas, prepared the vessel stands, 
datient mariner thy speed demands. 
s she spoke, with rapid pace she leads ; 
tsteps of the deity he treads. 
ithe shore they move: along the strand 
dy vessel rides, the sailors ready stand. 
ds them bring their stores ; the attending train 
6 tall bark, and launch into the main. 
nce and goddess to the stern ascend ; 
strong stroke at once the rowers bend. 
m the west she bids fresh breezes blow ; 460 
le billows foam and roar below. 
ef his orders gives: the obedient band 
e observance wait the chief’s command : 
reed the mast they rear, with speed unbind 
icious sheet, and stretch it to the wind. 
er the roaring waves the spreading sails 
> tall mast, and swell before the gales ; 
oked keel the parting surge divides, 
the stern retreating roll the tides. 
w they ship their oars, and crown with wine 
y gublet to the powers divine : 471 
rg all the gods that reign above, 
Ὁ the blue-eyed progeny of Jove. 
all the night they stem the liquid way, 
1 their voyage with the morning ray. 
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BOOK III. 


ARGUMENT. 
The Interview of Tclemachus and Nestor. 


‘hus, guided by Pallas in the shape of Mentor, 
δ inthe morning at Pylos, where Nestors and 
18 are sacrificing on the sea-shore to Neptune. 
achus declares the occasion of his coming; 
estor relates what passed in their return from 
how their fleets were sepurated, and he never 
heard of Ulysaes. ‘They discourse concerning 
ith of Ayamemnon, the revenge of Orestes, and 
juries of the suitors. Nestor advises him to go 
rla,and inquire further of Menelaus. The sacri- 
ding with the λα, Minerva vanishes from 
n the forin ofan eagle. Telemachus is lodged 
palace. ‘The neat morning they sacrifice a bul- 
ἡ Minerva; and Telemachns proceeds on his 
y to Sparta, attended by Pisistratus. 

ie lics on the sea-shore of Pylos. 


BOOK ΠῚ. 


το sun, above the waters raised, 
1 heaven's eternal, brazen portals blazed ; 


And wide o’er earth diffused his cheering ray, 
To gods and men to give the golden day. 
Now on the coast of Pyle the vessel fulls 
Before old Neleus’ venerable walls. 

There suppliant to the monarch of the flood, 
At nine green theatres the Pylians stood. 
Each held five hundred, (a deputed train,) 

At each, nine oxen on the sand lay slain. 
They taste the entrails, and the altars load 
With smoking thighs, an offering to the god. 
Full for the port the Ithacensians stand, 

And furl their sails, and issue on the land. 
Telemachus already press’d the shore ; 

Not first, the power of wisdom march'd before, 
And ere the sacrificing throng he join’d, 
Admonish'd thus his well-attending mind: 

Proceed, my son! this youthful shame expel : 
An honest business never blush to tell, 

To learn what fates thy wretched sire detain, 
We pass’d the wide, immeasurable main. 
Meet then the senior far renown'd for sense, 
With reverend awe, but decent confidence : 
Urge him with truth to frame his fair replies ; 
And sure he will: for wisdom never lies. 

Oh tell me, Mentor! tell me, faithful guide, 
(The youth with prudent modesty replied,) 
Huw shall I meet, or how accost the sage, 
Unskill’d in speech, not yet mature of age ? 
Awful the approach, and hard the task appears, 
To question wisely men of riper years. 

To whom the martial goddess thus rejoin’d : 
Search, for some thoughts, thy own suggesting 

mind : 
And others, dictated by heavenly power, 
Shall rise spontanous in the needful hour: 
For naught unprosperous shall thy ways attend, 
Born with good omens, and with Heaven thy friend 

She spoke, and led the way with swiftest speed : 
As swift, the youth pursued the way she led ; 
And join’d the band before with sacred fire, 
Where sate, encompass'd with his sons, the sire. 
The youth of Pylos, some on pointed wood 
Transfix’d the fragments, some prepared the food. 
In friendly throngs they gather to embrace 
Their unknown guests, and at the banquet place. 
Pisistratus was first to grasp their hands, 

And spread soft hides upon the yellow sands; 
Along the shore the illustrious pair he led, 
Where Nestor sate with youthful Thrasymed. 
To each a portion of the feast he bore. 

And held the golden goblet foaming o'er ; 

Then first approaching to the elder guest, 

The latent goddess in these words addrest. 
Whoce’er thou art, whom fortune brings to keep 
These rites of Neptune, monarch of the deep, 
Thee first it fits, oh stranger! to prepare 

The due libation and the solemn prayer; 

Then give thy friend to shed the sacred wine : 
Though much thy younger, and his years like m ne, 
He too, I deem, implores the power divine: 61 
For all mankind alike require their grace, 

All born to want; a miserable race! 

He spake, and to her hand preferr’d the bow]: 

A secret pleasure touch’d Athena’s soul, 

To see the preference due to sacred age 

Regarded ever by the just and sage. 

Of Ocean's king she then implores the grace. 

Oh thou! whose arms this ample gicbe embrace, 
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Fulfil our wish, and Iect thy glory shine 70; In whom stern courage with soft virtue jom’d, 

On Nestor first, and Nestor’s royal line; A faultless body and a blameless mind: 

Next grant the Pylian states their just desires, Antilochus—W hat more can I relate ? 

Pleased with their hecatoumb’s ascending fires; How trace the tedious series of our fate? i 
Last deign Tcelemachus and me to bless, Not added years on years my task could cloee, 
And crown our voyage with desired success. The Jong historian of my country’s woes: 

Thus she: and having paid the rite divine, Back to thy native islands might'st thou sai, 
Gave to Ulysses’ son the rosy wine. And leave half-heard the melancholy tale. 
Supphant he pray’d. And now the victims drest | Nine painful years on that detested shore, 

They draw, divide, and celebrate the feast. What stratagems we form’d, what toils we bore! 
The banquet done, the narrative old man, 80 Still labouring on, till scarce at last we found 
Thus mild, the pleasing conference began. Great Jove propitious, and our conquest crowa'd. 

Now, gentle guests! the genial banquet o’er, Far o'er the rest thy mighty father shiaed, 
It fits to ask ye, what your native shore, In wit, in prudence, and in force of mind. 1 
And whence your race 7 on what adventure, say, Art thou the son of that illustrious gire ? 
Thus far you wander through the watery way? With joy I grasp thee, and with love admire. 
Relate, if business, or the thirst of gain, So like your voices, and your words so wise, 
Engage your journey o’er the pathless main: Who finds thee younger must consult his cyes. 
Where savage pirates seck through seas unknown | Thy sire and I were one; nor varied aught 
The lives of others, venturous of their own. In public sentence, or in private thought ; 

Urged by the precepts by the goddess given, 90] Alike to council, or the assembly came, 
And fill’d with confidence infused from Heaven, With equal souls, and sentiments the same. 
The youth, whom Pallas destined to be wise But when (by wisdom won) proud Ilion burn'd, 
And famed among the sons of men, replies. And in their ships the conquering Greeks τευ ἃ, 
Inquircst thou, futher! from what coast we came? |’T'was God's high will the victors to divide, 8 
(Oh grace and glory of the Grecian name !) And turn the event, confounding human pnde: 
From where high Ithaca o’erlooks the floods, Some he destroy'd, some scatter’d as the dast, 
Brown with o’er-arching shades and pendent (Not all were prudent, and not all were just) 

woods, Then Discord, sent by Pallas from above, 

Us to these shores our filial duty draws, Stern danghter of the great avenger, Jove, 
A private sorrow, not a public cause. The brother-kings inspired with feli debate ; 
My sire I seek, where’er the voice of fame 100] Who call’d to council all the Achaian state. 
Has told the glories of his noble name, But σα] ἃ untimely (not the sacred mite 
The great Ulysses ; famed from shore to shore Observed, nor heedful of the setting light, Iv 
For valour much, for hardy suffering more. Nor herald sworn the session to proclaim) 
Long time with thee before proud Hion's wall Sour with debauch, a reeling tribe they came. 
In arms he fought; with thee beheld her fall. To these the cause of mecting they explain, 
Of all the chicfs, this hero’s fate alone And Menelaiis moves to cross the main ; 
Has Jove reserved, unheard of, and unknown ; Not so the king of men; he will'd to stay, 
Whether in fields by hoetile fury slain, The sacred rites and hecatombs to pay, 
Or sunk by tempests in the gulfy main ? And calm Minerva’s wrath. Ob blind to fate! 
Of this to learn, oppress'd with tender fears, 110) The gods not lightly change their love, or hate. 
Lo, at thy knee his suppliant son appears. With ireful taunts each other they oppose, 
If or thy certain eye, or curious car, Till in loud turnult all the Greeks arose. 1% 
Iave learnt his fate, the whole dark story clear: Now different counsels every breast divide, 
And, oh)! whate’er heaven destined to betide, Each burns with rancour to the adverse side: 
Tet neither flattery soothe, nor pity hide. The unquiet night strange projects entertain’d 
Prepared | stand: he was but born to try (So Jove, that urged us to our fate, ordain’d.) 
The lot of man; to suffer, and to die. We, with the rising morn our ships unmoor'd, 
Oh then, if ever through the ten vears’ war And brought our captives and our stores aboard; 
The wise, the good Ulysses claim’d thy care; But half the people with respect obey'd 
Ife’er he join’d thy council, or thy sword, 120] The king of men, and at his bidding staid. 
True in his deed, and constant to his word ; Now on the wings of winds our course we keep: 
Far as thy mind through backward time can see, (For God had smooth‘d the waters of the deep;) 1% 
Search all thy stores of faithful memory: For Tenedos we spread our eager oars, 
“Tis sacred truth 1 ask, and ask of thee. There land, and pay due victims to the powers. 

To him experienced Nestor thus rejoin'd : To bless our safe return, we join in prayer; 

O friend! what sorrows dost thou bring to mind! But angry Jove dispersed our vows in air, 

Shall [the long laborious scene review, And raised new discord. Then (so Heaven decreed 
And open all the wounds of Greece anew 7 Ulysses first and Nestor disagreed : 

What toils by sea! where dark in quest of prey Wise as he was, by various counsels sway’d, 
Dauntless we roved ; Achilles Jed the way: 130] He there, though late, to please the monarch, stall. 
What toils by land; where mix’d in fatal fight But IJ, determined, stem the foamy floods, 

Such numbers fell, such heroes sunk to night: Warn'd of the coming fury of the gods. δ 
There Ajax great, Achilles there the brave, With us, Tydides fear'd, and urged his haste, 
There wise Patroclus, fill an early grave: And Menelatis came, but came the last. 

There too—my son—ah, once wy best delight, Ve jour ἃ out seseels in the Lesbian bay, 

Qace switt of {vot, and terrible in fight, Wikile yet we doulked of oar watery wag, 
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right to urge the pilot’s toil, Never on man did heavenly favour shine 

τ road,) beside the Psyrian isle: With rays so strong, distinguish'’d, and divine, 

‘aight course to rocky Chios plough, As those with which Minerva mark'd thy sire) 

ior under Mimas shaggy brow 7 So might she love thee, so thy soul inspire! 

ht direction of the power divine : So should their hopes in humble dust be laid, 
propitious gave the guiding sign ; 210) And long oblivion of the bridal bed. 

the mid seas he bid our navy stecr, Ah! no such hope (the prince with sighs replies) 
uber shun the woes we fear. Can touch my breast ; that blessing heaven denies. 
itling winds already waked the sky ; Even by celestial favour were it given, 281 
e whistling winds the vessels fly, Fortune or fate would cross the will of [feaven. 

id swiftness cut the liquid way, What words are these, and what imprudencethine ? 
h Gerestus at the point of day. ‘Thus interposed the martial maid divine) 

catombs of bulls, to Neptune slain, Forgetful youth! but know, the Power above 

1ing please the monarch of the main. With ease can save each object of his love ; 


th day shone, when all thcir labours o’er Wide as his will, extends his boundless grace ; 
vessels τους ἢ ἃ the wish'd-for shore. 220; Nor lost in time, nor circumscribed by place. 


*ylos scud before the gales, Happier his lot, who, many sorrows past, 
still breathing on my swelling sails ; Long labouring, gains his natal shore at last ; 290 
from all, I safely landed here ; Than who, too speedy, hastes to end his life 
18 or fortunes never reach’d my ear. By some stern ruffian, or adulterous wife. 

I learn’'d, attend ; as here I sate, Death only is the lot which none can miss, 
d each voyager each hero’s fate, And all is possible to Heaven, but this. 
o know, and willing to relate. The best, the dearest favourite of the sky 
ach'd the Myrmidons their native land, Must taste that cup, for man is born to die. 
Achilles’ warlike son's command. Thus check’d, replied Ulysses’ prudent heir: 
‘hom the heir of great Apollo's art, 290] Mentor, no more—the mournful thought forbear ; 
iloctetes, taught to wing the dart; For he no more must draw his country's breath, 
α whom Idomen from Hion’s plain Already snatch’d by fate, and the black duom of 
securely cross’d the dreadful maio. death! 300 
.memnon touch'd his Argive coast, Pass we to other subjects; and engare 

his lite by fraud and force he lost, On themes remote the venerable rage, 
‘the murderer paid his forfeit breath; (Who thrice has seen the perishable kind 
ids so distant from that scene of death Of men decay, and throngh three ages shined 
dling heard the fame; and heard, admire Like gods majestic, and like gods in mind) 

1 the son appeased his slaughter’d sire, For much he knows, and just conclusions draws 
he unhappy, that unjustly bleed, 240) From various precedents, and various laws. 
‘ives posterity, to avenge the deed. O son of Neleus! awftl Nestor, tell 
ogyathus ; and mayest thou, iny friend How he, the mighty Agamemnon, fell; 

n the virtue of thy sire descend,) By what strange fraud -Hgysthus wrought, relate, 310 
ure umes thy equal act adore, (By force he could not) sucha hero's fate ? 

‘hat brave Orestes was before! Lived Menelaiis not in Greece? or where 
‘udent youth replied : O thou the grace Was then the martial brother's pious care 7 

ng glory of the Grecian race! Condemn'd perhaps some foreizn shore to tread; 
the vengeance, and to latest days Or sure .-Agysthus had not dared the deed. 

g posterity resound the praise. To whom the full of days. HWlustrious youth, 
d this arm with equal prowess bless! 290] Attend (though partly thon hast guess’d) the truth. 
proud suitors shall its force confess; For had the martial Meneliiis found 

men. who while my soul is sore The ruffian breathing vet on Argive ground, 
alfronts, are meditating more. Nor earth had hid his carcizss from the skies, 990 
ren denies this honour to my hand, Nor Grecian virgins shrick'd his obsequies, Ὁ 
-my father repossess the land : But fowls obscene dismember'd his remains, 
or's fortune never to return, And dogs had torn him on the naked plains. 
sad gon’s to suller and tu mourn. While us the works of bloody Mars employ'd, 
ie: and Nestor took the word: My son, — [The wanton youth inglorious peace enjoy’d ; 

true, ag distant rumours run, He, stretch’d at ease in Argos’ calm recess 
vds of rivals for thy mother’s charms — 260](Whose stately steeds luxuriant pastures bless, ) 

ce fill with insults and alarms 7 With flattery’s insinuating art 

¢ fanlt through tame submission, thine ; Sooth’d the frail queen, and poison'd all her heart. 
sd against thee, do thy people join, At first, with worthy shame and decent pride, 9390 
7 sume oracle or voice divine ? The royal dame his lawless suit denied : 

who knows, but ripen.ng hes in fate For virtue’s image yet possens'’d her mind, 

of vengeance for the afllicted state ; Taught by a master of the tuneful kind : 
eat Ulysses shall suppress these harms, Atrides, parting for the Trojan war, 

ingly, or all Greece in arma, Consign'd the youthful consort to his care. 

hea, war's triumphant maid, True to his charge, the bard preserved her long 

ay son will, as the futher, aid, 270|In honour’s limits ; such the power of song. 

‘ame and safety was her constant care But when the gods these abjcets o€ their hate 


danger and 10 every war: Dragg'd to destruction by the hnka of fae, 


“5 


The bard they horm-hd from hie native soil, 

And left all teipiess ina desert ite: 

There he, the sweetest of the sacred train, 

Suny, dying, to the rocks ς but sang in vain, 
"Then vanne was no morc; ber geard away, 

She fell, to lust.a voluntiry prey. 

E’en to the temple stulk'd the adulterous spouse, 
With iinpious thanks, and mockery of vows, 
With mages, with garments, and with gold ; 
And odorous fumes from loaded altars roll'd. 
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310 He, wanderng lung, a wider circle made, 


l And many-languaced nations bas scrvey‘d; 

i And measured tracks unknown to other ahips 
‘Amid the monstrous wonders of the deeps, 
lea lencth of vcean and unbounded aky, 
Which scarce the sca-fow] in a year o’erfly + 
(io, then; to Sparta take the watery way, 
Thy chip and sailors but for orders stay ; 

Or, if by land thou choose thy course to bend, 
My steeds, my chariots, and my sons, altend : 


Meantune from flaming Troy we cut the way, 350 Thee to Atrides they shall safe convey, 


With Menclais, throngh the curling sea. 

But when to Sunmuin's sacred point we came, 

Crown'd with the temple of the Athenian damne ; 

Atnides pilot, Phrontes, there expired : 

(Phrontez, of all the sons of men admired 

To steer the bonnding bark with steady tuil, 

When the storm thickens, and the billows boil ;) 

While yet he evereised the steerman’s art, 

Apollo touch’d tom with his gentle dart ; 

Fen with the rudder in his band he fell. 

To pay whose honours to the shades of hell, 

We check'd our haste, by pious office bound, 

And laid our old companion in the ground. 

And now, the ntes discharged, our course we keep 

Far on the gloomy bosom of the deep: 

Soon as Malra'’s misty tops arise, 

Sudden the Thnunderer blackens all the skies, 

And the winds whistle, and the surges roll 

Mountains on mountains, and obscure the pole. 

The tempest scatters, and divides our fleet ; 

Part, the storm urges on the coast of Crete, 

Where winding round the rich Cydonian plain, 

The streains of Jardan issue to the main. 

There stands a rock, hizh eminent and steep, 

Whose shizzy brow o'crhangs the shady deep, 

And views Gortyna on the western side ; 

On this rough Auster drove the impetuous tide ; 

With broken force the billows roll?'d away, 

And heaved the flect into the neighbeuring bay. 

Thus saved from death, they gain'd the Phastan 
shores, 

With shatter'd vessels and disabled oars: 

But five tall barks the winds and waters tost, 

Far froin their fillows, on the -Exyptian coast. 

There wander'd Menelaus through foreign shores, 

Amassing gold, and gathering naval stores; 

While carst Ezysthus the detested deed 

By frand fultilld, amd his ereat brother bled, 

Seven years, the traitor nch Mycene sway'd, 

And his stern rule the groaning land obey'd; 
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The eighth, from Athens to his realm restored, 390 


Orestes brandist’d the revenzing sword, 

Slew the dire piir, and gave to funeral flame 

The vile assasein and adulterous dame. 

That day, ere yet the bloody triumph cease, 
Return'd Atrides to the coast of Greece, 

And sate to Argos’ port hia navy broupht, 

With gifts of price and ponderous treasure fraught. 
Hence warw'd, my son, beware! nor idly stand 
Too long a <tranger to thy nauve land ; 

Lest heedless absenee wear thy wealth away, 
While lawless feastera in thy palace away ; 
Perhaps my seve thy realm, and share the spoil; 
And thou return, with disappointed toil, 

From thy vain journey, toa rifled isle. 

Howe’er, my fiend, mdulze one bbour more, 
Aad seck Atrides on the Spartan shore 
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Guides of thy road, companions of thy way. 
Urge him with truth to frame his free replies, 
And sure he will: for Menelaus is wise. 

Thus while he speaks the ruddy sun descends, 
And twilight gray her evening shade extends. 
Then thus the blue-eyed maid: O full of days! 
Wise are thy words, and just are all thy ways. 
Now immolate the tongues, and mix the wine, 
Sacred to Neptune and the powers divine. 

The lamp of day is quench'd beneath the deep, 
| And soft approach the balmy hours of sleep: 
Nor fits it to prolong the heavenly feast, 
Timeless, indecent, but retire to reat. 

So spake Jove’s daughter, the celestial maid. 
The sober train attended and ubey'd. 

The sacred heralds on their hands around 
Pour'd the ful) urns; the youths the goblets crown'd: 
From bowl to bowl the holy beverage flows; 
While to the final sacrifice they rose. 
The tongues they cast upon the fragrant flame, 
And pour, above, the consecrated stream. 
And now, their thirst by copious draughts allay'd, 
The youthful hero and the Athenian maid 49 
Propose departure from the finish'd rite, 
And in their hollow bark to pass the night: 
But thia the hospitable sage denied. 
Forbid it, Jove! and all the gods! he cried. 
Thus trom my walls the much-loved son to sead 
Of such a hero, and of such a friend ! 
Me, as some needy peasant, would ye leave, 
Whom heaven denies the blessing to relieve ἢ 
Me would ye leave, who boast imperial sway 
When beds of royal state invite your stay ἢ 
No—long as life this mortal shall inspire, 
Or us my children imitate their sire, 
Here shall the wandering stranger find his home, 
And hospitable ntes adorn the dome. 

Well hast thou spoke (the blue-eyed maid re 

plies,? 

Beloved old man! benevolent as wise. 
Be the kind dictates of thy heart obey’d, 
And let thy words Telemachus persuade : 
He to thy palace shall thy steps pursue ; 
[τὸ the ship, to give the orders due, 
Prescribe directions and contirn the crew. 
For I alone sustain their naval cares, 
Who boast experience from these silver hairs; 
All youths the rest, whom to this journey move 
Like years, like tempers, and their prince's love. 
There in the vessel ehall 1 pass the mght; 
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400] And soon as morning paints the fields of light, 


I go to challenge from the Caucona bold, 

A debt, contracted in the days of old. 

Bat this thy guest, received with friendly care, 40 
Let thy strong coursers swift to Sparta bear: 
Prepare thy chariot at the dawn of day, 

And be thy von cotpanion of iia way 
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turning with the word, Minerva flies, (The rest may here the pious duty share, 

τ an eagle through the liquid skies. And bid the handinaids for the feast prepare, 
ivine! the throng'd spectators gaze The seats to range, the fragrant wood to bring, 
wonder fix'd, and still amaze. And limpid waters from the living spring. 

f the reverend sage admired; he took He said, and busy each his care bestow’'d ; 

id of young Telemachus, and spoke. Already at the gates the bullock low’d, 

ipy youth ! and favour'd of the skies 480 Already came the Ithacensian crew, 
ish’d care of guardian deities ! The dextrous smith the tools already drew : 

sarly years for future worth engage, His ponderous hammer and his anvil sound, 550 
ur manhood, no ignoble age. And the strong tongs to turn the metal round. 
none other of the court above Nor was Minerva absent from the rite, 

e, the daughter of almighty Jove, She view'd her honours, and enjoy’d the sight. 
erself, the war-triumphant maid, With reverend hand the king presents the gold, 

d is thine, as once thy father’s aid. Which round the intorted horns the gilder roll’d, 
+, me goddess! so propitious shine So wrought, as Pallas might with pride behold. 
my consort, and my royal line! Young Aretus from forth his bridal bower 

ng bullock to thy name shal! smoke, 4901 Brought the full laver, o'er their hands to pour, 

1, unconscious of the galling yoke, And canisters of consecrated flour. 

iple forehead, and yet tender horns, Stratius and Echephron the victim Jed: 560 
yudding honours ductile gold adorns. The ax was held by warlike Thrasymed, 

issive thus the hoary sire preferr’d In act to strike: before him Perseus stood, 

’ vow: the favouring goddess heard. The vase extending to receive the blood. 

owly rising, o'er the sandy space The king himself initiates to the power ; 

the father, fullow’d by his race, Scatters with quivering hand the sacred flour, 
procession) timely marching home And the stream sprinkles: from the curling brows 
ly order to the regal dome. The hair collected in the fire he throws. 


hen arrived, on thrones around him placed, | Soon as due vows on every part were pai 
, and grandsons the wide circle graced. 500] And sacred wheat upon the victim laid, 


> the huspitable sage, in sign Strong Thrasymed discharged the speeding blow 570 
| welcome mix'd the racy wine, Ful! on his neck, and cut the nerves in two. 
am the mellowing cask restored to light, Down sunk the heavy beast ; the females round, 
png years refined, and rosy bright.) Maids, wives, and matrons, mix a shrilling sound. 
is high the foaming bow! he crown'd, Nor scorn d the queen the holy choir to join; 
inkled large libations on the ground. (The first-born she, of old Clymencus’ line , 
inks a full oblivion of his cares, In youth by Nestor loved, of spotless fame, 

he gifts of balmy sleep repairs. And loved in age, Eurydice her name.) 

a rich alcove the prince was laid, 510] From earth they rear him, struggling now with death 
xt beneath the pompous colonade : And Nestor’s youngest stops the vents of breath. 
his side Pisistratus lay spread, The soul for ever flies: on all sides round 580 
1is equal) on a splendid bed : Streams the black blood, and smokes upon the ground. 
2 inner court, securely closed, The beast they then divide, and disunite 
erend Nestor and his queen reposed. The ribs and limbs, observant of the rite: 

now Aurora, daughter of the dawn, On these, in double cawls involved with art, 
‘y lustre purpled o’er the lawn ; The choicest morsels lay from every part. 

man early rose, walk’d forth, and sate The sacred sage before his altar stands, 

h'd stone before his palace gate: Turns the burnt-offering with his holy hands, 
guents smooth the lucid marble shone, 520] And pours the wine, and bids the flames aspire ; 
incient Neleus sate, a rustic throne ; The youth with instruments surround the fire. 
escending to the infernal shade, The thighs now sacrificed, and entrails dress’d, 590 
stor fill'd it, and the sceptre sway’d. The assistants part, transfix, and boil the rest. 

around him mild obeisance pay, While these officious tend the rites divine, 

005 take the orders of the day. The last fair branch of the Nestorean line, 

hephron and Stratius quit their bed: Sweet Polycastd, took the pleasing toil 

seus, Aretus, and Thrasymed ; To bathe the prince, and pour the fragrant oil. 
Pisistratus arose from rest: O’er his fair limbs a flowery vest he threw, 

me, and near him placed the stranger-guest, | And issued, like a god, to mortal view. 

. the senior thus declared his will : 530 His former seat beside the king he found, 

! the dictates of your sire fulfil. (His people’s father, with his peers around ;) 

5, first of gods, prepare the feast, All placed at ease the holy banquet join, 60¢ 
ced our rites, a more than mortal guest. And in the dazzling goblet laughs the wine. 
dispatchful, bid some swain co lead The rage of thirst and hunger now suppress'd, 

:d bullock from the grassy mead ; The monarch turns him to his royal guest ; 

: the harbour, where the vessels moor, And for the promised journey bids prepare 

g thy friends, Telemachus! ashore: The smooth-hair’d horses, and the rapid car. 

nly two the galley to attend.) Observant of his word ; the word scarce spoke, 

to Lacrceus must we send, The sons obey, and join them to the yoke. 

‘ine, whose skilful hands infold 540|Then bread and wine a ready handmaid brings, 

im’s horn with circumfusile gold. And presents, such as guit the atate of kings. 
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The glittering seat Telemachus ascends 

Hig faithful guide Pisistratus attends ; 

With hasty hand the ruling reins he drew: 

He lash’d the coursers, and the coursers flew. 

Beneath the bounding yoke alike they held 

Their equal pace, and smoked along the field. 

The towers of Pylos sink, its views decay, 

Fields afer fields fly back till close of day: 

Then sunk the sun, and darken'd all the way. 
To Phere now Diocleus’ stately seat 

Of Alpheus’ race,) the weary youth retreat. 

His house affords the hospitable rite, 

And pleased they sleep, (the blessing of the night.) 

But when Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 

With rosy lustre purpled o'er the lawn 

Again they mount their journey to renew, 

And from the sounding portico they flew. 

Along the waving fields their way they hold, 

The fields receding as their chariot roll’d: 

Then slowly sunk the ruddy globe of light, 


610} On the bright eminence young Nestor shone, 


And fast beside him great Ulysses’ son: a 
Grave Eteoneus saw the pomp appear, 
And speeding, thus address’d the royal ear. 
Two youths approach whose semblant features prow 
Their blood devolving frum the source of Jose. 
Is due reception deign’d, or must they bend 
Their doubtful course to seek a distant friend? 
Insensate ! (with a sigh the king replies,) 
Too long, misjudging, have 1 thought thee wise: 


620] But sure relentless folly stecls thy breast, 


Obdurate to reject the stranger-guest ; @ 
To those dear hospitable rites a foc, 
Which in my wanderings oft relieved my woe; 
Fed by the bounty of another’s board, 
Till pitying Jove my native realm restored— 
Straight be the coursers from the car released, 
Conduct the youths to grace the genial feast. 

The seneschal, rebuked, in haste withdrew ; 
With equal haste a menial train pursue: 


And o’er the shaded Jandscape rush'd the night. 630] Part led the coursers, from the car enlarged, 


BOOK IV. 
ARGUMENT. 
The Conference with Menelaus. 


Telemachus with Pisistratus arriving at Sparta, is hos. 
pitably reecived by Menelaus, to whom he relates the 
cause of his coming, and learns from him many par- 
ticulars of what befel the Greeks since the destruction 

He dwells more at large upon the prophecies 

of Proteus to him in his return; froin which he ac- 

quaints Telemachus, that Ulysses is detained in the 


of Troy. 


island of Calypso. 


ἢ the meantime the suitors consult to destroy Telema- 
Penelope is apprised of 
this; but comforted in a dream by Pallas, in the shape 


chus in his voyage home. 


of ber sister Iphthima. 


BOOK IV. 


AND now proud Sparta with their wheels resounds, 


Sparta whose walls a range of hills surrounds: 
At the fair dome the rapid labour ends ; 
Where sate Atrides ‘midst his bridal friends, 
With double vows invoking Hymen’s power, 
To bless his son's and daughter's nuptial hour. 
That day, to great Achilles’ son resign’d, 
Hermione, the fairest of her kind, 
Was sent to crown the long-protracted joy, 
Espoused before the final doom of Troy: 
With steeds and gilded cars, a gorgeous train 
Attend the nymph tu Phtlia’s distant reign. 
Meanwhile at hume, to Megapenthes’ bed 
The virgin-choir Alector’s daughter led. 
Brave Megapenthes, from a stolen amour 
To great Atrides’ age his hand-maid bore : 
To Helen's bed the gods alone assign 
Ifermione, to extend the regal line: 
On whom a radiant pomp of graces wait, 
Resembling Venus in attractive state. 
While this gay friendly troop the king surround, 
With festival and mirth the roofs resound : 
A bard amid the joyous circle sings 
High airs, attemnper'd to the vocal strings: 
Whilst warbling to the varied strain, advance 
Two sprightly youths to form the bounding dance. 
"T'was then, that, issuing through the palace gate, 
The splendid car roll'd slow in regal state: 


Each to a crib with choicest grain surcharged; 8) 
Part in a portico, profusely graced 
With rich magnificence, the chariot placed: 
Then to the dome the friendly pair invite, 
Who eye the dazzling roofs with vast delight; 
Resplendent as the blaze of summer-noon, 
Or the pale radiance of the midnight moon. 
From room to room their eager view they becd; 
Thence to the bath, a beauteous pile, descend ; 
Where a bright damsel-train attends the guests 
With liquid odours, an! embroider'd vests. α 
Refresh'd, they wait them to the bower of state, 
Where circled with hia peers Atrides sate: 
Throned next the king, a fair attendant brings 
The purest product of the crystal springs; 
High on a massy vase of silver mould, 
The burnish’d laver flames with solid gold; 
In solid gold the purple vintage flows, 
And on the board a second banquet rose. 
When thus the king, with hospitable port :— 
Accept this welcome to the Spartan court; Ὁ 
The waste of nature let the feast repair, 
Then your high lineage and your names declare: 
Say from what scepter'd ancestry ye claim, 
Recorded eminent in deathless fame ? 
For vulgar parents cannot stamp their race 
With signatures of such majestic grace. 

Ceasing, benevolent he straigkt assigns 


10} The royal portion of the choicest chines 


To each accepted friend : with grateful haste 
They share the honours of the rich repast. ὃ 
Sufficed, soft whispering thus to Nestor’s son, 

His head reclined, young Ithacus begun: 

View’st thou unmoved, O ever-honour'd most. 
These prodigies of art, and wondrous cost! 
Above, beneath, around the palace shines 
The sumless treasure of exhausted mines; 

The spoils of elephants the roofs inlay, 


20| And studded amber darts a goiden ray: 


Such, and not nobler, in the realms above 

My wonder dictates is the dome of Jove. 9 
The monarch took the word, and grave rephe4 

Presumptuous are the vaunts, and vain the pode 

Of man, who dares in pomp with Jove contest, 

Linchanged, immortal, and supremely blest! 

With all my affuence when my woes are weigh'é 

Envy will own the purchase dearly paid. 
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tht slow-circling years by tempests tose’d A silver canister, divinely wrought, 
yprus to the far Phaenician coast In her soft hands the beauteous Phylo brought; 
the capital) | stretch’d my toil To Sparta’s queen of old the radiant vase 
th regions futteu’d with the flows of Nile. 100, Alcandra gave, a pledge of royal grace: 
Ethiopia’s utmost bounds explore, For Polybus her lord (whose sovereign sway 
ie parch’d borders of the Arabian shore : The wealthy tribes of Pharian Thebes obey,) 170 
arp my voyage on the southern gales, When to that court Atrides came, carest 
ie warn Libyan wave to spread my sails: With vast munilicence the imperial guest ; 
appy clime ! where each revolving year Two lavers from the richest ore refined, 
eming ewes a triple offspring bear ; With silver tripods, the kind host assign'd : 
vo fair crescents of translucent hom And bounteous from the royal treasure told 
‘ows of all their young increase adorn: Ten equal talents of refulgent gold. 
icpherd swains, with sure abundance blest, Alcandra, consort of his high command, 
: fat flock and rural dainties feast: 110) A golden distaff gave to Helen’s hand; 
ant of herbage makes the dairy fail, And that rich vase, with living sculpture wronght, 
ery season fills the foaming pail. Which heap'd with wool the beauteous Phylo brought 
. heaping unwish'd wealth, I distant roam, The silken fleece impurpled for the loom, 181 
ast of brothers at his natal home, Rival'd the hyacinth in vernal bloom. 
dire fury of a traitress wife, The sovereign seat then Jove-born Helen press’d, 
he sad evening of a stormy life: And, pleasing, thus her scepter’d lord address’d : 
ce with incessant grief my soul annoy’d, Who grace our palace now, that friendly pair, 
riches are possess'd, but not enjoy’d ; Speak they their lineage, or their names declare ? 
irs, the copious theme of every tongue, Uncertain of the truth, yet uncontroll’d 
1, your fathers have recorded long ; 190] Hear me the bodings of my breast unfold. 
avouring heaven repaid my glorious toils With wonder wrapt, on yonder check I trace 
 sack’d palace, and barbaric spoils. The feature of the Ulyssean race: 190 
id the gods so large a boon denied, Diffused o’er cach resembling line appear, 
fe, the just equivalent, supplied In just similitude, the grace and air 
se brave warriors, who, with glory fired, Of young Telemachus ! the lovely boy, 
»m their country, in my cause expired! Who blese’d Ulysses with a father’s joy, 
short intervals of pleasing woe, What time the Greeks combined their social arms, 
lful of the friendly dues I owe, To avenge the stain of my ill-fated charms ! 
# glorious dead, for ever dear! Just is thy thought, the king assenting cries, 
ὁ the tribute of a grateful tear, 130| Methinks Ulysses strikes my wondering eyes ; 
1! Ulysses—deeper than the rest Full shines the father in the filial frame, 
ad idea wounds my anxious breast ! His port, his features, and his shape the same: 200 
art bleeds fresh with agonizing pain; Such quick regards his sparkling eyes bestow 
»wl and tasteful viands tempt in vain ; Such wavy ringlets o’er his shoulders flow. 
eep’s soft power can close my streaming eyes,| And when he beard the long disastrous store 
imaged to my soul his sorrows rise. Of cares, which in my cause Ulysses bore ; 
ril in my cause he ceased to prove, Dismay’d, heart-wounded with paternal woes, 
rours equall’d only by my love: Above restraint the tide of sorrow rose : 
oth alike to bitter fortune born, Cautious to let the gushing gricf appear, 
in to suffer, and for me to mourn! 140] His purple garment veil’d the falling tear. 
ier he wanders on some friendly coast, See there confess’d, Pisistratus replies, 
les in Stygian gloom a pensive ghost, The genuine worth of Ithacus the wise! 210 
ne reveals ; but doubtful of his doom, Of that heroic sire the youth is sprung, 
od old sire with sorrow to the tomb But modest awe hath chain'd his timorous tongue. 
es his trembling steps; untimely care _ [Thy voice, O king! with pleased attention heard, 
rs the blooming vigour of his heir ; Is like the dictates of a god revered. 
1e chaste partner of his bed and throne With him, at Nestor’s high command I came, 
ς all her widow’'d hours in tender moan. Whose age 1 honour with a purent’s name. 
ile thus pathetic to the prince he spoke, By adverse destiny constrain'd to sue 
the brave youth the streaming passion broke: |For counsel and redress, he sucs to you. 
us to veil the grief, in vain represt, 151} Whatever ill the friendless orphan bears, 
ce he shrouded with his purple vest: Bereaved of parents in his infant years, 220 
onscious monarch pierced the coy disguise, _| Still must the wrong’d ‘Telemachus sustain, 
iew'd his filial love with vast surprise : If, hopeful of your aid, he hopes in vain: 
us to press the tender theme, or wait Affianced in your friendly power alone, 
ar the youth inquire his father’s fate. The youth would vindicate the vacant throne. 
suspense bright Helen graced the room; Ie Sparta blest, and these desiring eyes 
: her breathed a gale of rich perfume. View my friend’s son? (the king cxulting cries ;) 
ives, adorn'd with each attractive grace, Son of my friend, by glorious toils approved, 
Iver-shafted goddess of the chase. 160] Whose sword was sacred to the man he Joved: 
rat of majesty Adraste brings. Mirror of constant faith, revered and mourn’d !—~ 
urts illustrious for the pomp of kings: When Troy was ruin’d, had the chief return’d, 230 
read the pall (beneath the regal chair No Greek an equal space had e’er possess’d, 


test woof, is bright Alcippe’s care, Of dear affection, in my grateful breast. 
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I, ty σοῦ πα the mutual joss we stired, Then fram the rica ef pirny repair, 

For his aleaie 2 cap tai prepared : ‘And win keen gist (he savoury trpdsshin. [8 

Argos thee of were orale 1 chose ς “Meant! re, wih gen‘) ies to warm the seal, 

Face in tae pon tae future palace rea, IBrght Helen mix’ ἃ τῷ rth inspiring bo«!: 

Wiaere tay Ulyeee. und hia race τὰ cht reign, 'Temper'd wrh drigs of «overium ase, to ascage 

And porto te bis tries Ue: wade dorm an. The boiling beeom of tromitieus rage: 

Te tutta tes Vaseale tad mean'da soul, Τὸ clear the cloudy front of wrinkled Care, 

Wirh teeuang plenty tom: ward ttoP teil. 240 And dry the teach) slices of Despair: 

There wath Comm ἴα} ze.) we both had strove Charm'd with that virtunus deanght, the exalted mag 

Tn aete of dear benevoleac: aad love ; 1 All sense of woe delivers to the wind. 

Brothers in peace, not rivals in command, 'Though on the lazing pile his parent lay, 

And death alone dinsolved the freendly band ! | Or a loved brother στο! ἃ his life away, 4 

Some συνίων power the bhiasful ecenc destroys: ὠ ὀῥτ(}γ darling eon, app-ess"d by τυ πῇ force, 

Vanial'd reall the visionary joys; (Fell breathiess at his feet, a mangled corse; 

The aon) of friendebip to my hope is lost From morn to eve, immsive and serene, 

Fated to wander fram his natal coast! The man entranced would view the deathful scese 
le ceased 5 a cust of grief began to rise : | These drugs, so friendly to the joss of hue, 

Faust streams ἃ tile from beanteuns Helon's eyes: 250 Bright Helen learn'd from Thone’s impern! wi; 

Fast for Ghe sire the filial sorrows flaw ; Ww ho sway'd the sceptre, where prolific Nile 

The weepmg manarch swells the mighty woe: With various simples clothes the fatten‘d soil. 

Thy cheeks, Pisistratus, the tears bedew With wholesome herbage miv'd, the direfal bane 

Wale petured te thy mind appeir'’d in view Of vezetable venom taints the plain; aw 

Thy martial brother:* on the Pliygtao plain | From Pron spmng, their patron-god imparts 

EBatesuled pile, by swarthy Memnon slain! To all the Pharian race hie healing arts. 


The beveruge now prepared to inspire the feast, 

The circle thus the beauteous queen address'd : 
Throned in omnipotence, supremest Jove 

Tempers the fates of human race above ; 

By the firm sanction of his sovereign will, 

Alternate are decreed onr good and ill. 

To feastful mirth be this white hour assign d, 

And swect d:scourse, the banquet of the mind. 33 

Myself, assisting in the social joy, 

Will tell Ulysses’ bold exploit in Troy: 

Sole witness of the deed I now declare ; 


But siteneu soon the son of Nestor broke, 
And τ with fraternal pity spoke : 
Frequent, O king, was Nestor wont to raise 
And charm attention with thy coptoms praise; 960 
To crown thy varions gifts, the sage assign’d 
The glory of a firm capacious mind : 
With that superior attribute, controul 
This unavailing impotence of soul. 
Tat not your roof with echoing grief resound, 
Now for the feast the friendly bow] is crown’d: 
But when from dewy shade emerging bright 
Aurora strenks the sky with orient light, Speak you, (who saw) his wonders in the war. 
Let each deplore his dead: the rites of woe Seam'd o'er with wounda, which his own sabre ga, 
Are all, alas ! the living can bestow : 270} In the vile habit of a village-slave, 
O’er the congenial dust enjoin’d to shear The foe deceived, he pass'd the tented plain, 
The graceful curl, and drop the tender tear. In Troy to mingle with the hostile train. 
Then, mingling in the mournful pomp with you, In this attire, secure from searching eyes, 
UH pay τὴν brother's ghost a warrior’s due, Till haply piercing throngh the dark disguise 30 
And mourn the brave Antilochus, a name The chief I challenged ; he, whose practised wit 
Not unrecorded in the rolls of fame: Knew all the serpent mazes of deceit, 
With strength and speed superior form'd, in fight — | Eludes my search: but when hia form I view'd 
To face the foe, or intercept his flight: Fresh from the bath with fragrant oils renew'd, 
Too early snateh'd by fate ere known to me! His limbs in military purple drees'd, 
I boast a witness of his worth in thee. 280! Each brightening grace the genuine Greek σου ἃ 
Young and mature! the monarch thus rejoins, A previous pledge of sacred taith obtain’d, 
In thee renew’d the soul of Nestor shines: Till he the lines and Argive tleet regain’d, 
Forin'd by the care of that consummate sage, To keep his stay conceal'd ; the chief declared 
In early bloom an oracle of age. The plans of war against the town prepared. 3 
Whene’cr his influence Jove vouchsafes to shower, | Exploring then the secreta of the state, 
To bless the natal, and the nuptial hour; He Iearn’d what best might urge the Dardan fate: 
From the great sire transmissive to the race, And, safe returning to the Grecian hoat, 
The boon devolving gives distinguish’d grace. Sent many a shade to Pluto’s dreary coast. 
Such, happy Nestor ! was thy glorious doom; Loud grief resounded through the towers of Troy, 
Around thee, full of years, thy offspring bloom, 290) But my pleased bosom glaw’d with secret joy: 
Expert of arins, and prudent in debate ; For then, with dire remorse and conscious shame, 
The gifts of heaven to guard thy hoary state. I view'd the effects of that disastrous flame, 
But now Ict each becalm his troubled breast, Which, kindled by the imperious queen of lore, 
Wash, and partake, serene, the friendly feast. Constrain’d me from my native realm to rove: 3 
To move thy suit, Telemachur, delay, And oft in bitterness of soul deplored 
Till heaven's revolving lamp restores the day. My absent daughter, and my dearer lord, 
Ile said, Asphalion swift the laver brings; Admired among the first of human race, 
Alternate all partake the gratetul springs ; For every gift of mind and manly grace. 
Wight well, replied the king, your speech dusplays 
“The matchless ment of Une chief yaa yale: 


4 Antilochus. 
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arious climes myself have found, 

deeds and depth of thought renown’d ; 

, unrivall'd in his claim, 

i title to the loudest fame: 370 
lm, he guides the rapid storm, 

olve, and patient to perform. 

lrous conduct in the chief appear’d, 

‘ast fabric of the steed we rear’d! 

on, anxious for the Trojan doom, 

with great Deiphobus to come, 

the fraud ; with guile opposed to guile, 

g thrice around the insidious pile ; 
leader’s name you thrice invoke, 

τ varying as their spouses spoke 380 
g sounds each latent warrior warm’d, 
ydides, and my heart alarm’d: 

steed we both impatient press, 

z to answer from the dark recess. 

he mind of Ithacus remain'd: 

Ὦ ardours of our love restrain'd: 

8, unable to controul, 

the language of his yearning soul : 

light, with indignation fired 

common care of Greece required,) 390 
lips his forceful hands applied, 

‘ongue the fluttering murmurs died. 
finerva, from the fraudful horse, 

court of Priam bent your course. 

t fate! Telemachus replies ; 

boasted attribute of wise : 

mingling with the vulgar host, 

mmon mass of matter lost : 

sleep the painful waste repair 

ction, and corroding care. 400 
d; the menial fairthat round her wait, 
beck prepare the room of state ; 

ample portico they spread 

fleece to form the slumberous bed ; 

ft palls of purple grain, unfold . 
‘y, stiff with inwoven gold: 

zh the ijlumined dome, to balmy rest 
ious herald guides each princely guest ; 

8 regal bower the king ascends, 

pus Helen on her lord attends. 410 
he morn, in orient purple dress'd, 

e portal of the roseate east, 

th rose ; magnilicent to view, 

al mantle o'er his vest he threw: 
ng zone, athwart his shoulder cast, 
chion low-depending graced ; 
nis feet the embroider’d sandals shine ; 

16 moves, majestic and divine: 
oung Telemachus he press’d, 

znevolent his speech address’d: 420 
1 youth, sincere of βου], report 
: hath Jed you to the Spartan court ? 
wr domestic cares constrain 
ne voyage o’er the surgy main ? 

favour'd delegate of Jove! 
: prince ;) inflamed with filial love, 
3 hope, to hear my parent’s doom, 

to your royal court I come. 

gn seat a lewd usurping race 
ss riot and misrule disgrace; 430 
‘d insolence devoted fall 

6 flock, and choicest of the stall: 
nbition wings their bold desire, 
mount the imperial bed aspire. 


But prostrate I implore, oh king! relate 
The mournful series of my father’s fate : 
Each known disaster of the man disclose 
Born by his mother to a world of woes! 
Recite them ; nor in erring pity fear 
To wound with storied grief the filial ear: 440 
If e’er Ulysses, to reclaim your right, 
Avow’'d his zeal in council or in fight, 
If Phrygian camps the friendly toils attest, 
To the sire’s merit give the son’s request. 
Deep from his inmost soul Atrides sigh’d, 
And thus indignant to the prince replied : 
Heavens ! would a soft, inglorious, dastard train 
An absent hero's nuptial joys profane! 
So with her young, amid the woodland shades, 
A timorous hind the lion’s court invades, 
Leaves in the fatal lair the tender fawns, 
Climbs the green cliff or feeds the flowery lawns : 
Meantime return’d, with dire remorseless sway 
The monarch-savage rends the trembling prey. 
With equal fury, and with equal fame, 
Ulysses soon shall re-assert his claim. 
O Jove, supreme, whom gods and men revere! 
And thou* to whom ’tis given to gild the sphere! 
With power congenial join’d, propitious aid 
The chief adopted by the martia] maid! 460 
Such to our wish the warrior soon restore, 
As when contending on the Lesbian shore 
His prowesa Philomelides confess’d, 
And loud-acclaiming Greeks the victor bless’d : 
Then soon the invaders of his bed and throne 
Their love presumptuous shall with life atone. 
With patient ear, O royal youth, attend 
The storied labours of thy father’s friend : 
Fruitfu) of deeda, the copious tale is long, 
But truth severe shall dictate to my tongue: 470 
Learn what I heard the sea-born seer relate, 
Whose eye can pierce the dark recess of fate. 
Long on the “gy ptian coast by calms confined . 
Heaven to my ficct refused a prosperous wind : 
No vows had we preferr'd, nor victim slain! 
For this the gods each favouring gale restrain : 
Jealous, to see their high behests obey'd: 
Severe, if men the eternal rights evade. 
High o’er a guify sea, the Pharian isle 
Fronts the deep roar of disemboguing Nile: 480 
Her distance from the shore, the course begun 
At dawn, and ending with the setting sun, 
A galley measures: when the stiffer gales 
Rise on the poop, and fully stretch the sails. 
There, anchor’d vessels safe in harbour lie, 
Whilst limpid springs the failing cask supply. 
And now the twentieth sun, descending, laves 
His glowing axle in the western waves; 
Still with expanded sails we court in vain 
Propitious winds to waft us o’er the main : 490 
And the pale mariner at once deplores 
His drooping vigour and exhausted stores. 
When lo! a bright cerulean form appears, 
The fair Eidothea! to dispel my fears ; 
Proteus her sire divine. With pity press’d, 
Me sole the daughter of the deep address’d ; 
What time, with hunger pined, my absent mates 
Roam the wild isle in search of rural cates, 
Bait the barb’d stee], and from the fishy flood 


Appease the afflictive fierce desire of food. 500 
a “ὃ --͵ς-͵ς͵ςς-ς-- -{ττιὡςΔῳὺυῳὰἢὕὔῬν»7..-ϑΞϑΞροῦοΊ σ“7ἡ7)ἰ,Αῖἰ͵ τπιοεςι...ὸ 
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Whoe'er thou art ‘the azure paddess cries) ‘Yet still retentive, with redoubled might, 
Thy conduct dl ce serves the prise of wise: Throuzh each vain passive form constrain his fighs 
Is death thy cho'ce, or msery thy boast, But when, his native shape resumed, he stands 
That here inglorions ona barren eeist ‘Patient of conqnest, and your cause demands, 5% 
Thy brave a-soesates droop, a merge train The canse that urged the bold attempt declare, 
With famine pale, and ask thy care in vain? And soothe the vanquish’d with a victor’s prarer. 
Strack witn the kind reproach, Ε straight reply; |The bands relax'd implore the srer to say 
Whare’er thy ude in thy native sky, What godhead interdicts the watery way? 
A caddess sire! for more than mortal grace Who, straight prop:tious, in prophetic strain 
Speaks thee descendant of ethereal race : 510 Will teach you to repays the unmeasured main. 
Deem vot, that here of choice my fleet remains; |She ceased, and bonnding from the skelfy shore, 
ome heavenly power averse my stay constrains: — | Ronnd the descending nymph the waves redcundag 
QO, piteous of my fate, vouchsafe to show High wrapt in wonder of the future deed, “row. 
(For what's sequester’d trom celestial view 7) With joy impetuous, to the port I speed : a 
Whit power beealms the innaviguble seas? The wants of nature with repast suffice, 
What cuilt provokes him, and what vows appease? | Till night with grateful shade involved the skies, 
I ceased, when alfible the goddess cried; And shed ambrosial dews. Fast by the derp, 
Observe, and in the truths 1 speak contide : Along the tented shore, in balmy slcép, 
The oraculous seer frequents the Pharian δοκεῖ, Our cares were lost. When o’er the eastern wn, 
From whose high bed my birth divine 1 boast; 520!In saffron robes, the daughter of the dawn 
Proteus, a name tremendous o'er the main, Advanced her rosy steps; before the bay, 
The delegate of Neptune's watery reign. Due ritual honours to the gods I pay; 
Watch with insidious care his known abode; Then seek the place the se2-born nymph assign’é, 
There fast in chains constrain the various god ; With three associates of undaunted mind. # 
Whe bound, obedient to superior foree, Arrived, to form along the appointed strand 
Unerring will preseribe your destined course. For each a bed, she scoops the hilly sand ; 
ΤΊ studious of your realms, you then demand Then, from her azure car the finny spoils 
Their state, since last you left your natal land; Of four vast Phoez takes to veil her wiles; 
Instant the god obsequions will disclose Beneath the finny spoils extended prone, 
Bright tracts of glory, ora cloud of woes. 530 | Hard toil! the prophet’s piercing eye to shun; 
She ceased : and suppliant thus I made reply : New from the corse, the scaly frauds dicfuse 
O goddess! on thy aid my hopes rely ; Unsavoury stench of oil, and brackish ooze: 
Dictate propitions to my duteous ear, But the bright sea-maid’s gentle power implored, 
What arts can captivate the changeful seer; With nectar'd drops the sickening senze restored. 
For perilous the essay, unheard the toil, Thus till the sun had travell'd half the skies, @l 
To elude the prescienco of a god by guile. Ambush'd we lie, and wait the bold cmprise ; 
Thus to the goddess mild my suit 1 end. When, thronging quick to bask in open air, 
Then she. Obedient to my rule, attend : The flocks of Ocean to the strand repair: 


When through the zone of heaven the mounted sun [Couch’d onthe sunny sand, the monsters sleep: 
Hath journcey'’d half, and half remains to run; 540/Then Proteus, mounting from the hoary deep, 


The seer, while zephyre curl the swelling deep, Surveys his charge, unknowing of deceit : 

Basks on the breezy shore, in grateful sleep, (In order told, we make the snm complete:) 

His oozy limba. Emerging from the wave, Pleased with the false review, secure he lies 

The Phoe-r swift surround his rocky cave, And leaden slumbers press his drooping eses. δ 

Frequent and full; the consecrated train Rushing impetuous forth, we straight prepare 

Of her,* whose azure trident awes the main: A furious onset with the sound of war, 

There wallowing warm, the enormous herd exhales {And shouting seize the god: our force to evade 

An oily stream, and taints the noon-tide gales. His various arts he soon resumes in aid: 

To that reeess, commodious for surprise A lion now, he curls a surgy mane; 

When purple light shall next suffuse the skies, 550]Sudden our bands a spotted pard restrain ; 

With me repair; and from thy warrior-band Then, arm’d with tusks, and lichtning in his eyes, 

Three chosen chiefs of dauntless soul command: A boar’s obscener shape the god belies: 

Let their anviliar force betriend the toil; On spiry volumes, there, a dragon rides: 

For strong the god, and perfected in guile. Here, from our strict embrace a stream he glides; 

Stretch'd on the shelly shore, he first surveys And last, sublime, his stately growth he rears, @1 

The flouncing herd ascending from the seas ; A tree, and well-dissembled foliage weats. 

Their number snmin‘d, reposed in sleep profound __| Vain efforts! with superior power compress'd, 

The scaly charge their guardian god surround : Me with reluctance thus the secr address'd: 

So with his battening flocks the careful swain Say, son of Atreus, say what god inspired 

Abides pivilion’d on the grassy plain. 560) This daring fraud, and what the boon desired? 

With powers united, obstinately bold I thus: O thou, whose certain eye foresees 

Tuvade him, conch’d amid the scaly fold: The χ᾽ ἃ event of Fate's remote decrees: 

Instant he wears, elusive of the rape, After lone woes, and various toil endured, 

The mimic force of every savage shape ; Still on this desert isle my fleet is moor'd ; 6 

Or ghdes with Liquid lapse a murmuring stream, Unfriended of the gales. All-knowing! say, 

Or, wrapt in flame, he glows at every limb. What godhead interdicts the watery way? 
—_____ —. What vows repentant will the power appease, 


* Amphitrite. To speed 2 prosperous Soyace o'er the seas ? 
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vith stern regard the god replies) There watch’d this gnardian of hia guilty fear, 
»ffended synod of the skies, Till the twelfth moon had whecel’d her pale career. 
ibs with due devotion slain, And now, admonish'd by his eye, to court 

solved, a prosperous voyage gain. With terror wing'd conveys the dread report. 
sanction of thy fate attend ! Of deathful arts expert, his lord emp!oys 

u, nor cheering face of friend, 640) The ministers of blood in dark surprise ; 

natal shore, nor regal dome, And twenty youths in radiant mail incased, 

oy, but still art doom'd to roam. Close ambush'd, nigh the spacious hall he placed. 710 
he Nile, who from the secret source Then bids prepare the hospitable treat : 

th seat descends with sweepy force, Vain shows of love to veil his felon-hate! 

is billows white beneath thy oar, To grace the victor’s welcome from the wars 

aze along his sanguine shore. A train of coursers, and triumphal cars 

e gods, with holy pomp adored, Magnificent he leads: the royal guest, 

vows a safe return accord. Thoughtless of ill, accepts the frandful feast. 

; heart-wounded with afflictive pain The troop forth-issuing from the dark recess, 

repeat the perils of the main, 650| With homicidal rage the king oppress. 

k and long !) O seer! I cry, So, whilst he feeds luxuriant in the stall, 

sanction of the offended sky The sovereign of the herd is doom'd to fall. 720 
ibedience bows. But deign to eay, The partners of his fame and toils of Troy, 
opitious, or what dire dismay, Around their lord, a mighty ruin! lic: 

» peers, the reliques of our host, Mix’d with the brave, the base invaders bleed ; 

h Nestor on the Phrygian coast gysthus sole survives to boast the deed. 

‘ft? Must I the warriors weep, He said; chill horrors shook my shivering soul, 
the bottom of the monstrous deep? Rack’d with convulsive pangs in dust I roll ; 

nd domestic friend deplore And hate, in madness of extreme despair, 

ss heroes on their native shore 7 660) To view the sun, or breathe the vital air. 

.00 far, replied the god; but cease But when, superior to the rage of woe, 

iat known will violate thy peace : I stood restored, and tears had ceased to flow, 730 
of their doom ! with friendly woe Lenitent of grief, the pitying god began— 

ill heave, and tears eternal flow. Forget the brother and resume the man : 

» rest, a lamentable train: To Fate’s supreme dispose the dead resign, 

irk bounds of Pluto's dreary reign. That care be Fate’s, a speedy passage thine. 

ist in the roll of Mars renown’d, Still lives the wretch who wrought the death deplored, 
with conquest in thy cause were crown'd,| But lives a victim for thy vengeful sword ; 

trons fate ; by tempests toss’d, Unless with filial rage Orestes glow 

wretched on a distant coast. 670] And swift prevent the meditated blow ; 

ie rescued from Minerva’s hate, You timely will return a welcome guest, 

Ὁ Otlean Ajax sate, With him to share the sad funereal feast. 740 
whelm’d: but, frowning on the floods, He said: new thoughts my beating heart employ, 
oar'd defiance to the gods; My gloomy soul receives a gleam of joy. 

yrowess all the glory gave, Fair hope revives ; and eager I addrest 

lefranding who vouchsafed to save. The prescient godhead to reveal the rest 

1 raging ruler of the main ; The doom decreed of those disasterous two 

dignant for such high disdain, I’ve heard with pain, but, oh! the tale pursue ; 

: dividing with his forky mace What third brave son of Mars the Fates constrain 
immit from the marble base : 680] To roam the howling desert of the main ; 

π᾿ ἢ seaward with impetuous roar, Or, in eternal shade if cold he lies, 

to the abyss the boaster bore. Provoke new sorrows from these grateful eyes. 750 
guardian aid, the watery vast, That chief (rejoin’d the god) his race derives 
rms, your royal brother pass’d ; From Ithaca, and wondrous woes survives ; 

nigh the cape, where Malea shrouds | Laértes son: girt with circumfluous tides, 

Ts amid surrounding clouds; He still calamitous constraint abides. 

ust tumultuous from the shore Him in Calypso's cave of lite | view'd, 

‘ep his labouring vessel bore. When streaming grief his faded cheek bedew'd. 

i hour the coast he gain’d, But vain his prayer, his arts are vain, to move 

ἢ regal pomp Thyestes reign'd ; 690] The enamour'd goddess ; or elude her love: 

i hoary honours bow’d to fate, His vesse] sunk, and dear companions lost, 

»vern’d in paternal state. He lives reluctant ona foreign coast. 560 
ow subside, the tempest ends ; But oh, beloved by heaven ! reserved to thee 

ship the king of men descends ; A happier lot the smiling fates decree : 

thinks the gods conclude his toil ! Free from that law, beneath whose mortal sway 
own domain salutes the soil: Matter is changed, and varying forms decay ; 

: oft the verge of Greece reviews, Elysium shall be thine; the blissful plains 

‘turf with tears of joy bedews. Of utmost earth, where Rhadamanthus reigns. 

iting on the distant strand, Joys ever young, unmix’d with pain or fear, 

uish'd from his airy stand ; 700} Fill the wide circle of the eternal year: 

we Vigilance, Aogysthus told Stern winter smiles on that auspicious clime: 


Ὠ of ill-persuading gold : The fields are florid with unfading prime « τὸ 
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Thus they alternate ; while with artful care 
The menial train the regal feast prepare : 88 
The firsthugs of the flock are doom‘d το die; 
Rich fragrant wines the cheering bowl supply; 

A female band the gift of Ceres bring; 
And the git roofs with genial triurnph ring. 

Meanwhile, in Ithaca, the suitor powers 

In active games divide their jovial hours: 

In areas varied with mosaic art, 

Some whirl the disk, and some the javelin dart. 
Aside, sequester'd from the vast resort, 

Antinoiis sate spectator of the sport, 89 
With great Eurymachus, of worth confese’d, 

And high descent, superior to the rest ; 

Whom young Noémon lowly thus address’d. 

My ship, equipp’d within the neighbouring por, 

The prince, departing for the Pylian court, 
Requested for his speed ; but, courteous, say 
When steers he home, or why this long delay? 
For Elis I should sai] with utmost speed, 
To import twelve mares which there luxurious feed, 
And twelve young mules, a strong laborious race, 
New to the plough, unpractised in the trace. i 

Unknowing of the course to Pyle design'd, 

A sudden horror seized on either mind: 
The prince in rural bower they fondly thought, 
Numbering his flocks and herds, not far remote. 


From the bleak pole no winds inclement blow, 
Mould the round hail, or flake the fleecy snow ; 

But from the breezy deep the blest inhale 

The fragrant murmurs of the western gale. 

This grace peculiar will the gods afford 

To thee, the son of Jove, and beauteous Helen's lord. 

He ceased, and plunging in the vast profound, 
Beneath the god the wh.rling billows bound. 

Then speeding back, involved in various thought, 
My frends attending at the shore I sought. 780 
Arrived, the rage of hunger we controul, 

Till night with silent shade invests the pole; 

Then lose the cares of life in pleasing rest.— 

Soon as the morn reveals the roseate east, 

With sails we wing the masts, our anchors weigh, 
Unmoor the fleet and rush into the sea. 

Ranged on the banks, beneath our equal oars 

White curl the waves, and the vex'd ocean roars. 
Then, steering baekward from the Pharian isle, 

We gain the stream of Jove-descended Nile; 790 
There quit the ships, and on the destined shore 
With ritual hecatombs the gods adore : 

Their wrath atoned, to Agamemnon's name 

A cenotaph I raise of deathless fume. 

These rites to piety and grief discharged, 

The friendly gods a springing gale enlarged : 

The fleet swift tilting o'er the surges flew 

Till Grecian cliffs appear'd a blissful view ! Relate, Antinoiis cries, devoid of guile, 

Thy patient ear hath heard me long relate When spread the prince his sail for distant Pyle? 
A story, fruitful of disastrous fate; 800] Did chosen chiefs across the gulfy main 
And now, young prince indulge my fond request. Attend his voyage, or domestic train 7 
Be Sparta honour'd with his royal guest, Spontancous did you speed his secret course, 8&0 
Till, from his eastern goal, the joyous sun Or was the vessel] seized by fraud or force? 

His twelfth diurnal race begins to run. With willing duty, not reluctant mind 
Meantime my train the friendly gifts prepare, (Noémon cried,) the vessel was resign’d. 

Three sprightly coursers, and a polish’d car: Who, in the balance, with the great ffairs 
With these, a goblet of capacious mould, Of courts, presume to weigh their private cares? 
Figured with art to dignify the gold, With him, the peerage next in power fo you: 
(Form'd for libation to the gods,) shall prove And Mentor, captain of the lordly crew, 

A pledge and monument of sacred love. 810] Or some celestial in his reverend form, 

My quick return, young Ithacus rejoin'd, Safe from the secret rock and adverse storm, 
Damps the warm wishes of my raptured mind : Pilots the course: for when the climmering ray &Y 
Did not my fate my needful haste constrain, Of yester dawn disclosed the tender day, 
Charmed by your speech, so graceful and humane, | Mentor himself J saw, and much admired— 

Lost in delight the circling year would roll, Then ceased the youth, and from the court retired. 
While deep attention fix'd my listening soul. Confounded and appall'd, the unfinish’d game 
But now to Pyle permit my destined way, The suitors quit, and all to council came. 

My loved associates chide my long delay : Antinoiis first the assembled peers address'd, 

In dear remembrance of your royal grace, Rage sparkling in his eyes, and burning in bss 
I take the present of the promised vase ; 820 breast. 

The coursers, for the champaign sports, retain ; O shame to manhood! shall one daring boy 
That gift our barren rocks will render vain : The scheme of all our happiness destroy 7 
Horrid with clitfy, our meager land allows Fly unperceived, seducing half the flower 8. 
Thin herbage for the mountain goat to browee, Of nobles, and invite a foreign power ? 

But neither mead nor plain supplies, to feed The pondrous engine raised to crush us all, 

The sprightly courser, or indulge his speed : Recoiling, on his head is sure to fall. 

To sea-surrounded realms the gods assign Instant prepare me, on the neighbouring etrand, 
Small tract of fertile lawn, the least to mine. With twenty chosea mates a vessel] mann‘d; 

Hlis hand the king with tender passion press’d, 830] For ambush'd close beneath the Samian shore 
And, smiling, thas the royal youth address‘d : His ship returning shall my spies explore: 

O carly worth. a soul so wise, and young, He soon his rashness shall with hife atone, 
Proclauns you from the sage Ulysses sprung. Seek for his father's fate, but find his own. 
Selected from my stores, of matchless price, With vast applause the sentence all approve; 86 
An urn shall recompense your prudent choice Then rise, and to the feastful hall remove: 

Not mean the massy mould of silver, graced Swift to the queen the herald Medon ran, 

By Vulcan's art, the verge with gold enchased ; Who heard the consult of the dire d.van: 

A pledge the scepter'd power of Sidon gave, Before her dome the royal matron stands, 

When to his realin J plough'd the orient wave And thus the message of lia haste demands, 
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will the suitors ? must my servant-train 
»tted labours of the day refrain, 

n to form some exquisite repast ? 

grant this festival may prove their last! 
ey still must live, from me remove 

ible plague of luxury and love ! 

» ye sons of insolence ! forbear, 

Ὁ consume a wretched heir. 

oung soul illustrious thought to raise, 

2 not tutor’d with Ulysses’ praise ? 

ot your fathers oft my lord defined, 

of speech, beneficent of mind ? 

ings with arbitrary rage devour, 

eir tyrant-minions vest the power: 

let no partial favours fall, 

»ple’s parent he protected all : 

ont now, perfidious and ingrate ! 

es ye ravage, and usurp his state. 


910 


us: O were the woes you speak the worst! 


rm a deed more odious and accurst ; 
eadful than your boding soul divines : 
ing Jove avert the dire designs ! 

ling object of your royal care 

d to perish in a deathful snare ; 

16 anchors in his native port, 
rle-resailing and the Spartan court ; 

Ὁ speak! in ambush is decreed 

ve and heir of Ithaca to bleed ! 

ἢ she sunk beneath the weighty woes, 
il streams a chilling horror froze ; 
round tear stands trembling in her eye, 
her tongue imperfect accents die. 

h, in tender language interwove 

tha, she thus express’d her anxious love : 
shly would my son his fate explore, 

: wild waves, and quit the safer shore 7 
with all the greatly wretched, crave 
oblivion, and untimely grave ? 

ot, replied the sage, to Medon given 

v, if some inhabitant of heaven 

nung breast the daring thought inspired ! 
ne with filial duty fired, 

ids and waves he tempts in carly bloom, 
ito learn his absent father’s doom. 

age retired: unable to controul 

chty griefs that swell her labouring soul, 
convulsive on the floor, is seen 

‘ous object of a prostrate queen. ’ 
o her dumb complaint a pause supplies, 
ath, (0 waste in unavailing cries. 

their sovereign wept the menial fair, 

m she thus address’d her deep despair. 
da wretch whom all the gods consign 

! Did ever sorrows equal mine ? 

my joys my dearest lord is lost, 

ntry’s buckler, and the Grecian boast : 
im my fond embrace, by tempests torn 
Ὑ column of thw state is borne: 

< a kind adieu, nor sought consent !— 
confederates in his dire intent ! 

it with your shows Οὗ duteous zeal, 

e the purposed voyage to conceal: 

at the solemn midnight hour he rose, 

I you fear to trouble my repose ? 

τ had obey’d my fond desire, 

his mother pierced with grief expire. 
ius quick attend, the faithful slave 

omy nuptial train Icarius gave, 


930 


950 


970 


To tend the fruit-groves; with incessant speed 
He shall this violence of death decreed 
To good Ladrtes tell. Experienced age 
May timely intercept the ruffian rage. 
Convene the tribes, the murderous plot reveal, 
And to their power to save his race appeal. 
Then Euryclea thus. My dearest dread ! 
Though to the sword 1 bow this hoary head, 
Or if a dungeon be the pain decreed, 
I own me conscious of the unpleasing deed : 
Auxiliar to his flight, my aid implored, 
With wine and viands I the vessel stored : 
A solemn oath, imposed, the secret seal'd, 
Till the twelfth dawn the light of heaven reveal’d 
Dreading the effect of a fond mother’s fear, 
He dared not violate your royal ear. 
But bathe, and, in imperial robes array'd, 
Pay due devotions to the martial maid,* 
And rest affianced in her guardian aid. 
Send not to good Laértes, nor engage 
In toils of state the miseries of age : 
Tis impious to surmise the powers divine 
To ruin doom the Jove-descended line: 
Long shall the race of just Arcesius reign, 
And isles remote enlarge his old domain. 
The queen her speech with calm attention hears, 
Her eyes restrain the silver-streaming tears: 1000 
She bathes, and robed, the sacred dome ascends 
Her pious speed a female train attends : 
The salted cakes in canisters are laid, 
And thus the queen invokes Minerva’s aid. 
Daughter divine of Jove, whose arm can wield 
The avenging bolt, and shake the dreadful shield ! 
If e’er Ulysses to thy fane preferr'd 
The best and choicest of his flock and herd, 
Hear, goddess, hear, by those oblations won ; 
And for the pious sire preserve the son ; 
His wish'd return with hitppy power befriend 
And on the suitors let thy wrath descend. 
She ceased ; shrill ecstacies of joy declare 
The favouring goddess present to the prayer: 
The suitors heard, and deem'd the mirthful voice 
A signal of her hymeneal choice: 
Whilst one most jovial thus accosts the board : 
“ Too late the queen selects a second lord ; 
In evil hour the nuptial rite intends, 
When o’er her son disastrous death impends.’’ 1026 
Thus he unskill'd of what the fates provide ! 
But with severe rebuke Antinoiis cried. 
These empty vaunts will make the voyage vain ; 
Alarm not with discourse the menial train : 
The great event with silent hope attend; 
Our deeds alone our counsel must commend. 
His speech thus ended short, he frowning rose, 
And twenty chiefs renown’d for valour chose : 
Down to the strand he speeds with haughty strides, 
Where anchor'd in the bay the vessel rides, 1030 
Replete with mail and military store, 
In all her tackle trim to quit the shore. 
The desperate crew ascend, unfurl the sails 
(The seaward prow invites the tardy gales ;) 
Then take repast, till Hesperus display'd 
His golden circlet in the western shade. 
Meantime the queen, withont refection due, 
Heart-wounded, to the bed of state withdrew: 
In her sad breast the prince’s fortunes roll, 
And hope and doubt alternate seize her soul. 


* Winerva. 
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So when the woodman’s toil her cive surrounds, 
And with the humter’s cry the zrove re-ounds, 
With grief and rage the rnother-lion stung, 
Fearless herself, yet trembles for her young. 

While pensive in the silent slumberous shade, 
Sleep's gentle powers her drooping eyes invade ; 
Minerva, {ift:-likhe on embodied air 
Ininpress'd the form of Ipihima the fair; 
(Iearius’ daughter she, whose blooming charms 
Allured Euinelus to her virgin arms; 

A scepter'd lord, who o'er the fruitful plain 
Of Thessaly, wide stretch'd his ample reign :) 
As Pallas will'd, along the sable skies, 

To calin the queen, the phautom sister flies. 
Swift on the regal dome, descending right, 
The bolted valves are pervious to her flight. 
Close to her head the pleasing vision stands, 
And thus performs Minerva’s hich commands. 

O why, Penelope, this causcless fear, 

To render sleep’s soft blessing unsincere 7 
Alike devote to sorrow's dire extreme 

The day-reflection, and the midnight dream ! 
Thy son the gods propitious will restore, 
And bid thee cease his absence to deplore. 

To whom the queen (whilst yet her pensive mind 

Was in the silent gates of slecp confined :) 

O sister, to my soul for ever dear, 

Why this first visit to reprove iny fear? 

How, in a realm so distant, should you know 

From what deep source my ceaseless sorrows flow ! 
To all my hope my royal Jord is lost, 

His country’s buckler, and the Grecian boast : 
And, with consummate woe to weigh me down, 
The heir of all his honours and his crown, 

My darling son is fled! an easy prey 

To the fierce storms, or men more fierce than they: 
Who, in a league of blood associates sworn, 
Will intercept the unwary youth’s return. 

Courage resume, the shadowy form replied, 
In the protectiny care of heaven confide: 

On him attends the blue-cyed martial maid ; 
What earthly can implore a surer aid? 

Me now the guardian goddess deigns to send, 
To bid thee patient his return attend. 

The queen replies: If in the bless'd abodes, 
A goddess, thou hast conmmerce with the gods; 
Say, breathes my lord the blissful realm of light, 
Or lies he wrapp'd in ever-during night? 

Inquire not all his doom, the phantom cries, 

TJ speak not of the counsel of the skies: 
Nor must indulge with vain discourse or long, 
The windy satisfaction of the tongue. 

Swift through the valves the visionary fair 
Repass'd, and yiewless mix’d with common air. 
The queen awakes deliver’d of her woes; 

With florid joy her heart dilating glows : 
The vision manifest of future fate, 
Makes her with hope her son's arrival wait. 

Meantime, the suitors plough the watery plain ; 
Telemachus, in thoucht, already slain! 

When sight of lessening Ithaca was lost, 

Their sail directed for the Samian coast ; 

A small but verdant isle appeared in view, 

And Asteris the advancing pilot knew : 

An ample port the rocks projected form, 

To break the rolling waves and ruffiing storm: 
That safe recess they gain with happy speed, 
Aad in clove ambush wait the murderous deed. 
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BOOK V. 
ARGUMENT. 
The departure ὦ Ulesses frem Calypoe. 


Pallas in a council of the gots complains οὗ the deta 


tion of Viysesin the island of Calypeo; when cps 
Mercury is aent to command thie removel The wat of 
Calyyeo described. She consents with much dithewtr; 
and Ulysses bulls a vessel witb bis own bands, 08 
Which he embarks. Neptune overtakes Bim with 
terrible tempert, in Which he is shipwrecked, and [8 
the !ast danger of death: till Leuce thea. a sea-codder, 
assists him, and, afer innumerable perils, be gets 
ashore at Phivacia. 


BOOK V. 

ΤῊΣ saffron morn, with early blushes spread, 
Now rose refulgent froin Tithonus’ bed ; 
With new-bom day to gladden mortal sight, 
And σι! the courts of heaven with sacred light, 
Then inct the eternal syned of the sky, 
Before the god who thunders from on kigh, 
Supreme in might, sublime in majesty. 
Pallas to these deplores the unequal fates 
Of wise Ulysses, and his toils relates : 
Her hero's danger touch'd the pitying power, 36 
The nymph’s seducements, and the magic bower. 
Thus she bezan her plaint: Immortal Jove! 
And you who fill the blissful seats above ! 
Let kings no more with gentle mercy sway, 
Or bless a people willing to obey, 
But crush the nations with an iron rod, 
And every monarch be the scourge of God ! 
If trom your thoughts Ulysses you remove, 
Who ruled his snbjects with a father’s love. 
Sole in an isle, encircled with the main, 
Abandon'd, banish'd from his native reiga, 
Unbless’d he sighs; detain'd by lawless charms, 
And pregss’d unwilling in Calypso’s arms. 
Nor friends are there, nor vessels to convey, 
Nor oars to cut the immeasurable way. 
And now fierce traitors, studious to destroy 
His only son, their ambush‘d fraud employ ; 
Who, pious, following his great father’s fame, 
To sacred Pylos and to Sparta came. 9 

What words are these? (replied the power woo 

forms 

The clouds of night, and darkens heaven with storms; 
Is not already in thy soul decreed, 
The chief's return shall make the guilty bleed? 
What cannot Wisdom do? Thou may'st restore 
The son in safety to his native shore : 
While the fel] foes, who late in ambush lay, 
With fraud defeated measure back their way. 

Then thus to [Llermes the command was given: 
Hermes, thou chosen messenger of heaven! 
Go; to the nymph be these our orders borne; # 
Tis Jove’s decree, Ulysses shall return: 
The patient man shall view his old abodes, 
Nor help’d by mortal hand, nor guiding gods; 
In twice ten days shall fertile Scheria find, 
Alone, and floating to the wave and wind. 
The bold Phzacians there, whose haughty line 
Is mix’d with gods, half human, half divine, 
The chief shall honour as some heavenly guest, 
And swift transport him to his place of reat. 
Lis vessels loaded with a plentcous store 0 

QO braaa, of Ventures, and tenghendent ore, 
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er prize than if his joyful isle Hermes the hospitable rite partook, 

*d him charged with Ilion's noble spoil,) Divine refection! then, recruited, spoke : 120 
nds, his country, he shall sce, thongh late ; What moved this journey from my native sky, 

our sovereign will, and such is fate. A goddess asks, nor can a god deny : 

poke. The god who mounte the winged |Hearthen the truth. By mighty Jove’s command 
winds Unwilling have 1 trod this pleasing land; 

his feet the golden pinions binds, For who, self-moved, with weary wing would sweep 
gh through fields of air his flight sustain Such length of ocean and unmeasured deep: 

2 wide earth, and o'er the boundless main. A world of waters! far from all the ways 

ips the wand that causes sleep to Ay, 60 Where men frequent, or sacred altars blaze 7 

oft slumber seals the wakeful eye: But to Jove’s will submission we must pay: 

hoots from heaven to high Picria’s steep What power so great, to dare to disobey 7 130 
ΡΒ incumbent on the rolling deep. A man, he says, a man resides with thee, 

ary fowl, that seek their fishy food, Of all his kind most worn with misery ; 

ings expanded, o’er the foaming flood, The Greeks, (whose arms for nine long years employ'’d 
iling smooth the level surface sweep, Their force on Ilion, in the tenth destroy’d) 

p their pinions in the briny deep. At length embarking in a luckless hour, 

‘er the world of waters Hermes flew, With conquest proud, incensed Minerva’s power: 

w the distant island rose in view: Hence on the guilty race her vengeance hurl’d 

wift ascending from the azure wave, 70| With storms pursued them through the liquid world. 
< the path that winded to the cave. There all his vessels sunk beneath the wave! 


vas the grot, in which the nymph he found; | There al] his dear companions found their grave! 140 
ir-hair’'d nymph with every beauty crown’d.) |Saved from the jaws of death by heaven's decree, 


e and sung; the rocks resound her lays: The tempest drove him to these shores and thee: 
‘e was brighten’d with a rising blaze; Him Jove now orders to his native lands 

nd frankincense, an odorous pile, Straight to dismiss: so destiny commands : 

on the hearth, and wide perfumed the isle; | Impatient fate his near return attends, 

he with work and song the time divides, And calls him to his country, and his friends. 

ough the loom the gulden shuttle guides. Even to her inmost soul the goddess shook : 

: the grot a various sylvan scene 80 Then thus her anguish and her passion broke : 

d around, and groves of living green ; Ungracious gods! with spite and envy curst ! 

and alders ever quivering play’d, Still to your own ethereal race the worst! 150 
dding cypress form’d a fragrant shade ; Ye envy mortal and immortal joy, 

se high branches, waving with the storm, And love, the only sweet of life, destroy. 

is of broadest wing their mansions form, Did ever goddess by her charms engage 

vugh, the sea-mew, the loquacious crow, A favour’d mortal, and not feel your rage 7 

eam aloft, and skim the deeps below. So whea Aurora sought Orion’s love, 

.ng vines the shelving cavern screen, Her joys disturb’d your bliasful hours above, 

rple clusters blushing through the green. Till, in Ortygia, Dian’s winged dart 

ipid fountains from the clefts distil, 90' Had pierced the hapless hunter to the heart 

ΤΥ fountain pours a several rill, So when the covert of the thrice-ear’d field 
windings wandering down the hill, Saw stately Ceres to her passion yield, 160 
‘loomy meads with vivid greens were crown’d, ‘Scarce could Hision taste her heavenly charms, 
wing violets threw odours round. But Jove’s swift lightning scorch’d him in her arms 
, where if a god should cast his sight, And is it now my turn, ye mighty powers ! 

light gaze, and wander with delight! Am I the envy of your blissful bowers 7 

thed the messenger of heaven : he stay'd A man, an outcast to the storm and wave, 

ed, and all the blissful haunts survey’d. It was my crime to pity and to save; 

tering in the cave, Calypso knew ; When he who thunders rent his bark in twain, 

rers celestial to each other's view 100} And sunk his brave companivns in the main, 

ill confess’d, though distant far they lie Alone, abandon’d, in mid-ocean toss’d 

‘ants of earth, or sea, or sky. The sport of winds, and driven from every coast, 170 
Ulysses, by himself apart, Hither this man of miscries I led, 

he big sorrows of his swelling heart. Received the friendless, and the hungry fed; 

he lonely shore he sate to weep, Nay promised (vainly promised !) to bestow 

“d his eyes around the restless deep ; Immortal life, exempt from age and woe. 


his loved coast he roll'd his eyes in vain, [᾿Τίϑβ past—and Jove decrees he shall remove ; 
un'd with rising grief, they stream’d again. |Gods as we are, we are but slaves to Jove. 


zraceful seated on her shining throne, Go then he may (he must, if he ordain, 

nes thus the nymph divine begun. 110] Try all those dangers, all those deeps, again :) 

f the golden wand . or. what behest But never, never shall Calypso send 

thou here, an unexpected guest ? To toils like these her husband and her friend. 180 
3 thou art, thy free injunctions lay ; What ships have J, what sailors to convey, 

e, with joy and duty to obey. What oars to cut the long laborious way ? 

‘a stranger, in a happy hour Yet, I'll direct the safest means to go; 

h and taste the dainties of my bower. That last advice is all I can bestow. 


having spoke, the nymph the table spread; To her the power who bears the charming rod: 
ia! cates, with nectar rosy-red ;) Dismiss the man, nor ixntate the qua, 
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Preven: the raze of hu who re.gus atte: ΤΙ Lungser satate, anc ther thing represt, 

Por what eo creecis. at tre erate of Jove? [Fes tpvat 3 spin to ber goc like g3es2; 

"Thus hav. eat. be ost ie: cleavieg oxy, L χανε: wis ἃ ngzh abe thas begas:: 

ΑΔ 134 moment Ὁ 21,.οἢ, ἃ fron ver exe. 10 0 sorccz trom gods! ia wadem more thas maa?’ 

Tht wig, GAC OE 0 tLe COMBA, ls ther wy Lome the pass:on of thy beart! 

To wen Uiveven, paced slong the enc. |Thas Bat tho: leave me’ are we thus to part? 38 

Hara yeenee on tse σεν beach ee Pound, Farewe:.! and ever jovfui may st tbo be, 

With te ainsng Gyes in bry torrents crown'd, Nor break the transport with one thought of me. 

And antsy μι for be Late shore: But, ah, U.ysses! wert thou given to know 

For now the soft enchabiress eased no more: What Fate vet dooms thee vet to undergo; 

For now, rei tant, and contrac’ ἃ by charms, Thy heart m zht eetrie in this scene of ease, 

Absent he lay in ber deeinung artns; And even these si:ghted charms mizht learn to please. 

ἴω slumber wore tne heavy nzht away: A willing zoddess, and immortal life, 

On rocas and shores ςο τ} the tediuus day; 200 Mich: banieh from thy mind au absent wife. 

There sate all deeciate, and εἰσι ἃ alone, Am I infer.or to a mortal dame ἢ 

With echoing sorrows made the mocntsa.os groan, | Less soft my feature, less august my frame? 2 

And roll'd bus cyew o'er all the restiess main, Or shall the daughters of mankind compare 

Till, duam'd with neang στε they etream'd again. {Their eart-born beauties with the beavenly fair? 
Here, on bis musing wood the goddess prese'd, Alas! for this :the prudent man replies) 

Approaching soft: and thus the chief address‘d : Against Ulysses shall thy anger rise? 

Unhappy man! to wasting woes a prey, Loved and adored, oh goddess, as thoa art, 

No more in sorrows lang sish ἢ away: Forgive the weakness of a human heart. 

Free as the winds I give thee now to rove— | Though weil I see thy graces far above 

Go, fell the uruber of yon lofty grove, 210 The dear, though mortal, object of my love; 

And forin a raft, and build the moing ship, Of youth eternal well the difference know, 

Sublime to bear thee o'er the gloomy deep; And the short date of fading charms below; 330 

To store the veosel let the care be mine, Yet every day, while absent thus I roam, 

With water from the rock, and rosy wine, I languish to return and die at home. 

And iife-sustaining bread, and fair array, Whate’er the gods shall destine me to bear 

And prosperous gales to waft thee on the way. In the black ocean, or the watery war, 

These, if the gods with my desire comply, ‘Tis mine to master with a constant mind; 

(The gods, alas! inore mighty far than I, Inured to perils, to the worst resign’d. 

And better skill’d in dark events to come,) By seas, by wars, so many dangers run; 

ἴῃ peace shall Jand thee at thy native home. 220; Still I can suffer: their high will be done! 


Thus while he spoke, the beamy sun descends, 
And rising night her friendly shade extends. 80, 
To the close grot the lonely pair remove, 

And slept delighted with the gifts of love. 

When rosy morning call’d them from their rest, 
Ulyssea robed him in the cloak and vest: 

The nymph's fair head a veil transparent graced, 


With sighs Ulysses heard the words she spoke, 
Then thus his melancholy silence broke. 
Some other motive, goddess ! sways thy mind 
(Some close design, or turn of womankind,) 
Nor my return the end, nor this the way, 
On a slight raft to pass the swelling sea, 
Huge, horrid, vast! where scarce in safety sails 
The best-built ship, though Jove inspire the gales. — | Her swelling loins a radiant zone embraced 
The bold proposal how shall Ὁ fulfil, With flowers of gold : an under robe, unbound, 
Dark as 1 am, unconscious of thy will? 230|In snowy waves flow'd glittering onthe ground. 
Swear then thou mean’st not what my soul forebodes ;| Forth issuing thus, she gave him first to wield 
Swear by the solemn oath that binds the gods. A weighty ax with truest temper steel’d, 300 
fim, while he spoke, with smiles Calypso eyed, | And doubled-edged ; the handle smooth and plais, 
And gently grasp’d his hand, and thus replied : Wrought of the clouded olive’s easy grain : 
This shows thee, friend, by old experience taught, | And next, a wedge to drive with sweepy sway: 
And learn'd in all the wiles of huinan thought. Then to the neighbouring forest led the way. 
How prone to doubt, how cautious are the wise! On the lone island’s utmost verge there stood 
But hear, oh earth, and hear, ye sacred skies! Of poplars, pines, and firs, a lofty wood, 
And thou, oh Styx ! whose formidable floods Whose leafless summits to the skies aspire, 
Glide through the shades, and bind the attesting gods !|Scorch’d by the sun, or sear’'d by heavenly fire, 
No form'd design, no meditated end, 241] (Already dried.) These pointing out to view, 
Lurks in the counsel of thy faithful friend ; The nymph just show’d him, and with tears withdrew. 
Kind the persuasion, and sincere my aim; Now toils the hero : trees on trees o’erthrown 310 
The same my practice, were my fate the same. Fall crackling round him and the forests groan: 
Heaven has not curst me with a heart of steel, Sudden, full twenty on the plain are strow'd, 
But given the sense, to pity, and to feel. And lopp'd and lighten'd of their branchy load. 
Thos having said, the goddess march'd before : At equal angles these disposed to join, 
He trod her footsteps in the sandy shore. Hie smooth'd and squared them by the rule and lize. 
At the cool cave ατι νοῦ, they took their state: (The wimbles for the work Calypso found) 
Ho fili'd the throne where Mercury had sate. Φ60 With those he pierced them, and with clinchers bound. 
For him, the nymph a rich repast ordains, Long and capacious as a shipwright forms 
Such as the mortal life of man sustains ; Some bark’s broad bottom to out-nde the storma, 339 
Before herself were placed the cates divine, So large ὯΝ built the raft: then ribb'd it strong 
Ainbrosial banquct, and celestial wine. From space to space, und nat dba qhanks aloagi 
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iorm'd the sides : the deck he fashion’d last ; |’Tis Jove himself the swelling tempest rears ; 


"er the vessel raised the taper mast, Death, present death, on every side appears. 
‘ossing sail-yards dancing in the wind ; Happy! thrice happy! who, in battle slain, 

the helm the guiding rudder join'd, Press'd, in Atrides’ cause, the Trojan plain! 
rielding osiers fenced, to break the force Oh! had I died before that well-fought wall ; 
ing waves, and steer the steady course.) Had some distinguish’d day renown'd my fall 
»m, Calypso ! for the future sails (Such as was that when showers of javelins fled 
ἃ the cloth, capacious of the gales. 330} From conquering Troy around Achilles dead :) 
ays and cordage last he rigg'd the ship, All Greece had paid me solemn funerals then, 
I'd on levers, launch’d her in the deep. And spread my glory with the sons of men. 406 
days were past, and now the work complete, | A shameful fate now hides my hapless head, 
the fifth morn, when from her sacred seat Unwept, unnoted, and for ever dead! 


‘mph dismiss’d him (odorous garments given)| A mighty wave rush'd o'er him as he spoke, 
ΚΠ ἃ in fragrant oils that breath’d of heaven; | The raft it cover'd, and the mast it broke ; 


JV’d two goat-skins with her hands divine, Swept from the deck, and from the rudder torn, 
rater one, and one with sable wine: Far on the swelling surge the chief was borne; 
ry kind, provisions heaved aboard ; While by the howling tempest rent in twain 
e full decks with copious viands stored. 340] Flew sail and sail-yards rattling o'er the main. 
ddess, last, a gentle breeze supplies, Long press’d, he heaved beneath the weighty wave, 
Ι old Ocean, and to warm the skies. Clogg’d by the cumbrous vest Calypso gave; 410 
now, rejoicing in the prosperous gales, At length emerging, from his nostrils wide, 
eating heart Ulysses spreads his sails: And gushing mouth, effused the briny tide, 
at the helm he gate, and mark’'d the skies, Even then, not mindless of his last retreat, 
»sed in sleep his ever-watchful eyes. He seized the raft, and leap’d into his seat, 
view'd the Pleiads, and the Northern Team, | Strong with the fear of death. The rolling flood 
eat Orion's more refulgent beam, Now here, now there, impell'd the floating wood 
ich, around the axle of the sky, As when a heap of gather'd thorns is cast 
2ar, revolving, points his golden eye: 350} Now to, now fro, before the autumnal blast; 
nines exalted on the ethereal plain, Together clung, it rolls around the field; 
thes his blazing forehead in the main. So roll'd the float, and so its texture held: 420 
the left those radiant fires to keep, And now the south, and now the north, bear sway, 
‘mph directed, as he sail’d the deep. And now the east the foamy floods obey, 
venteen nights he cut the foamy way: And now the west-wind whirls it o’er the sea. 
itant land appear’d the following day: The wandering chief with toils on toils oppress’d, 
well’d to sight Phxacia's dusky coast, Leucothea saw, and pity touch’d her breast: 
oody mountains, half in vapours lost, (Herself a mortal once, of Cadmus’ strain, 
y before him indistinct and vast, But now an azure sister of tho main.) 
broad shield amid the watery waste. 360 | Swift as a sea-mew, springing from the flood, 
1im, thus voyaging the deeps below, All radiant on the raft the goddess stood : 
ar, on Solyme's aérial brow, Then thus address’d him: Thou, whom heaven 
1g of Ocean saw, and seeing burn'd ; decrees 431 
Ethiopia's happy climes return’d :) To Neptune's wrath, stern tyrant of the seas: 
ging monarch shook his azure head, (Unequal contest '‘ not his rage and power, 
us in secret to his soul he said : Great as he is, such virtue shall devour. 
rens ! how uncertain are the powers on high! | What I suggest, thy wisdom will perform ; 
reversed the sentence of the sky, Forsake thy float, and leave it to the storm: 
man's favour; whilst a distant guest Strip off thy garments; Neptune's fury brave 
d secure the Athiopian feast ? 370| With naked strength, and plunge into the wave, 
how near Phmacia's land he draws! To reach Phwacia all thy nerves extend, 
ad, affix'd by Fate’s eternal laws There Fate decrees thy miseries shall end. 
| his toils. [8 then our anger vain? This heavenly scarf beneath thy bosom bind, 440 
this sceptre yet commands the main. And live; give all thy terrors to the wind. 
poke, and high the forky trident burl'd, Soon as thy arms the happy shore shall gain, 
louds on clouds, and stirs the watery world, | Return the gift, and cast it in the main ; 
c the face of earth and sea deforms, Observe my orders, and with heed obey, 
all the winds, and rouses all the storms. Cast it far off, and turn thy eyes away. 
rush’d the night: east, west, together roar; With that, her hand the sacred veil bestows, 
suth and north roll mountains to the shore; 380] Then down the decps she dived from whence she roee: 
shook the hero, to despair resign'd, A moment snatch'd the shining form away, 
1estion’d thus his yet unconquer’d mind. And all was cover'd with the curling sea. 
τοῦ that ]am! what farther fates attend Struck with amaze, yet still to doubt inclined, 450 
fe of toils? and what my destined end? He stands suspended, and explores his mind. 
ell, alas! the ‘sland goddess knew, What shall I do? unhappy me! who knows 
black sea what perils should ensue. But other gods intend me other woes? 
orrors now this destined head enclose, Whoe’er thou art, I shall not blindly join 
1 is yet the measure of my woes; Thy pleaded reagon, but consult with mine; 


vhat a cloud the brows of heaven are crown'd!| For scarce in ken appears that distant isle 
aging winds! what roaring waters round! 890] ΤΥ voice foretella me shall conclude wy ol. 
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Thus then I judge. while yet the planks sustain Ah me! when o'er a Jength of waters toss‘d, 

The wild waves’ fury, here I fix’d remain ; These eyes ut last behold the unhoped-for coast, 

But when their texture to the tempest yields, 460|No port receives me from the angry main, 

1 Jaunch adventurous on the liqnid fields, But the loud decps demand me back again. 

Join to the help of gods the strength of man, Above sharp rucks forbid accesa ; around 

And take this method, since the best 1 can. Roar the wild waves; beneath is sca proiound! 

While thus his thoughts an anxious council hold, |No footing sure atfords the faithless sand, X 

The raging god a watery mountain το ἃ ; To stem too rapid, and too deep to stand. 

Like a black sheet the whelming billows spread, If here I enter, my etforts are vain, 

Burst οἷον the float, and Uminder’d on his head. Dash'd on the clitts, or heaved into the main: 

Planks, beams, disparted tly; the scatter’d wood Or round the island if my course I bend, 

Rolls diverse, and in fragments strews the flood. Where the porta open, ur the snores descend, 

So the rude Boreas, o'er the field new-shora 470] Back to the seas the rolling surge may sweep, 

Tosses and drives the scatter’d heaps of corn. And bury all my hopes beneath the deep. 

And now a single beam the chief bestrides ; Or some cnormous whale the god may send 

There poised awhile above the bounding des, (For many such on Amphitrite attend, 

His limbs discumbers of the clinging vest, Too well the turns of mortal chance I know, ὁ 

And binds the sacred cincture round his breast: And hate relentless of my heavenly foe. 

Then prone on ocean in a moment flung, While thus he thought, a monstrous wave upbore 

Stretch'd wide his cager arms, and shot the seas |The cluet, and dash’d him on the craggy shor: 
along. Torn was his skin, nor had his ribs been whole, 

All naked now, on heaving billows Jaid, But instant Pallas enter’d in his soul. 


Stern Neptune eyed him, and contemptuous said: — {Close to the cliff with both his hands he clang 
Go, learn’d in woes, and other foes essay ! 480] And stuck adherent, and suspended hung, 


Go, wander helpless on the watery way : Till the huge surge το ἃ otf: then, backward sweep 
Thus, thus find out the destined shore, and then The refluent tides, and plunge him in the deep. 
(If Jove ordains it) mix with happier men, As when the polypus, from fourth his cave 58 
Whate'er thy fate, the ills our wrath could raise Torn with full force, reluctant beats the ware; 
Shall last remember'd in thy best of days. His ragged claws are stuck with stones and sands, 
This said, his sea-green steeds divide the foam, = [So the rough rock had shagg’d Ulysses hands: 
And reach high Ace and the towery dome. And now had perish’d, whelm’d beneath the mai 
Now, scarce withdrawn the fierce earth-shakipng |The unhappy man; even fate had been in vain; 
power, But all-subduing Pallas lent her power, 


Jove’s daughter Pallas wateli’d the favouring hour. | And prudence saved him in the needful hour. 
Back to their caves she bade the winds to fly, 490] Beyond the beating surge his course he bore 


And hush’d the blustering brethren of the sky. (A wider circle, but in sight of shore,) 

The drier blasts alone of Boreas sway, With longing cyes, observing to survey 5a 
And bear him soft on broken waves away; !Some smooth ascent, or safe sequestered bay. 
With gentle foree impelling to that shore, Between the parting rocks at length he spied 
Where Fate has destined he sliall toil no more, A falling stream with gentler waters glide; 

And now two nights, and now two days were past, | Where to the seas the shelving shore decl:ned, 
Siuce wide he wander'd on the watcry waste; And form'd a bay impervious to the wind. 
Heaved on the surge with intermitting breath, To this calin port the glad Ulysses press‘d, 

And hourly panting in the arms of death. And hail’d the river, and its god address'd: 

The third fair morn now blazed upon the main; 600] Whoe’er thou art, before whose stream ὑ 8088 
Then classy smooth lay all the liquid plain; ] bend, a suppliant at thy watery throne, 

The winds were hush’d, the billows scarcely curl'd, | Hear, azure king! nor let me fly in vain 

And ἃ dead sileuce still’d the watery world. To thee trom Neptune and the raging main. 
When lifted on a ridgy wave he spies Heaven hears and pities hapless men like me, 
The land at distance, and with sharpen’d eyes, For sacred οἴη to gods is misery : 

As pious children joy with vast delight Let then thy waters give the weary rest, 

When a loved sire revives before their sight, And save a supplant, and a man distress‘d. 
(Who, lingering long, has call’d on death in vain, He pray’d, and straight the gentle stream subsites 
Fix'd by some dxmon to his bed of pain, Detains the rushing current of his tides, 

Till Heaven by miracle his life restore ;) 510) Before the wanderer smooths the watery way, 

So joys Ulysses at the appearing shore ; And βοὴ receives him from the rolling eea. 

And sees (and Jabours onward as he sees) That moment, fainting as he touch'd the shore, 59 
The rising forests, and the tufled trees. He dropp’d his sinewy arms: his knees no more 
And now, us near approaching as the sound Perform'd their office, or his weight upheld: 

Of human voice the listening ear may wound, His swoln heart heaved ; his bloated body swell'd; 
Amidst the rocks he heard a hollow roar From mouth and nose the briny torrent ran; 

Of murmuring surges breaking on the shore: And lost in lassitude lay all the man, 

Nor peaceful port was there, nor winding bay, Deprived of voice, of motion, and of breath, 

To shield the vessel from the rolling sea, The soul scarce waking in the arms of death 

But chtis, and shaggy shores, a dreadful sight! 590] Soon as wari life its wonted office found, 

All rough with rocks, and foamy billows white, The mindful chief Leucothea’s searf unbound} 


Fear sewed is slacken'd limbs and beating heart, | Observant of her word, he turn'd as:de 
As thus he communed with his soul apart, His head, and cast it on the rolling tide. 
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him far upon the purple waves 
aters waft it, and the nymph receives. 
' parting from the stream, Ulysses found 
sy bank with pliant rushes crown’d ; 
nk he press‘d, and gently kise’d the ground; 
on the flowery herb as soft he lay, 
2 his soul the sage began to say: 
t will ye next ordain, ye powers on high! 
't, ah yet, what fates are we to try? 600 
y the stream, if I the night out-wear, 
pent already, how shall nature bear 
‘ws descending and nocturnal air; 
ly vapours breathing from the flood 
morning rises? If I take the wood, 
thick shelter of innumerons boughs 
the comfort gentle sleep allows ; 
h fenced from cold, and though my toil be 
pase'd, 
savage beasts may wander in the waste! 
s I yet may fall a bloody prey 610 
wling bears, or lions in the way. 
s long debating in himself he stood : 
πὴ he took the passave to the wood, 
‘shady horrors on a rising brow 
| high, and frown’d upon the stream below. 
grew two olives, closest of the grove, 
oots entwined, and branches interwove ; 
heir leaves, but not alike they smiled 
ister-fruits ; one fertile, one was wild. 
re the sun’s meridian rays had power, 620 
ind sharp-piercing, nor the rushing shower; 
rdant arch so close its texture kept. 
h this covert great Ulysses crept: 
hered leaves an ample bed he made 
strewn by tempest through the bowery shade:) 
three at least might winter's cold defy, 
h Boreas raged along the inclement sky. 
are, with joy the patient hero found, 
unk amidst them, heaped the leaves around. 
16 poor peasant, fated to reside 630 
e from neighbours in a forest wide, 
us to save what human wants require, 
vers heaped, preserves the seeds of fire: 
dry foliage thus Ulysses lies, 
1145 pour’d soft slumbers on his eyes; 
olden dreams (the gift of sweet repose) 
all his cares, and bunish'd all his woes. 


BOOK VL 
ARGUMENT. 


appearing in a dream to Nausicaa (the daughter 
Icinous king of Phwacia,) commands her to de- 
Ito the mver, and wash the robes of state, in pre- 
tion to her nuptials. Nausicaa goes with her 
maids to the river; where, while the garments 
spread on the bank, they divert themselves in 
5. Their voices awake Ulysses, who, addressing 
elf to the princess, is hy her relieved and clothed, 
receives directions in what maaner to apply to 
ing and queen of the island. 


BOOK VI. 
ILE thue the weary wanderer sunk to rest, 
eaceful slumbers calm'd his anxious breast ; 
iartial maid from heaven's atrial height 
to Pheacia wing'd her rapid flight. 


In elder times the soft Phwacian train 
In ease possess'd the wide Ilyperian plain ; 
Till the Cyclopean racc in arins arose, 
A lawless nation of gigantic foes ; 
Then great Nausithous from Hyper.a far, 
Through seas retreating from the sound of war, 10 
The recreant nation to fair Scheria led, 
Where never science rear'd her laurel'd head : 
There round his tribes a strength of wall he raised : 
To heaven the glittering domes and temples blazed: 
Just to his realms, he parted grounds from grounds, 
And shared the lands, αἰεὶ gave the lands their bounds. 
Now in the silent grave the monarch lay, 
And wise Alcinviis held the regal sway. 

To his high palace through the fields of ait 
The goddess shot; Ulysses was her care. 20 
There as the nicht in silence roll'd away, 


‘A heaven of charms divine Nausicaa lay ; 


Through the thick gloom the shining portals blaze ; 
Two nymphs the portals guard, each nymph a Grace. 
Light as the viewless air, the warrior maid 
Glides through the valves, and hovers round her head; 
A favourite virgin’s blooming form she took, 
From Dymus sprung, and thus the vision spoke : 
Oh indolent! to waste thy hours away! 
And sleep'st thou careless of the bridal day t 80 
Thy spousal ornament neglected lies ; 
Arise, prepare the bridal train, arise ! 
A just applause the cares of dress impart, 
And give soft transport to a parent’s heart 
Haste, to the limpid stream direct thy way, 
When the gay morn unveils her smiling ray: 
Haste to the stream! companion of thy care, 
Lo, I thy steps attend, thy labours share. 
Virgin, awake! the marriage hour is nigh, 
See! from their thrones thy kindred monarchs sigh! 
The royal car at early dawn obtain, 4] 
And order mules obedient to the rein: 
For rough the way, and distant rolls the wave, 
Where the fair vests Phieacian virgins lave. 
In pomp ride forth; for pomp becomes the great, 
And majesty derives a grace from state. 
Then to the palaces of heaven she sails, 
"Incumbent on the wings of wafting gales ; 
The scat of gods: the regions mild of peace, 
Full joy, and calm eternity of ease: 
There no rude winds presume to shake the skies, 
No rains descend, no snowy vapours rise : 
But on immortal thrones the bless‘d repose ; 
The firmament with living splendor glows, 
Hither the goddess wing’d the agrial way, 
Through heaven’s eternal gates that blazed with day. 
Now from her rosy car Aurora shed 
The dawn, and all the orient flam’d with red. 
Up rose the virgin with the morning light, 
Obedient to the vision of the night. 60 
The queen she songht: the queen her hours bestow’d 
In curious worka; the whirling spindle glow'd 
With crimson threads, while busy damsels cull 
The snowy fleece, or twist the purpled wool. 
Meanwhile Pheacia’s peer in council sate 5 
From his high dome the king descends in state; 
Then with a filial awe the royal maid 
Approach’d hitn passing, and subtnissive said : 
Will my dread sire his ear regardfil deign, 
And may his child the royal car obtain? 70 
Say. with thy garments ehall Cbeud my way, 
Where through the vales the wary Waters wxay\ 
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A dignity of dress adorns the great, 

And kings draw lustre from the robe of state. 

Five sons thou hast; three wait the bridal day, 

And spotless robes become the young and gay ; 

So when with praise amid the dance they shine, 

By these my cares adorn'd, that praise is mine. 
Thus she: but blushes, ill-restrain’d, betray 

Her thoughts intentive on the bridal day : 

The conscious sire the dawning blush survey'd, 

And smiling, thus bespoke the blooming maid. 

My child, my darling joy, the car receive ; 

That, and whate’er our daughter asks, we give. 
Swift as the royal nod the attending train 

The car prepare, the mules incessant rein. 

The blooming virgin with despatchful cares 

Tunics, and stoles, and robes imperial, bears. 

The queen, assiduous, tu her train assigns 

The sumptuous viands, and the flavorous wines, 

The train prepare a cruise of curious mould, 

A cruise of fragrance, furm’'d of burnish'd gold: 

Odour divine! whose soft refreshing streams 


Sleek the smooth skin, and scent the snowy limbs. 


Now mounting the gay seat, the silken refhs 
Shine in her hand ; along the sounding plains 
Swilt fly the mules : nor rode the nymph alone ; 
Around, a bevy of bright damsels shone. 

They seek the cisterns where Phaacian dames 


Wash their fair garments in the limpid streams; 100 


Where, gathering into depth from falling rills, 

The lucid wave a spacious bason fills. 

The mules unharness’d range beside the main, 

Or crop the verdant herbage of the plain. 
Then, emulous, the royal robes they lave, 

And plunge the vestures in the cleansing wave ; 


(The vestures cleansed o'erspread the shelly sand, 


Their snowy lustre whitens all the strand ;) 
Then with a short repast relieve their toil, 

And o’er their limbs ditfuse ambrosial oil ; 

And while the robes imbibe the solar ray, 

O’er the green mead the sporting virgins play, 
(Their shining veils unbound.) Along the skies 
Toss’d, and retoss'd, the ball incessant flies. 
They sport, they feast: Nausicaa lifts her voice, 


And, warbling sweet, makes earth and heaven rejoice. 


As when o’er Erymanth Diana roves, 
Or wide Tiiygetus’ resounding groves; 
A sylvan train the huntress gucen surrounds, 
Her rattling quiver from her shoulder sounds ; 
Fierce in the sport, along the mountain’s brow 
They bay the boar, or chase the bounding roe; 
High o'er the lawn, with more majestic pace, 
Above the nymphs she treads with stately grace ; 
Distinguish’d excellence the goddess proves ; 
Exults Latona as the virgin moves. 
With equal grace Nausicaa trod the plain, 
And shon* transcendent o'er the beauteous train. 
Meantime (the care and favourite of the skies) 
Wrapt in embowering shade, Ulysses lies, 
His woes forget ; but Pallas now addrest 
To break the bands of all-composing rest. 
Forth from her snowy hand Nausicaa threw 
The various ball; the ball crroneous flew, 


And ewam the stream ; loud shrieks the virgin train, 


And the loud shrick redoubles from the main. 
Waked by the shrlling sound, Ulysses rose, 


And, to the deat woods wailing, breathed his woes. 


Ab me! on what inhospitable coast, 
Oo what new region is Ulysses tost. 
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Possess‘d by wild barbarians fierce in arms ; 
Or men, whose bosom tender pity warms ? 
What sounds are these that gather from the shores? 
The voice of nymphs that haunt the sylvan bowers, 
The fair-hair’d Dryads of the shady wood; 
Or azure daughters of the silver flood ; 
Or huinan voice ? but, issuing from the shades, 
80] Why cease I straight to learn what sound invades? 
Then, where the grove with leaves umbrageow 
bends 1% 
With forceful strength a branch the hero rends; 
Around his loins the verdant cincture spreads 
A wreuthy foliage and concealing shades. 
As when a lion in the midnight hours, 
Beat by rude blasts, and wet with wintry ahowen, 
Descends terrific from the mountain's brow ; 
With living flames his rolling eye-balls glow ; 
90} With conscious strength clate, he bends his way, 
Majestically fierce to seize his prey, 
(The steer or stag ;) or, with keen hunger bold, 
Springs o’er the fence, and dissipates the fold. 16 
No Jess a terror, from the ncighbouring groves 
(Rough from the tossing surge) Ulysses moves; 
Urged on by want, and recent from the storms: 
The brackish ooze his manly grace deforms. 
Wide o’er the shore with many a piercing cry 
To rocks, to caves, the frighten’d virgins fly ; 
All but the nymnph: the nymph stood fix’d alone, 
By Pallas arm’d with boldness not her own. 
Meantime in dubious thought the king awaits, 
And, self-considering, as he stands, debates; 10 
Distant his mournful story to declare, 
Or prostrate at her knee address the prayer. 
But fearful to offend, by wisdom sway'd, 
At awful distance he accosts the maid. 
If from the skies a goddess, or if earth 
(Imperial virgin) boast thy glorious birth, 
To thee I bend! If in that bright disguise 
Thou visit earth, a daughter of the skies, 
Hail, Dian, hail ! the huntress of the groves 
So shines majestic, and so stately moves, 18 
So breathes an air divine! But if thy race 
Be mortal, and this earth thy native place, 
Bless'd is the father from whose loins you sprung, 
Bless'd is the mother at whose breast you hung, 
Bless’d are the brethren who thy blood divide, 
To such a miracle of charms allied : 


120 | Joyful they see applauding princes gaze, 


When stately in the dance you swim the harmonious 
maze. 

But bless’d o’er all, the youth with heavenly charms, 

Who clasps the bright perfection in his arms! 19 

Never, I never view'd till this bless’d hour 

Such finish’d grace ! I gaze, and I adore! 

Thus seems the palm, with stately honours crows'd 

By Phobus’ altars, thus o’erlooks the ground; 

The pride of Delos. (By the Delian coast, 


1901 voyaged, leader of a warrior-host, 


But ah, how changed ! from thence my sorrow flows; 
O fatal voyage, source of all my woes !} 

Raptured I stood, and as this hour amazed, 

With reverence at the lofty wonder gazed: 200 
Raptured I stand! for earth ne’er knew to bear 

A plant so stately, or a nymph so fair. 

Awed from access, I lift my suppliant hands; 

For misery, oh queen, before thee stands ! 

"Twice ten tempestuous nights I roll'd, resign’d 
VAO\To roaring lowe, and tho warring <q iad: 
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n bade the deep to spare! but Heaven, my foe,' As by some artist to whom Vulcan gives 


| only to inflict some mightier woe ! 

to cares, to death in all its forms, 
st 1 rove, familiar with the storms! 
more I view the face of human kind: 
soft pity touch thy generous mind ! 
iscious of what air I breathe, I stand 
» defenceless on a foreign land. 
ious to my wants, a vest supply 
ard the wretched from the inclement sky : 
y the gods, who heaven and earth controul, 
1 the chaste wishes of thy virtuous soul, 
y soft hours their choicest blessings shed ; 
1 with a husband be thy bridal bed ; 
d be thy husband with a blooming race, 
isting union crown your blissful days. 
ods, when they supremely bless, bestow 
inion on their favourites below : 
envy grieves, with inly-pining hate: 
dod exult, and heaven is in our state. 
whom the nymph—O stranger, cease thy care: 
s thy soul, but man is born to bear: 
reighs affairs of earth in dubious scales, 
1e good suffers, while the bad prevails. 
with a soul resign’d, the will of Jove ; 
ireathes, must mourn : thy woes are from above. 
ice thou tread’st our hospitable shore, 

ine to bid the wretched grieve no more, 

the the naked, and thy way to guide— 

, the Phzacian tribes this land divide ; 

great Alcinotis royal loins I spring, 

py nation, and a happy king. 

n to her maids—Why, why, ye coward train, 
fears, this flight ? ye fear, and fly in vain. 240 
ye a foe? dismiss that idle dread, 

sath with hostile step these shores to tread : 
1 the love of heaven, an ocean flows 

d our realm, a barrier from the foes ; 

irs this son of sorrow to relieve, 

the sad heart, nor let affliction grieve. 

re the stranger and the poor are sent; 

‘hat to those we give, to Jove is lent. 

food supply, and bathe his fainting limbs 
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His skill divine, a breathing statue lives ; 
By Pallas taught, he frames the wondrous mould, 


210] And o’er the silver pours the fusile gold. 


So Pallas his heroic frame improves 
With heavenly bloom, and hke a god he moves. 280 
A fragrance breathes around ; majestic grace 
Attends his steps; the astonish'd virgins gaze. 
Soft he reclines along the murmuring seas, 
Inhaling freshness from the fanning breeze 

The wondering nymph his glorious port survey’d, 
And to her damsels, with amazement, said: 

Not without care divine the stranger treads 


220 This land of joy ; his steps some godhead leads : 


Would Jove destroy him, sure he had been driven 

Far from this realm, the favourite isle of heaven. 290 

Late a sad spectacle of woe, he trod. 

The desert sands, and now he looks a god. 

Oh heaven ! in my connubial hour decree 

This man my spoure, or such a spouse as he. 

But haste, the viands and the bow] provide— 

The maids the viands and the bow! supplied: 

Eager he fed, for keen his hunger raged, 

And with the generous vintage thirst assuaged. 
Now on return her care Nausicaa bends, 

The robes resumes, the glittering car ascends, 

Far blooming o’er the field ; and as she press’d 

The splendid seat, the listening chicf address'd. 
Stranger, arise ! the sun rolls down the day ; 

Lo, to the palace I direct thy way ; 

Where in high state the nobles of the land 

Attend my royal sire, a radiant band. 

But hear, though wisdom in thy soul presides, 

Speaks from thy tongue, and every action guides ; 

Advance at distance, while I pass the plain 

Where o'er the furrows waves the golden grain: 310 

Alone I re-ascend—W ith airy mounds 

A strength of wall the guarded city bounds; 

The jutting land two ample bays divides; 

Full through the narrow mouths descend the tides: 

The spacious basins arching rocks enclose, 

A sure defence from every storm that blows. 

Close to the bay great Neptune's fane adjoins, 


: waving shades obscure the mazy streams. 250] And near, a forum flank’d with inarble shines, 


dient to the call, the chief they guide 
: calm current of the secret tide: 
by the stream a royal dress they lay, 

and robe with rich embroidery gay: 
unguents in a vase of gold supply, 
eathed a fragrance through the balmy sky. 
hem the king. No longer I detain 
riendly care; retire, ye virgin train! 
while from my wearied limbe I lave 

ul pollution of the briny wave. 

is! since this worn frame refection knew, 
scenes have I survey'd of dreadful view ! 
ymphs, recede ! sage chastity denies 
se the blush, or pain the modest eyes. 
nymphs withdrawn, at once into the tide 
he bounds; the flashing waves divide : 
1 his limbs hia hands the wave diffuse, 
om his locks compress the weedy 002 ; 
ilmy oil, a fragrant shower, he sheds: 
dress'd, in pomp magnificently treads. 
arrior-goddess gives his frame to shine 
najesty enlarged, and air divine: 
rom his brows a length of hair unfurls, 
acinthine locks descend in wavy curls 

3D 


Where the bold youth, the numerous fleets to store, 
Shape the broad sail, or smooth the taper oar: 320 
For not the bow they bend, nor boast the skill 

To give the feather'd arrow wings to kill; 

But the tall mast above the vessel rear, 

Or teach the fluttering sail to float in air. 

They rush into the deep with eager joy, 

Climb the steep surge, and through the tempest fly; 
A proud, unpolish'd race—To me belongs 


260|The care to shun the blast of slanderous tongues 


Lest malice, prone the virtuous to defame, 

Thus with vile censure taint my spotless name: 330 
“ What stranger this whom thus Nausicaa leads 7 

Heavens, with what graceful majesty he treads ! 

Perhaps a native of some distant shore, 

The future consort of her bridal hour; 

Or rather some descendant of the skies ! 

Won by her prayer, the atrial bridegroom flies. 

Heaven on that hour its choicest intluence shed, 


270|That gave a foreign spouse to crown her bed! 


All, all the godhke worthies that adorn 

This realm, she flies : Phwacia is her scorn.” 
And just the blame : for female innocence 

Not only fies the guilt, bor θαυ the afienca, 
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Parttwue the threads, and oir the wool dispose, To stan the encomnter of the vulgar crowd, 
Wh le with the purnte ory the on odle glows. 910, Insulting stil, inquisitive and loud. 

ΗΊ κ΄ ona Girone, anid the Scheran powers When near the famed Pheacian walls he drew, 
My ro: Γι στ sheces the ποτά] Loors; The beauteous cily opeaing to hy new, 

Bato the quee n thy mourntai tile disclose, H:s step a virgin met, and stood before : 

Wri the prevaing eloquence of woes: A polish'd urn the seeming virgin bore, 

Bo whit thon ¥ view with joy thy nial shore, And youthful smiled : but in the low disguise 
Though monntains rise between, and oceans roar. Lay hid the gxidess with the azure eyes. 

She added not, but waving as she wheel'd Show me, fair daughter ‘thus the chief demands! 
The silver securge, at gitter’d o'er the field : The house of him who rules these happy lands. 3 
With sk Wthe sirzia guides the emroider’d rein, Through many woes and wanderings, lo! ] come 
Slow τοῦ 4 the car before the attending train. 950) To good Alcinous hospitable dome. 

Now vhirling down the heavens, the golden day Far from my native coast, I rove along, 
Shot through the wetern clouds a dewy ray 5 A wretched stranger, and of all unknowa! 
The grove they reach, where from the sacred shade The goddess answer'd, Father, I obey, 
To Pallas thas the pensive hero pray’d. And point the wandering traveller his way: 

Danghter of Jow: ! whose arms in thunder wield | Well known to me the palace you inquire, 

The avenging belt, and shake the dreadful shield ; For fast beside it dwells my honour'd sire: 
Foraook by thee, in vain T sought thy aid But silent march, nor greet the common train 
When booming b.Hows closed above my head: With question needless, or inquiry vain: #) 
Attend, anconquer'd maid! accord my vows, A race of rugged mariners are theese: 

Bid the great hear, and pitying heal my woes. 390 Unpolish’d men, and boisterous as their seas ; 

This heard Minerva, but forbore to fly The native islanders alone their care, 

(By Neptune awed, apparent from the sky ; And hateful he who breathes a foreign air. 
Stem god! who raged with vengeance unrestrain'’d, | These did the ruler of the deep ordain 

Till great Ulysses hail'd hia native Jand. To build proud navies, and command the main; 
On canvas wings to cut the watery way: 

No bird so light, no thought so swift as they. 

Thus having spoke, the unknown celestial leads: 
The footsteps of the deity he treads, 8 
ARGUMENT. And secret moves along the crowded space, 

Unseen of all the rude Phzacian race. 
The Court of Alcinous. (So Pallas order'd. Pallas to their eyes 
The princess Nausicna returns to the city, and Ulysses| The mist objected, and condensed the skies.) 
soon ater follows thither. He is met by Pallasin the} The chief with wonder sees the extended streets, 
form of a young virgin. who guides him to the palace, The spreading harbours, and the riding fleets ; 

and directs him in what manner to address the queen He next their princes’ lofty domes admires, 

Arete. She then involves him in a mist, which causes . ; . τὸν ΝΕ 

hin to pase invisible. ‘The palace and gardens of In separate islands, crown’d with rising spires ; 

Alcinoun deseribed,  Ulysaes falling at the feet of the And deep entrenchments, and high walls of stoae 

queen, the nust diaperses, the Phaacinns admire, and| That gird the city like a marble zone 

receive bine wath respect. The queen inquiring by Av length the kingly qalace gates he riew ‘d; 
what incaus hy had the garments be then wore, be te-\ There copy ἃ the goddess, and ber «λον venew'd 
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sk is done ; the mansion you inquire The polish'd ore, reflecting every ray, 130 

irs before you: enter, and admire. Blazed on the banquets with a double day. 

-hroned, and feasting, there thou shalt behold, |Full fifty handmaids form the household train ; 

cepter’d rulers. Fear not, but be bold: Some turn the mill, or sift the golden grain ; 

ent boldness ever meets with friends, Some ply the loom ; their busy fingers move 

eds, and even a stranger recommends. Like poplar leaves when Zephyr fans the grove 

o the queen prefer a suppliant’s claim, Not more renown'd the men of Scheria’s isle 

rus’ queen, Areté is her name, 70| For sailing arts and all the naval toil, 

ime her parents, and her power the same. Than works of female skill: their women’s pride, 

10W, from Ocean’s god Nausithoiis sprung, The flying shuttle through the threads to guide: 

‘eribxa, beautiful and young : Pallas to these her double gifts imparts, 140 

nedon’s last hope, who ruled of old Inventive genius, and industrious arts. 

ice of giants, impious, proud and bold; Close to the gates a spacious garden lies, 

"d the nation in unrighteous war, From storms defended and inclement skies. 

‘d the prince, and left this only heir ;) Four acres was the allotted space of ground, 

10w by Neptune’s amorous power comprees’d,| Fenced with a green enclosure all around. 

ced a monarch that his people bless’d. Tall thriving trees confess’d the fruitful mould ; 

‘and prince of the Phzacian name ; 80] The reddening apple ripens here to gold. 

him Rhexenor and Alcinoiis came. Here the blue fig with luscious juice o'erflows, 

rst by Phoebus’ burning arrows fired, With deeper red the full pomegranate glows, 

rom his nuptials, hapless youth! expired. The branch here bends beneath the weighty pear 

n survived: Arete heir’d his state, And verdant olives flourish round the year. 

er Alcinotis chose his royal mate. The balmy spirit of the western gale 

10nours yet to womankind unknown, Eternal breathes on fruits, untaught to fail: 

jueen he graces, and divides the throne: Each dropping pear a following pear supplies, 

al tenderness her sons conspire On apples apples, figs on figs arise: 

ll the children emulate their sire. The same mild season gives the blooms to blow, 
through the streets she gracious deignsto |The buds to harden, and the fruits to grow. 

move, 90] Here order'd vines in equal ranks appear, 

»ublic wonder and the public love,) With all the united labours of the year; 

»ngues of all with transport sound her praise, | Some to unload the fertile branches run, 100 

yes of all, as on a goddess, gaze. Some dry the blackening clusters in the sun, 

‘els the triumph of a generous breast $ Others to tread the liquid harvest join. 

al divisions, to relieve the oppress’d ; The groaning presses foam with floods of wine. 

ue rich ; in blessing others, bless’d. Ilere are the vines in early flower descried, 

2n secure, thy humble suit prefer, Here grapes discolour’d on the sunny side, 

we thy country and thy friends to her. And there in autumn's richest purple dyed. 

h that the goddess deign’d no longer stay, Beds of all various berbs, for ever green, 

er the world of waters wing’d her way: [100] In beauteous order terminate the scenc. 

<ing Scheria’s ever-pleasing shore, Two plenteous fountains the whole prospect crown'd 

rinds to Marathon the virgin bore ; This through the gardens leads its streams around, 

‘ey where proud Athens rears her towery head,| Visits each plant, and waters al] the ground; 171 


opening strects and shining structures spread, | While that in pipes beneath the ραΐασο flows, 
ass’d, delighted with the well-known seats ; And thence its current on the town bestows: 


o Erectheus’ sacred dome retreats. To various use their various streams they bring, 
inwhile Ulysses at the palace waits, The people one, and one supplies the king. 
stops, and anxious with his soul debates, Such were the glories which the gods ordain’d 
in amaze before the royal gates. To grace Alcinoiis, and his happy land. 

ront appear'’d with radiant splendors gay, 110] Fven from the chief who men and nations knew 
as the lamp of night, or orb of day. ‘Ihe unwonted scene surprise and rapture drew; 
ralls were massy brass: the cornice high In pleasing thought he ran the prospect o’er, 180 
netals crown'd, in colours of the sky: Then hasty enter'd at the lofty door. 

slates of gold the folding doors incase ; Night now approaching, in the palace stand, 
illars silver, on a brazen base ; With goblets crown’d, the rulers of the land; 
the lintels deep-projecting o'er, Prepared for rest, and offering to the god* 

old, the ringlets that command the door. Who bears the virtue of the sleepy rod. 

‘ows of stately dogs on either hand, Unscen he glided through the joyous crowd, 
Iptured gold and laboured silver stand. With darkness circled, and an ambient cloud. 
Vulcan form'd with art divine, to wait 190] Direct to great Alcinoiis’ throne he came, 

rtal guardians at Alcinoiis’ gate ; And prostrate fell before the imperial dame. 
each animated frame appears, Then from around him dropp'd the veil of night ; 190 
till to live beyond the power of years. Sudden he shines, and manifest to sight. 

irones within from space to space were raised,| The nobles gaze, with awful fear oppress’d ; 

6 various carpets with embroidery blazed, Silent they gaze, and eye the godlike guest. 

vork of matrons: these the princes presa’d, Daughter of great Rhenexor! (thus began, 
»iHowing day, a long continued feast. Low at her knees, the much-enduring man) 


rent pedestals the walls surround, 
1 boys of gold with flaming torches crown'd; Mercury. 
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To thee, thy consort, and this royal train, 
To all that share the blessings of your reign, 
A suppliant bends: oh pity human woe! 
"Tig what the happy to the unhappy owe. 
A wretched exile to his country send, 200 
Long worn with griefs, and long without a friend; 
So may the gods your better days increase, 
And all your joys descend on all your race ; 
So reign for ever on your country’s breast, 
Your people blessing, by your people bless’d! 
Then to the genial earth he bow'd his face, 
And humbled in the ashes took his place. 
Silence ensued. The eldest first began, 
Echeneus sage, a venerable man, 
Whose well-taught mind the present age surpass’d 
And join'd to that the experience of the last. 210 
Fit words attended on his weighty sense, 
And mild persuasion ον ἃ in eloquence. 
Oh sight (he cried) dishonest and unjust ! 
A guest, a stranger, seated in the dust! 
To raise the lowly suppliant from the ground 
Befits a monarch. Lo! the peers around 
But wait thy word, the gentle guest to grace, 
And scat him fair in some distinguish'd place. 
Let first the herald due libation pay 
To Jove, who guides the wandcrer on his way ; 
Then eset the genial banquet in his view, 
And give the stranger-cuest a stranger's due. 
His sage advice the listening king obeys, 
He stretch'd his hand the prudent chief to raise, 
And from his seat Laodamas removed, 
(The monarch’s offepring, and his best beloved ;) 
There next his side the godlike hero sate ; 
With stars of silver shone the bed of state. 
The golden ewer a beauteous handmaid brings, 230 
Replenish’d from the cool translucent springs, 
Whose polish’d vase with copious stream sup- 
plies 
A silver laver of capacious size. 
The table next in regal order spread, 
The glittering canisters are heap'd with bread ; 
Viands of various kinds invite the taste, 
Of choicest sort and savour, rich repast ! 
Thus feasting high, Alcinoiis gave the sign, 
And bade the herald pour the rosy wine. 
Let all around the due libation pay 
To Jove, who guides the wanderer on his way. 
He said. Pontonous heard the king’s command ; 
The circling goblet moves from hand to hand ; 
Each drinks the juice that glads the heart of man, 
Alcinoiis then, with aspect mild, began. 
Princes and peers, attend ; while we impart 
To you, the thoughts of no inhuman heart. 
Now pleased and satiate from the social rite 
Repair we to the blessings of the night; 
But with the rising day, assembled here, 
Let all the elders of the land appear, 
Pious observe our hospitable laws, 
And heaven propitiate in the stranger's cause; 
Then join’d in council, proper means explore 
Safe tu transport him to the wish’d-for shore. 
(How distant that, imports not us to know, 
Nor weigh the labour, but relieve the woe.) 
Meantime, nor harm nor anguish Ict him bear: 
This interval, Heaven trusts him to our care ; 
But to his native land our charge resign’d, 260 
Heaven's is his life to come, and all the wore 
behind. 


240 


290 1 


Then must he suffer what the Fates ordain; 
For Fate has wove the thread of hfe with pain! 
And twins even from their birth are misery and man‘ 

But if, descended from the Olympian bower 
Gracious approach us some immortal power; 
If in that form thou comest a guest divine, 
Some high event the conscious gods design. 
As yet, unbid they never graced our feast ; 
The solemn sacrilice call’d down the guest: 
Then manifest of heaven the vision stood, 
And to our eyes familiar was the god. 

Oft with some favour'd traveller they stray, 
And shine before him all the desert way, 
With social intercourse, and face to face, 
The friends and guardians of our pious race. 
So near approach we their celestial kind, 
By justice, truth, and probity of mind ; 

As our dire neighbours of Cyclopean birth 
Match in fierce wrong the giant sons of earth. 390 
Let no such thought (with modest grace rejain'd 

The prudent Greek) possess the royal mind. 

Alas! a mortal, like thyself, am I; 

No glorious native of yon azure sky: 

In form, ah how unlike their heavenly kind! 

How much inferior in the gifts of mind ! 

Alas, a mortal! most oppress’d of those 

Whom Fate has ioaded with a weight of woes; 

By a sad train of miseries alone 

Distinguish’d long, and second nowto none! 399 
By heaven’s high will compell’d from shore to shore; 
With heaven’s high will prepared to suffer more. 
What histories of toil could 1 declare! 

But still long-wearied nature wants repair; 
Spent with fatigue, and shrunk with pining fast, 
My craving bowels still require repast. 

Howe’er the noble, suffering mind may grieve 
Its Joad of anguish, and disdain to live, 
Necessity demands our daily bread ; 

Hunger is insolent, and will be fed. 

But finish, oh ye peers! what you propose, 

And let the morrow's dawn conclude my woes. 
Pleased will ] suffer all the gods ordain, 

To sce my coil, my son, my friends, again. 

That view vouchsafed, let instant death surprise 
With ever-during shade these happy eyes! 

The assembled peers with general praise approved 
His pleaded reason, and the suit he moved. 
Each drinks a full oblivion of his cares, 

And to the gifts of balmy sleep repairs. 
Ulysses in the regal walls alone 

Remain’d: beside him, on a splendid throne, 
Divine Areté and Alcinoiis shone. 

The queen, on nearer view, the guest survey’d, 
Robed in the garments her own bands had made; 
Not without wonder seen. Then thus began, 

Her words addressing to the godlike man. 

Camest thou not hither, wondrous stranger! say, 
From lands remote, and o’er a length of sea? 313) 
Tell, then, whence art tbou ? whence that princelyair? 
And robes like these, so recent and so fair? 

Hard is the task, oh princess ! you impose, 

(Thus sighing spoke the man of many woes,) 

The long, the mournful scries to relate 

Of all my sorrows sent by Heaven and Fate: 

Yet what you ask, attend. An island lies 
Beyond these tracts, and under other skies, 
Ogygia named, in Ocean's watery arms, 
Wihere dwells Caly pao, dreadfal in ber charma! 


ϑ00 


310 


1Π.} ΤΙΕ ODYSSEY. 99; 


from gods or men she holds her reign, 9330 Whate’er is honest, stranger, I approve, 


: terrors of the rolling main. And would to Phebus, Pallas and to Jove, 
me, the hand of fortune bore, Such as thou art, thy thought and mine were one, 
d! to tread that interdicted shore - Nor thou unwilling to be call’d my son. 400 
»ve tremendous in the sable deeps In such alliance couldst thou wish to join, 
| his red lightning at our scatter'd snips ; A palace stored with treasures should be thine 
1 my fleet, and all my followers lost, But if reluctant, who shall force thy stay ? 
2 plank, on boiling surges toss’d, Jove bids tu set the stranger on his way, 
ἦτον my wreck the Ogygian isle to find, And ships shall wait thee with the morning ray 
: days floating to the wave and wind. Till then, let slumber close thy careful eyes ; 
16 goddess there with open arms, 340}The wakeful mariners shall watch the skies, 
2d my stay with more than human charms; | And seize the moment when the breezes rise: 
mised, vainly promised, to bestow Then gently waft thee to the pleasing shore, 
| life, exempt from age and woe: Where thy soul rests, and labour is no more. 410 
er blandishments successless prove, Far as Eubeea though thy country lay, 
ἢ from my breast my country’s love. Our ships with ease transport thee in a day. 
Juctant seven continued years, Thither of old, earth’s giant son* to view, 
er her ambrosial couch with tears. On wings of winds with Rhadamanth they flew ; 
ith she voluntary moves to part, This land, from whence their morning course begun; 
by Jove, or her own changeful heart. Saw them returning with the setting sun. 
as formed to cross the surging sea ; 350] Your eyes shall witness and confirm my tale, 
supplied the stores and rich array, Our youth how dextrous and how flect our sail, 
> the gales to waft me on the way. When justly timed with equal sweep they row, 
‘een days appear'd your pleasing coast, And ocean whitens in long tracks below. 420 
»dy mountains half in vapours lost. Thus he. No word the experienced man replies, 
h’d my soul: my soul was joy'd in vain; | But thus to heaven (and heavenward lifts his eyes :) 
y Neptune roused the raging main ; Oh Jove! oh father! what the king accords 
| winds whistle, and the billows roar 5 Do thou make perfect ! sacred be his words ! 
ting raft the furious tempest tore ; Wide o’er the world Alcinoiis glory shine ! 
ms vindictive intercept the shore. Let fame be his, and ah! my country minc! 
their rage subsides, the seas I brave 360} Meanwhile Areté, for the hour of rest, 
ted force, and shoot along the wave, Ordains the fleecy couch and covering vest ; 
ι this isle; but there my hopes were lost, | Bids her fair train the purple quilts prepare, 
e impelled me on a craggy coast. And the thick carpets spread with busy care. 430 
he safer sea, and chanced to find With torches blazing in their hands they past, 
mouth impervious to the wind, And finish’d all their queen's command with haste ; 
tof rocks. I fainted by the flood ; Then gave the signal to the willing guest : 
rk the shelter of the neighbouring wood. He rose with pleasure, and retired to rest. 
ght, and cover'd in the foliage deep, There, soft-extended to the murmuring sound 
aged my senses in the death of sleep. Of the high porch, Ulysses sleeps profound | 
I slept, oblivious of my pain: 970] Within, released from cares Alcinoiis lies: 
lawn’d and Pheebus shined in vain ; And fast beside were closed Areté's eyes. 
oblique he sloped his evening ray, 
nnus dried the balmy dews away. > «yr 
nale voices from the shore I heard: BOOK VIII. 
umidst them, goddess-like appear’d ; ARGUMENT. 
sued, she pitied my distress ; Alcinoiis calls a council, in which it is resolved to trans- 
2 in beauty, nor in virtue less. port Ulysses mito his courtry. After which, splendid 
m such youth could hope considerate care? | entertainments are made, where the celebrated musi- 
and beauty wisdom is but rare ! cian and poct Demodocus plays and sings to the 
> me life, relieved with just supplies 380| guests. They next proceed to the games, the race, the 


wrestling, the dixcns, &c. where Ulysses casts 8 pro- 


ts, and lent these robes that strike your digious length, to the admiration of all the spectators. 
es. . They return again to the banquet, and Demodocus 
ne truth: and oh, ye powers on high! sings the loves of Mars and Venus. Ulysses, after a 
iat want should sink me to a lie. compliment to the poet, desires him to sing the intro- 
9 the king: Our danghter but express’d duction of ghe wooden horse into Troy: which aubject 
‘3 Imperfect to our godlike guest. provoking his tears, Alcinols inquires of his guest Ins 
t to her, since first he chose to pray, name, parentage, and fortunes. 

. herself did she conduct the way, 

1 her handmaids to our court convey 3 BOOK VIII. 

ind king ! (Ulysses thus replied) Now fair Aurora lifts her golden ray, 

16 her faultless, nor suspect of prides 390! πὰ all the ruddy orient flames with day : 

> me follow in the attendamt train ; Alcinoiis, and the chief, with dawning light, 

and reverence did my steps detain, Rose instant from the slumbers of the night! 

1 suspicion might alarm thy mind : Then to the council seat they bend their way, 

‘a jealous and mistaking kind. And fill the shining thrones along the bay. 

1m my soul (he cried) the gods efface —_—— 


bh ill-grounded, and suspicion base! * Tivyua, 
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Minus le Miceewa, ic Ser pure τα care, For neaven force)? the στ’ κε΄. wher be aed 
Stee fee, re epee tack τσ Σ. ieldsofar; The sire chresici¢ efor [be cee pnd 
Ic form a cere οὐ ie ang, ete See ‘Canoas to were tbe comnses τὸ τὸν» stv. 
Fron pene ty peer, ened 55... 4 co ταὶς οἱ ores. 10 Ever yet fe inoeed the rage of war τὰς Trev. 
Nevin tnd euels wig rie Peace s ataces, Tonr'é at ce song. Uirsees Ὡς τὰ πεσε 
Tit ange eee πὰς UREA! πὰ τε Το τοῖς aSiction al bs mass mm: 
A prirece of grace e:v.ne year ic .myplores, Befire bs eves the porns vest be Grew, 


(Jeo unerown seus acres fs: τόπον shores, _Indasts07s ἢ cancea! toe faiics dew: 
Sie etoge, art ἐπι ἁμῇ wit ποτ σῶσε sounds ip. 2 whe; the mine mused. be ‘comed τὸ shed 


Of στ set tvees the ebore rebounds: ‘The £. wipe lear, and riieec bus é>o0nrg heal: 

At orce te μὰ they {1}: and every eve |And. ast aa to the pods 3 goblet crown ἃ, 

Gare. τ΄ before some trette: of use sky. ‘He pour'd a pare lintt:on to the grozed. 

Palle. with grace civ.ce his form sprees, ᾿ Transp: red with the songz, the Lstener ΞῈΒ 
More bch ine teeuts. and more eni:esed he moves: ‘Again wi:> Joud apolauee demand the sraa: 

Sits ened, eele-tal blown, regard to draw, 2] Again Ulysses τοῦ ἃ his penzxve bead. 

And g.ves 2 d.gnity of mien to awe: ‘Agzin unmainn’d, a shower of sorrow het: 1 
With erengeh the fiecre prze of fame to play, 'Conceal'd he wept: he king obse-ve? aicne 


i The e:lent tear and beard the secret groin; 
Then to the bard aloud—O cease to sing: 
Dumb be thy voice, and mute the bavmercons stay, 


Ard gather aii the hones of the day. 
Then tram his giverng throne Alcinoie rose: 
Attend. he cree, while we our wil dsclose. 


Your prevert ad this godlike stranger craves, { Erough the feast has pleased. enoczh the power 
Tosdd bs mds: tempest threich a war of waves: Of heavenly seng has crown'd the genial hour! 
Peelane from realms that view the rising day, | Incessant in the games your strength d:splar, 
Or ons eutgect to the western ray. 30: Contest, ye brave, the honours of the day: 


That pleased the admiring stranzer may prochm 
In distant rezions the Phreacian fame: m 
! None wield the gauntlet with so dire a sway, 


Then grant, what here all eone of woe obtain; 
(For here afil.ct:on never pleads in vain :) 
Be chos:n youths prepared, expert to try 


The vast profound, and bid the vessel fly : Or swifter in the race devour the war: 

Jaunch the tall bark, and order ever oar; None in the leap spring with so strong a bound, 
Then in ovr court indulge the genial hours Or firmer, in the wrestling, press the ground. 
Instant, you sailors, to this task attend ; Thus spoke the king: the attending peers obey; 
Swift to the palace, all ye peers, ascend ; In state they move, Alcinoiis leads the way: 

Jat none to strangers honours due disclaim: His golden lyre Demodocus unstrung, 

Be there Demodocus, the bard of fame, 40 High on a column ia the palace hung: 


And, guided by a herald’s guardian cares, 

Majestic to the lists of fame repairs. « 
Now swarmns the populace: a countless throag, 

Youth and hoar age ; and man drives man along. 

The games begin: ambitious of the prize, 

Acroncus, Thoon, and Eretmeus rise ; 

The prize Ocyalus and Prymneus claim, 


Taught by the gods to please, when high he sings 
The vew-al lay, responsive to the strings. 

Thus spoke the prince: the attending peers obey ; 
In state they move; Alcinoiis leads the way: 
Swift to Demodocus the herald flies, 

At once the sailors to their charge arise ; 

They Jaunch the vessel, and unfur) the sails, 

And stretch the swelling canvas to the gales; Anchialus and Ponteus, chiefs of fame. 

Then to the palace move: a gathering throng, There Proreus, Nantes, Eratreus, appear, 

Youth, and white age, tumultuous pour along. 50| And famed Amphialus, Polyneus’ heir ; 

Now all accesses to the dome are fill'd ; Euryalus, like Mars terrific rose, 

Fight boars, the choicest of the herd, are kill’d! When clad in wrath he withers hosts of foes; 18 
Two beeves, twelve fatlings, from the flock they bring| Naubolides with grace unequall’d shone, 

To crown the feast ; so wills the bounteous king. Or equall’d by Laodamas alone. 

The herald now arrives, and guides along With these came forth Ambasineus the strong ; 
The sacred master of celestial song: And three brave sons, from great Alcinotis sprang. 
Dear to the Muse ! who gave his days to flow Ranged in a line the ready racers stand, 

With mighty blessings, mix’d with mighty woe; Start from the goal, and vanish o’er the strand: 
With clouds of darkness quench'd his visual ray, Swift as on wings of winds, upborne they Ay, 
But gave him skill to raise the lofty lay. 60] And drifts of rising dust involve the sky. 

High on a radiant throne sublime in state, Before the rest, what space the hinds allow 
E'ncireled by huge multitudes, he sate: ὁ Between the mule and ox, from plough to plough, 130 
With silver shone the throne: his lyre well strang | Clytonius sprung: he wing'd the rapid way, 

To rapturous sounds, at hand Pontonous hung : And bore the unrivall’d honours of the day. 
Before hia seat a polish’d table shines, With fierce embrace the brawny wrestlers join: 
And a full goblet foams with gencrous wines : The conquest, great Euryalus, is thine. 

Jlis food a herald bore: and now they fed; Amphialus spring forward with a bound, 

And now the rage of craving hunger fled. Superior in the leap, a length of ground. 

Then, fir'd by all the Muse, aloud he sings From Elatreus’ strong arm the discus flies, 

The mighty deeds of demigods and kings: 70| And sings with unmatch’d force along the skies. 
From that fierce wrath the noble song arose, And Laodam whirls high, with dreadful sway, 
That made Ulysses and Achilles foes: The gloves of death, victorious in the fray. 140 
How o'er the feast they doom the fal\ of Troy + While thus the peerage in the games conteads, 
Tho stern debate Atridca hears with joy: An act to eyes Lactamas tarenda. 
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he cries, the stranger seems well skill’d 


lustrious labours of the field: 


ΤΑΥ͂Θ : then grant the brave man’s claim, 


Ὃ to his share of fame. 


is arms he boasts! how firm his tread ! 
»w turn’d! how broad his shoulders 


ι! 
ike !—but all-consuming care 


thaps the strength that time would 


ean, dread in all its forms! * 


cay, when man contends with storms. 


‘hou spoke /Euryalus replies :) 
guest, invite him thou to rise. 
vord, advancing from the crowd 
isance, and thus spoke aloud : 

s the reverend stranger to display 
orth, and share the glorious day ? 
| for thee thy port proclaims 
iquer in the solemn games. 

2! for what more fame can yield 
ft race, or conflict in the field ? 
iroding care one transient day, 

: the space thou hast to stay; 
ime, and lo! even now the gales 
ard, and stretch the swelling sails. 
with sighs Ulysses gave reply: 
ll-suiting pastime must I try ? 

ire my thoughts alone are free : 
ots with troubled hearts agree: 
natal hour my days have ran, 
ted, much-enduring man ! 

it to the king and peers, implores. 
age to his native shores. 

lers, Laodam, thy erring tongue, 
‘glory to the brave belong, 

alus:) he boasts no claim 

‘eat, unlike the sons of Fame. 
merchant he frequents the main; 
ea-farer in pursuit of gain; . 
eight, in naval trade well skill’d, 
5 athletic labours of the field 
lysses with a frown replies— 
proclaim thy soul unwise ! 


ands the gods their gifts dispense ; 


think, some speak with manly sense ; 


an elegance of form denies, 

16 defect of form supplies: 

1 energy of thought controuls, 

th modest violence our souls ; 
ervedly, but he speaks with force, 
vord be changed but for a worse; 
2 than mortal he appears, 

»ves, the gazing crowd reveres. 
beauteous as the ethereal kind, 
ition want, a knowing mind. 

ow heaven gives thee to excel, 
‘nies the praise of thinking well. 
ive a rude ungovern’d tongue, 


Then striding forward with a furions bound, 
He wrench’d a rocky fragment from the ground, 210 
By far more ponderous and more huge by far, 
Than what Phzacia's sone discharged in air. 
Fierce from his arm the enormous load he flings; 
Sonorous through the shaded air it sings; 
Couch’'d to the earth, tempestuous as it flies, 
The crowd gaze upward while it cleaves the skies. 
Beyond all marks, with many a giddy round 
Down-rushing, it upturns a hill of ground. 


150} That instant Pallas, bursting from a cloud, 


Fix’d a distinguish’d mark, and cried aloud : 220 
Even he who sightless wants his visual ray 

May by his touch alone award the day: 

Thy signal throw transcends the utmost bound 

Of every champion by a length of ground: 

Securely bid the strongest of the train 

Arise to throw ; the strongest throws in vain. 
She spoke ; and momentary mounts the sky : 


160} The friendly voice Ulysses hears with joy; 


Then thus aloud, (elate with decent pride,) 

Rise, ye Phzacians, try your force, he cried; 4290 
If with this throw the strongest caster vie, 

Still, further still, 1 bid the discus fly. 

Stand forth, ye champions, who the gauntlet wield, 
Or ye, the swiftest racers of the field! . 
Stand forth, ye wrestlers, who these pastimes grace! 
I wield the gauntlet, and J run the race. 

In such heroic games J yield to none, 


170] Or yield to brave Laodamas alone: 


Shall I with brave Laodamas contend? 

A friend is sacred, and I sty)e him friend. 240 
Ungenerous were the man, and base of heart, 

Who takes the kind, and pays the ungrateful part ; 
Chiefly the man, in foreign realms confined, 

Base to his friend, to his own interest blind : 

All, all your heroes I this day defy ; 

Give me a man, that we our might may try. 

Expert in every art, I boast the skill 


180] To give the feather’d arrow wings to kill: 


Should a whole host at once discharge the bow, 

My well-aim'd shaft with death prevents the foe: 250 
Alone superior in the field of Troy, 

Great Philoctetes taught the shaft to fly. 

From all the sons of earth unrivall’d praise 

I justly claim; but yield to better days, 

To those famed days when great Alcides rose, 

And Eurytus, who bade the gods be foes: 

(Vain Eurytus, whose art became his crime, 


190| Swept from the earth, he perish’d in his prime; 


Sudden the irremeable way he trod, 
Who boldly durst defy the bowyer god.) 260 
In fighting fields as far the spear J throw 
As flies an arrow from the well-drawn bow. 
Sole in the race the contest I decline, 
Stiff are my weary joints, and I resign ; 
By storms and hunger worn: age well may fail, 
When storms and hunger both at once assail. 
Abash' d, the numbers hear the godlike man, 


y generous soul resents the wrong : 900] ΤΊ} great Alcinoiis mildly thus began: 


ic exercise, I claim 
our with the sons of Fame. 


boast while vigour crown’d my days; 


‘ounds me, and my force decays; 
ncholy part to bear, 

leath, by tempest and by war. 
oes impair’d, no more I wave 


hero—slander stings the brave 


Well hast thou spoke, and well thy generous tongue 


With decent pride refutes a public wrong: 270 
Warm are thy words but warm without offence ; 
Fear only fools, secure in men of sense: 

Thy worth is known. Then hear our country’s claim, 
And bear to heroes our heroic fame: 

In distant realms our glorious deeds display, 

Repeat them frequent in the gemal day, 
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When bless'd with case thy woes and wanderings end,| Arrived, he sees, he grieves, with rage he bars: 


Teach them thy consort, bid thy sons attend ; Full horrible he roars, his voice al} heaven returas 
How loved of Jove, he crown'd onr sires with praise, | O Jove, he cried, oh all ye powers above, 
ον, we their offepring dignify our race. 280) See the lewd dalliance of the queen of lore! 


Me, awkward me, she scorns; and yields her charm 
To that fair lecher, the strong god of arms. x 
If I am lame, that stain my natal hoar 

By fate imposed ; such me my parent bore. 

Why was I born? See how the wanton lies! 

Oh sight tormenting to an husband's eves! 

But yet I trast, this once even Mars would fly 


Let other realins the deathful gauntlet wield, 

Or boast the glories of the athletic field. 

We in the course unrivall’d speed display, 

Or through ca-rulean billows plough the way ; 
To dresa, to dance, to sing, our sole delignt, 
The feast or bath by day, and Jove by night: 
Rise then, ye skill'd in measures; Ict him bear 
Your fame to men that breathe a distant air; His fair-one’s arms—he thinks her, once, too nigh 
And faithful say, to you the powers belong But there remain, ye guilty, in my power, 

To race, to sail, to dance, to chant the song. 290] Till Jove refunds his shameless daughter's dowe:. 

But, herald, to the palace swift repair, Too dear I prized a fair enchanting face : 

And the soft lyre to grace our pastimes bear. Beauty unchaste is beauty in disgrace. K 

Swift at the word, obedient to the king, Meanwhile the gods the dome of Vulcan throng; 
The herald flies the tuneful lyre to bring. Apollo comes, and Neptune comes along; 

Up rose nine seniors, chosen to survey With these gay Hermes trod the starry plain; 
The future games, the judges of the day. But modesty withheld the goddess train. 

With instant care they mark a spacious round, ΑΙ] heaven beholds, imprison’d as they lie, 

And level for the dance the allotted ground; And unextinguish'd laughter shakes the sky. 

The herald bears the lyre: intent to play, Then mutual, thus they spoke: Behold, on wrong 
The bard advancing meditates the lay. 300| Swift vengeance waits; and art subdues the strong: 
Skill’d in the dance, tall youths, a blooming band, {| Dwells there a god on all the Olympian brow 
Graceful before the heavenly minstrel stand: More swift than Mars, and more than Vulcan slow’ 
Light-bounding from the earth, at once they rise, Yet Vulcan conquers, and the god of arms 3 
Their feet half-viewless quiver in the skies: Must pay the penalty for lawless «harms. 

Ulysses gazed, astonish’d to survey Thus serious they : but he who gilds the skies, 
The glancing splendora as their sandals play. The gay Apollo, thus to Hermes cries: 

Meantime the bard, alternate to the strings, Wouldst thou enchain’d like Mars, oh Hermes, li, 
The loves of Mars and Cytherea sings; And bear the shame like Mars, to share the joy? 
How the stern god, enamour’d with her charms, O envied shame! (the smiling youth rejoin'd} 
Clasped the gay panting goddess in his arms, 9310] Add thrice the chains, and thrice more firmly bind; 
By bribes seduced ; and how the sun, whose eye Gaze all ye gods, and evcry goddess gare, 

Views the broad heavens, disclosed the lawless joy. | Yet eager would I bless the eweet disgrace. ἣν 
Stung to the soul, indignant through the skies Loud laugh the rest, even Neptune laughs aloud, 
To his black forge vindictive Vulcan flies: Yet sues importunate to loose the god: 

Arrived, his sinewy arms incessant place And free, he cries, oh Vulcan! free from shame 
The eternal anvil on the massy base. Thy captives; I insure the penal claim. 

A wondrous net he labours, to betray Will Neptune (Vulcan then) the faithless trust? 
The wanton lovers, as entwined they lay, He suffers who gives surety for th’ unjust: 
Indissolubly strong! Then instant bears But say, if that lewd scandal of the sky, 

To his immortal dome the finish'd snares. 320} To liberty restored, perfidious fly : 

Above, below, around, with art dispread, Say, wilt thou bear the mulct? He instant cries, 
The sure inclosure folds the genial bed; The mulct 1 bear, if Mars perfidious flies. 30 
Whose texture even the search of gods deceives, To whom, appeased : No more J urge delay; 
Thin as the filmy threads the spider weaves. When Neptune sues, my part is to obey. 

Then, as withdrawing from the starry bowers, Then to the snares his force the god applies; 

He feigns a journey to the Lemnian shores, They burst; and Mars to Thrace indignant fies: 
Hie favourite isle; observant Mars descries To the soft Cyprian shores the goddess moves, 
His wish'd recess, and to the goddess flies ; To visit Paphos and her blooming groves, 

He glows, he burns, the fair-hair'd queen of love Where to the Power an hundred altars rise, 
Descends smooth gliding from the courts of Jove, 330] And breathing odours scent the balmy skies; 

Gay blooming in full charms: her hand he press'd | Conceal’d she bathes in consecrated bowers, 
With eager joy, and with a sigh addresa'd. The Graces unguents shed, ambrosial showers, 4% 

Come, my beloved! and taste the soft delights; | Unguents that charm the gods: she last assumes 
Come; to reponse the genial bed invites: Her wondrous robes; and the full goddess blooms. 
Thy absent spouse, neglectful of thy charms, Thus sung the bard; Ulysses hears with joy, 
Prefers his barbarous Sintians to thy arms! And loud applauses rend the vaulted sky. 

Then, nothing loth, the enamour'd fair he led, Then to the sports his sons the king commands, 
And aunk transported on the conscious bed. Fach blooming youth before the monarch stands, 
Down rush'd the toils, inwrapping as they lay, In dance unmatch’d! A wondrous ball is broug 
The careless lovers in their wanton play : 340] (The work of Polyphus, divinely wrought Ὁ) 

In vain they strive; the entangling suares deny This youth with strength enormous bids it y, 
(Inextricably tirm) the power to fly. And bending backward whirls it to the eky; ἐν 
Warn'd by the god who sheds the golden day, Lia brother, springing with an active bound, 
Stern Vulcan homeward treads the starry way: AX distance intercepia i from the ground 
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ull dismiss’d, in dance they skin the strand, 
nd return, aud scarce imprint the sand 
sembly gazes with astonish’d eyes, 
‘nds in shouts applauses to the skies. 
a thus Ulysses: Happy king, whose name 
ightest shines in all the rolls of fame! 
ects happy! with surprise I gaze; 419 
aise was just; their skill transcends thy praise. 
sed with his people’s fame, the monarch hears, 
us benevolent accosts the peers. 
wisdom's sacred guidance he pursues, 
» the stranger-guest a stranger's dues: 
2 princes in our realm dominion share, 
hom supreme, impcrial power I bear: 
rold, a pledge of love: a talent bring, 
a robe, and imitate your king. 
ft to give; that he this night may share 
cial feast of joy, with joy sincere. 430 
ou, Euryalus, redeem thy wrong; 
‘rous heart repairs a slanderous tongue. 
assenting peers, obedient to the king, 
e their heralds send the gifts to bring. 
hus Euryalus: O prince, whose sway 
his bless’d realm, repentant I obey! 
this sword, whose blade of brass displays 
y gleam; whose hilt a silver blaze; 
: ivory sheath, inwroughit with curious pride, 
raceful terror to the wearer's side. 440 
aid, and to hia hand the sword consign’d : 
he cried, my words affect thy mind, 
m thy mind those words, ye whirlwinds, bear, 
atter them, ye storms, in empty air! 
,» oh ye heaveng, with joy his peaceful hours, 
ant him to his epouse, and native shores! 
bless’d be thou, my friend, Ulysses cries : 
him with every joy, ye favouring skies! 
calm hours continued peace afford, 
>ver, Dever may’st thou wantthissword! 450 
aid, and o’er his shoulders flung the blade. 
"er the earth ascends the evening shade: 
ecious gifts the illustrious heralds bear, 
the court the embodied peers repair. 
the queen Alcinoiis’ sons unfold 
st, the robes, and heaps of shining gold; 
o the radiant thrones they move in state: 
he king in pomp imperial] sate. 
ice tothe queen. O partner of our reign, 
beloved! command thy menial train 460 
ν᾿ ἃ chest and stately robes to bear, 
‘aling waters for the bath prepare ; 
athed, our guest may bid his sorrows cease, 
le swect song, and taste the feast in peace. 
that flames with gold, of wondrous frame, 
Γ we give, memorial of our name ; 
6 in offerings to almighty Jove, 
cry god that treads the courts above. 
nt the queen, observant of the king, 
inds her train a spacious vase to bring, 4170 
acious vase with ample streams suffice, 
igh the wood, and bid the flames arise. 
mes climb round it with a fierce embrace, 
ning waters bubble o’er the blaze. 
* the chest prepares: in order roll’d 
es, the vests are ranged, and heaps of gold: 
ding a rich dress inwrought with art, 
xpressive of her bounteous heart, 


0ke to Ithacus: To guard with bands 


Lest, in thy slumbers on the watery main, 
The hand of rapine make our bounty vain. 

Then bending with full force, around he roll'd 
A labyrinth of bands in fold on fold, 

Closed with Cirexan art. A train attends 
Around the bath: the bath the king ascends 
(Untasted joy, since that disastrous hour, © 

He κα} ἃ ill-fated from Calypso’s bower ;) 
Where, happy as the gods that range the sky, 
He feasted every sense, with every joy. 490 
He bathes; the damsels, with officious toil, 
Shed sweets, shed ungnents, in a shower of oil: 
Then o’er his limbs a gorgeous robe he spreads, 
And to the feast magnificently treads. 

Full where the dome its shining valves expands, 
Nausicaa blooming as a goddess stands ; 

With wondering eyes the hero she survey'd, 
And graceful thus began the royal maid. 

Hail, godlike stranger! and when heaven restores 
To thy fond wish thy long-expected shores, 500 
This ever grateful in remembrance bear, 
To me thou owest, to me, the vital air. 

O royal maid, Ulysses straight returns, 
Whose worth the splendours of thy race adorns, 
So may dread Jove (whose arm in vengeance forms 
The writhen bolt, and blackens heaven with storms,) 
Restore me safe, through weary wanderings toss’d, 
To my dear country’s ever-pleasing coast, 
As while the spirit in this bosom glows, 
To thee, my goddess, I address my vows; 510 
My lite, thy gift I boast! He said, and sate 
Fast by Alcinoiis on a throne of state. 

Now each partakes the feast, the wine prepares, 
Portions the food, and each his portion shares. 
The bard an herald guides; the gazing throng 
Pay low obeisance as he moves along: 

Beneath a sculptured arch he sits enthroned, 
The peers encircling form an awful round. 

Then, from the chine, Ulysses carves with art 
Delicious food, an honorary part; 520 
This let the master of the lyre receive, 

A pledge of love! ‘tis all a wretch can give. 
Lives there a man beneath the spacious skies, 
Who sacred honours to the bard denies ? 

The Muse the bard inspires, exalts his mind: 
The Muse indulgent loves the harmonious kind. 

The herald to his hand the charge conveys, 

Not fond of flattery, nor unpleased with praise. 

When now the rage of hunger was allay’d, 
Thus to the lyrist wise Ulyssea said: 530 
O more than man! thy soul the Muse inspires, 
Or Phebus animates with all his fires ! 
For who, by Phabus uninform’'d, could know 
The woe of Greece, and sing so well the woe? 
Just to the tale, as present at the fray, 
Or taught the labours of the dreadful day : 
The song recalls past horrors to my eyes, 
And bids prond Ilion from her ashes rise. 
Once more harmonious strike the sounding string, 
The Epwan fabric, framed by Pallas, sing : 510 
How stern Ulysses, furious to destroy, 
With latent heroes sack’d imperial Troy. 
If faithful thou record the tale of Fame, 
The god himself inspires thy breast with flame ; 
And mine sha!l be the task henceforth to raise 
In every land thy monument of praise. 

Full of the god, he raised his lofty strain, 


ble these gifts, thy care demands: 480) How the Greeks rueh'd tumultaons to the tan, 
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How blazing tents illumined half the skies, 
While from the shores the winged navy flies : 
IJow, even in Ilion’s walls, in deathful bands, 
Came the stern Greeks by Troy's assisting hands : 
All Troy up-heaved the steed; of ditfering mind, 
Various the Trojans counsell'd; part consign’d 
The monster to the sword, part sentence gave 
To plunge it headlong in the whelming wave; 
The unwise award to lodge it in the towers, 
An offering sacred to the immortal powers: 
The unwise prevail, they lodge it in the walls, 
And by the gods’ decree proud Lion falls: 
Destruction enters in the treacherous wood, 
And vengeful slaughter, tieree for human blood. 
He sung the Greeks stern-issuing from the steed, 
How Mion burns, how al! her fathers bleed ; 
How to thy dome, Deiphobus! ascends 
The Spartan king; how Ithacns attends 
(Ilorrid as Mars,) and how with dire alarms 
He fights, sulxlues ; for Pallas strings his arms. 
Thus while he sung, Ulysses gricfs renew, 
Tears bathe his cheeks, and tears the ground be- 
dew ; 
As some fond matron views in mortal fight 
Her husband falling in his country’s nght: 
Frantic through clashing swords she runa, she flies, 
As ghastly pale he groans, and faints and dies ; 
Close to his breast she grovels on the ground ; 
And bathes with floods of tears the gaping wound: 
She cries, she shrieks; the tierce insulting foe 
Relentless mocks her violence of woe: 
To chains condemn‘d as wildly she deptores ; 
A widow, and a slave on foreign shores. 
So from the sluices of Ulysses’ eyes 
Fast fell the tears, and sighs succeeded sighs; 
Conceal'd he grieved : the kiug observed alone 
The silent tear, and heard the secret groan ; 
Then to the bard aloud: O cease to sing, 
Dumb be thy voice, and mute the tuneful string; 
To every note his tears responsive flow, 
And his great heart heaves with tumultuous woe 
Thy lay too deeply moves : then cease the lay, 
And o’er the banquet every heart be gay: 
This social right demands; for him the sails, 
Floating in air, invite the impelling gales: 
Ilis are the gifts of love ; the wise and good 
Receive the stranger as a brother's blood. 
But, friend, discover faithful what I crave; 
Antfal concealment il] becomes the brave: 
Say what thy birth, and what the name you bore, 
Imposed by parents io the natal hour ? 
(For from the natal hour distinctive names, 


One common right, the great and Jowly claims ;) 600 


Say from what city, from what regions tost, 

And what inhabitants those regions boast 7 

So shalt thou instant reach the realm assign'd, 

In wonderous ehips, self-moved, instinct with mind : 
No helm secures their course, no pilot guides: 

Like man intelligent, they plough the tides 
Conscious of every coast, and every bay, 

That lies beneath the sun’s all-secing ray : 
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With fury burns; while carcless they canvey 
Promiscuous every cuest to every bay. 

These ears have heard my royal sire disclose 

A dreadful story big with future woes, 

How Neptune raged, and how, by his command. 
Firm rooted in a surge a ship should stand 

A monument of wrath ; how mound on mound 
Should bury these proud towere beneath the gromd. 
But this the gods may frustrate or fulfil, 

As suits the purpose of the eternal will. 

But say through what waste regions hast thou εἰ} ὦ, 
What customs noted, and what coasts survey'd ; 
Possess’d by wild barbarians fierce in arms, 

Or men whose bosom tender pitv warms? 

Say why the fate of Troy awaked thy cares, 69 
Why heaved thy bosom, and why flow’d thy teat? 
Just are the ways of heaven ; from heaven proceed 
The woes of man; heaven doom’'d the Greeks tobleed, 
A theme of future song! Say then if slain 

Some dear loved brother press’d the Phrygian phais* 
Or bled some friend, who bore a brother's part, 
And claim'd by merit, not by blood, the heart? 


& 
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Tie Adventures of the Cicons, Lotophacia, and Cy:ir?. 
lyases begine the relation of his adventures: how ated 
the destrnetion of Troy. bs with his companion may 
an incureon on the Cicona, by whoin Chey πεῖν ΤῈ 
pulsed; and mecting with a storm, Were drivea to the 
coast of the Lotephagi. From thenee they sailed to the 
land of the Cyclops, whose manners and sitnation at 
purticularly characterised. The giant Poly phemus ant 
bis cave described; the usage Ulysses and bis compat 
ions met with there sand lastly, the method and artsirt 
by which he escaped. 


BOOK IX. 
Tues thus Ulysses. Thou whom first in sway, 
As first in virtue, these thy realms obey : 
Ilow sweet the products of a peaceful reign! 
The heaven-taught poet, and enchanting straix, 
The well-fill’d palace, the perpetual feast, 
A land rejoicing, and a people blest ! 
ITow goodly ecems it ever to employ 
Man’s social days in union and in joy; 
The plenteous board high-heap'’d with cates divine. 
And o’er the foaming bow! the Jaughing wine. Κὶ 
Amid these joys, why sceks thy mind to know 
The unhappy series of a wanderer’e woe ῖ 
Remembrance sad, whose image to review, 
Alas ! must open all my wounds anew ! 
And oh, what first, what last shall 1 relate, 
Of woes unnumber'd sent by Heaven and Fate? 
Know first the man (though now a wretch distress'd! 
Who hopes thee, monarch, for his future guest. 
Behold Ulysses! no ignoble name, 
Earth sounds my wisdom, and high heaven my fame 
My native soil is Ithaca the fair, 3] 


Though clouds and darkness veil the encumber'd sky,| Where high Neritus waves his woods in air; 
Fearless through darkness, and through clouds they|Dulichium, Samé, and Zacynthus, crown'd 


fly ; 


610| With shady mountains, spread their isles around: 


Though tempests rage, though rolls the ewelling main, |(These to the north and night’s dark regions rds, 


The seas may roll, the tempests rage in vain: 
Even the stern god that oer the waves presides 
Safe as they pass, and safe repass the tues, 


Those to Aurora and the rising sun.) 


en lies our isle, yet bless‘d in fruitful etores; 


Brrong we her eons, though rocky are her shores; 
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one, ah none 80 lovely to my sight, The tenth we touch’d, by various errors tost, 
the lands that heaven o’erspreads with light ! |The land of Lotns and the flowery coast. 


t Calypso long constrain’d my stay, 31} We climb’d the beach, and springs of water found, 
weet, reluctant, amorous delay ; Then spread our hasty banquet on the ground. 

Al her charms as vainly Circe strove, Three men were sent, deputed from the crew 

ided magic to secure my love. (An herald one,) the dubious const to view, 100 
ips or joys, the palace or the grot, And learn what habitants possess’d the place. 
intry’s image never was forgot, They went, and found a hospitable race: 

sent parents rose before my sight, Not prone to ill, nor strange to foreign cuest, 

stant lay contentment and delight. They eat, they drink, and nature gives the feast ; 

r then the woes which mighty Jove ordain'd | The trees around them all their food produce ; 

it my passage from the Trojan land. 40) Lotos, the name ; divine, nectareaus juice ! 

inds from Ilion to the Cicons’ shore, (Thence call’d Lotophagi ;) which whoso tastes, 

h cold Ismarus, our vessels bore. Insatiate riots in the sweet repasts, 

Idly landed on the hostile place, Nor other home, nor other care intends, 

ck'd the city, and destroy’d the race, But quits his house, his country, and his friends. 110 
vives made captive, their possessions shared, | The three we sent, from off the enchanting ground 
‘ery soldier found a like reward. We dragg’d reluctant, and by force we bound 
advised to fly; not so the rest, The rest in haste forsook the pleasing shore, 

tay'd to revel, and prolong the feast: Or, the charm tasted, had return’d no more. 

‘ted sheep and sable bulls they stay, Now placed in order on their banks, they sweep 
»wis flow round, and riot wastes the day. 50, The sea's smooth face, and cleave the hoary deep; 
me the Cicons, to their holds retired, With heavy hearts we labour through the tide, 

1 the Cicons, with new fury fired: To coasts unknown, and oceans yet untried. 

arly morn the gather'd country swarms, The land of Cyclops first, a savage kind, 

| the continent is bright with arms; Nor tamed by manners, nor by laws confined, 120 
as the budding leaves or rising flowers Untaught to plant, to turn the glebe and sow, 

read the land, when spring descends in (They all their products to free nature owe. 

showers: The soil untill’d a ready harvest yields, 

ert soldiers, skill’d on foot to dare, With wheat and barley wave the golden fields, 


n the bounding courser urge the war. Spontaneous wines from weighty clusters pour, 
tune changes ‘so the Fates ordain :) | And Jove descends in each prolitic shower. 

ur was come to taste our share of pain. 60, By there no statutes and no rights are known, 
it the ships the bloody fight began, No council held, no monarch fills the throne, 
led they wound, and man expires on man. But high on hills, or airy clitfs, they dwell, 


the morning sun increasing bright Or deep in caves whose entrance leads to hell. 130 
‘aven's pure azure spread the growing light, | Each rules his race, his neighbour not his care, 
cuous death the form of war confounds, Heedless of others, to his own severe. 

dverse battle gored with equal wounds ; Opposed to the Cyclopean coast, there lay 

ion his evening wheels o’erhung the main, An isle, whose hills their subject fields survey ; 
onquest crown'd the fierce Ciconian train. Its name Lachaa, crown'd with many a grove, 

ve comp:nions from each ship we lost, Where savage goats through pathless thickets rove ; 
st escaped in haste, and quit the coast. 70 No needy mortals here, with hunger bold, 

ΜΠ} ontspread we fly the unequal strife, Or wretched hunters through the wintry cold 

their loss, but joyful of our life: Pursue their flight; but leave them safe to bound 

we fled, our fellows’ rites we paid, From hill to hill, o’er all the desert ground. 110 
rice we call'd on each unhappy shade. Nor knows the soil to feed the fleecy care, 


while the god whose hand the thunder forms, ‘Or feels the labours of the crooked share ; 
clouds on clouds, and blackens heaven with | But uninhabited, untill’d, unsown 


storms : It lies, and breeds the bleating goat alone. 

"er the waste the rage of Boreas sweeps, For there no vessel with vermilion prore, 

ght rush’d headlong on the shaded deeps, Or bark of traffic, glides from shore to shore ; 

ore, now there, the giddy ships are borne, The rugged race of savages, unskill'd 

| the rattling shrouds in fragments torn. 80|The seas to traverse, or the ships to build, 

I'd the sail, we plied the labouring oar, Gaze on the coast, nor cultivate the soil : 

lown our masts, and row'd our ships to shore.|Unlearn’d in all the industrious arts of toil. 150 
dious days and two long nights we lay, Yet here all products and all plants abound, 

tch’d and batter’d in the naked bay. Sprung from the fruitful genius of the ground ; 
third morning when Aurora brings, Fields waving high with heavy crops are scen, 
rthe masts, we spread the canvas wings ; And vines that flourish in eternal green, 

i'd, and carcless on the deck reclined, Refreshing meads along the murmuring main, 
and trust the pilot and the wind. And fountains streaming down the fruitful plain 

) my native country had I sail’d; A port there is, inclosed on either side, 


cape doubled, adverse winds prevail’d. | 90]Where ships may rest, unanchor'd and untied ; 

was the tide, which, by the northern blast Till the glad mariners incline to sail, 

d, our vessels on Cythera cast. And the sea whitens with the rising gale. 160 
\ys our fleet the uncertain tempest bore High at its head, from out the cavern’d rock 

wide ocean, and from sight of shore ; In living rills a gushing fountain broke. 
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Around it, and above, for ever green 

The bushing alders form'd a ahady scene. 

IMither some favouring god, beyond our thought, 

Through all-surrounding shade our navy brought ; 

For gloomy night des:ended on the main, 

Nor ghmmer’d Phebe in the ethereal plain: 

But all unseen the clouded island lay, 

And all unseen the surge and rolling sea, 

Till sate we anchor'd in the shelter'd bay: 

Our sails we gather’d, cast our cables o'er, 

And slept secure along the sandy shore. 

Soon as again the rosy morning shone, 

Reveal'd the indscape and the scene unknown, 

With wonder seized, we view the pleasing ground, 

And walk delighted, and expatiate round. 

Roused by the woodland nymphs at early dawn, 

The monntain goats eame bounding o'er the lawn: 

In haste our fellows to the ships repair, 130 

For arins and weapons of the sylvan war; 

Straight in three squadrons all our crew we part, 

And Lend the bow, or wing the miasile dart ; 

The bounteons gods afford a copious prey, 

And nine fat goats each vessel] beara away: 

The royal bark had ten. Our ships complete 

We thus supplied (for twelve were all the flect.) 
Here, till the setting sun roll’d down the light, 

We sat indulging in the geuial rite: 

Nor wines were wanting; those from ample jara_ 190 

We drain’d, the prize of our Ciconian wars, 

The lind of Cyclops lay in prospect near ; 

The voice of goats and bleating flocks we hear, 

And from their mountains rising smokes appear. 

Now sunk the sun, and darkness cover'd o'er 

The teee of things: along the sea-beat shore 

Satiate we slept: but when the sacred dawn 

Arising clitter'd o'er the dewy lawn, 

Tecall’d my fellows, and these words addrese’d : 

My dear associates, here indulge your rest, 

While, with my single ship, adventurous, I 

Go torth the manners of yon men to try ; 

Whether a race unjust, of barbarous might, 

Rude, aud unconscious of a stranger's right: 

Or sueh who harbour pity in their breast, 

Revere the gods, and suceour the distress'd. 
This καλάς Lelimb'd ny vessel's lofty side ; 

My train obey’d me, and the ship untied. 

In order seated on their banks, they sweep 

Neptune's smooth face, and cleave the yielding 

deep, 

When to the nearest verge of land we drew, 

Fast by the sea a lonely cave we view, 

Vligh, and with darkening laurels cover'd o’er, 

Where sheep and goats lay slumbering round the shore. 

Near this, a fence of marble from the rock, 

Brown with o’erarching pine and spreading oak. 

A giant shepherd here his flock maintains 

Far from the rest, and solitary reigns, 

In shelter tuick of horrid shade reclined; 

And elec my inischicts labour in his mind. 

A forin enormous! fir unlike the race 

Of humin birth, in stature or in face ; 

As some lene mountain’s monstrous growth he 

stood, 

Crown'd with rough thickets, and a nodding wood. 

Tdefi my vessel at the port of land, 

And c.ose to guard it, gave our erew command : 

With only twelve, the boldest and the best, 

Iseck the adventure, and forsake the reat: 
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Then took a goatskin fill'd with precious wine, 

The gift of Maron of Evantheus’ line, 

(The priest of Phebus at the Ismarian shrine) 

In sacred shade his honour'd mansion stood, 

Ainidst Apollo's consecrated wood ; 

Him, and his house, heaven moved my miad t 

save, 

And costly presenta in return he gave; 

Seven golden talents to perfection wrought, 

A silver bow! that held a copicus draught, 

And twelve large vesseis of unmingled wine, 

Mellitlhous, undecaying, and divine ! 

Which now, some ages from his race conceal’d, 39 

The hoary sire in gratitude reveal'd. 

Such was the wine ; to quench whose fervent stem 

Scarce twenty measures from the living stream 

Tw cool one cup sufficed: the goblet crowa'd 

Breathed aromatic fragrancies around. 

Of this an ample vase we heaved aboard, 

And brought another with provisions stored. 

My soul forcboded I should find the bower 

Of some fell monster, fierce with barbarous powe,, 

Some rustic wretch, who lived in heaven's despite, 

Contemning laws, and trampling on the right δ] 

The cave we found, but vacant all within, 

(His tlock the giant tended on the green :) 

But round the grot we gaze : and all we view, 

In order ranged, our admiration drew : 

The bending shelves with loads of cheeses pres’, 

The folded flocks each separate from the rest; 

i (The larger here, and there the lesser lambs, 

The new-fall'n young there bleating for their dams; 

The kid distinguish'd from the lambkin lies) ΒΕ 

The cavern echoes with responsive cries 

Capacious chargers all around were Jaid, 

Full pails, and vessels of the milking trade. 

With fresh provisions hence our fleet to store 

My friends advise me, and to quit the shore; 

Or drive a flock of sheep and guats away, 

Consult our satety, and put off to sea. 

Their wholesome counsel rashly I declined, 

Curious to view the man of monstrous kind, 

And try what social rites a savage lends: 

Dire rites, alas! and fatal to my friends! 
Then first a fire we kindle, and prepare | 

For his return with sacritice and prayer. 

The loaden shelves afford us full repast ; 

We sit expecting. Lo! he comes at last. 

Near half a furest on his back he bore, 

And cast the ponderous burden at the door. 

It thunder'd as it fell. We trembled then, 

And sought the deep recesses of the den. 

Now driven before him through the arching rock, 580 

Came tumbling, heaps on heaps, the unnumber'd 

flock ; 

Big udder'd ewes, and goats of female kind 

The males were penn'd in outward courts bebind}) 

Then heaved on Iigh, a rock's enormous weight 

To the cave’s mouth he roll’d, and closed the gate: 

(Searce twenty four-wheel'’d cars, compact and strong, 

The massy lood could bear, or roll along.) 

He next betakes him to his evening cares, 

And, sitting down, to milk his flocks prepares; 

Of half their udders eases first the dams, 

Then to the mothers he submits the lambs. 

[lalfthe white stre.un to hardening cheese be press’ 

And lech in wicker-baskets heap’d : the rest, 

Reserved in bowls, supplied his nightly feast 
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our done, he fired the pile, that gave 
en blaze, and lighted all the cave. 
ad discover'd by the rising fires ; 
re the giant glares, and thus inquires: 
tare ye, guests ? on what adventure, say, 
ir ye wander through the watery way? 900 
perhaps, who seek through seas unknown 
es of others, and expose your own? 
roice like thunder through the caverns sounds: 
d companions thrilling fear confounds, 
‘d at sight of more than mertal man; 
th, with heart recover’d, I began : 
a Troy’s famed fields, sad wanderers o’er the 
main, 

the relics of the Grecian train! 
-h various seas, by various perils tost, 
reed by storms, unwilling, on your coast; 310 
πὶ our destined course and native land, 
‘as our fate, and such high Jove’s command : 
iat we are befits us to disclaim, 
’ friends (in arms a mighty name,) 
ught proud Troy and all her sons to bow, 

of late, but humble suppliants now ! 

thy knee thy succour we implore ; 
t uy, human, and relieve us, poor. 
: some hospitable gift bestow ; 
at the happy to the unhappy owe: 320 
1at the gods require: those gods revere, 
or and stranger are their constant care; 

e their cause, and their revenge belongs, 
nders with them, and he feels their wrongs. 
s that ye are! (the savage thus replies, 

rard fury blazing at his eyes) 

igers, distant far from our abodes, 

me reverence or regard the gods. 

:hen, we Cyclops are a race above 329 
air-bred people, and their goat-nursed Jove ; 
arn, Our power procceds with thee and thine, 
he wills, but as ourselves incline. 

swer, the good ship that brought ye o’er, 

lies she anchor’d? near or off the shore ? 
the. His meditated fraud I find 

lin the turns of various human-kind ;) 
autious, thus, Against a dreadful rock, 

’ your shore, the gallant vessel broke. 

with these few I 'scaped of all my train, 
angry Neptune whelm’d beneath the main: 
atter'd wreck the winds blow back again. 341 
nawer'd with his deed: his bloody hand 

ὦ two, unhappy! of my martial band: 

sh’d like dogs against the stony floor ; 
vement swims with brains and mingled gore ; 
mb from limb, he spreads his horrid feast, 

rce devours it like a mountain beast: 

ks the marrow, and the blood he drains, 
trails, fesh, nor solid bone remains. 

the death from which we cannot move, 350 
mbled groan beneath the hand of Jove. 

ple maw with human carnage fill'd, 

y deluge next the giant swill’d ; 

tretch'd in Jength o’er half the cavern'd rock, 
iseless, and supine, amidst the flock. 

e the time, and with a sudden wound 

he slumbering monster to the ground, 

l impels me; and in act I stand 

w the sword; but wisdom held my hand; 

so rash had finish'd all our fate; 360 
tal torces from the lofty gute 


Could roll the rock. In hopeless grief we lay 
And sigh, expecting the return of day. 
Now did the rosy-finger’'d morn arise, 
And shed her sacred light along the shies: 
He wakes, he lights the fire, he milks the dams, 
And to the mothers’ teats submits the lambs. 
The task thus finish’d of his morning hours, 
Two more he snatches, murders, and devours, 
Then pleased, and whistling, drives his flock before ; 
Removes the rocky mountain from the door 371 
And shuts again: with equal ease disposed, 
As a light quiver’s lid is oped and closed. 
His giant voice the echoing region fills ; 
His flocks, obedient, spread o’er all the hills. 

Thus left behind, even in the last despair 
E thought, devised, and Pallas heard my prayer. 
Revenge, and doubt, and caution, work’d my 

breast ; 

But this of many counsels seem’d the best: 
The monster's club within the cave I spied, 380 
A tree of stateliest growth, and yet undried, 
Green from the wood ; of height and bulk go vast, 
The largest ship might claim it for a mast. 
This shorten’d of its top, I gave my train 
A fathom’s length, to shape it and to plane; 
The narrower end J sharpen’d to a spire ; 
Whose point we harden'd with the fcrce of fire, 
And hid it in the dust that strew’d the cave. 
Then to my few companions, bold and brave, 
Proposed who firat the venturous deed should try, 
In the broad orbit of his monstrous eye 
To plunge the brand, and twirl the pointed wood, 
When slumber next should tame the man of blood 
Just as 1 wisa d, the lots were cast on four : 
Myself the fifth. We stand and wait the hour 
IIe comes with evening: All his fleecy flock 
Before him march, and pour into the rock : 
Not one, or male or female, staid behind ; 
(So fortune chanced, or so some god design’d :) 
Then heaving high the stone’s unwieldy weight, 400 
He roll'd it on the cave, and closed the gate. 
First down he sits, to milk the woolly dams, 
And then permits their udder to the lambs. 
Next seized two wretches more, and headlong cast, 
Brain’d on the rock ; his second dire repast. 
I then approach’d him reeking with their gore, 
And held the brimming goblet foaming o’er; 
Cyclop! since human flesh has been thy feast, 
Now drain this goblet, potent to digest ; 
Know hence what treasures in our ship we lost, 410 
And what rich liquors other climates boast. 
We to thy shore the precious freight shall bear, 
If home thou send us, and vouchsufe to spare. 
But oh! thus furious, thirsting thus for gore, 
The sons of men shall ne'er approach thy shore, 
And never shalt thou taste this nectar more. 

He heard, he took, and pouring down his throat, 
Delighted, swill'd the large luxurious draught. 
More! give me more, he cried ; the boon be thine, 
Whoe’er thou art that bearest celestial wine ; 420 
Declare thy name; not mortal is this juice, 
Such as the pnblest Cyclopean climes produce 
(Though sure our vine the largehkt cluster yields, 
And Jove’sscorn'’d thunder serves to drench our fields;) 
But this descerided from the blest abodes, 
A rill of nectar, streaming from the gods, 

He said, and greedy grasped the heady bow], 
Thrice draiw d, and pour’ d the deluge on tha wouk 
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Fs πον στ δέτε κα Δ στε ὅττι fine, As tact, the sce remcrics from che gite, 
While shuns fre. ἦν eee Peele ges ΕΙΣ δὲν ἐς στ τ τ σαὶ in the mist be ste: 

Ths peor κοῦ een OPO y ast soe εἰν δὶ Asi eeu dei ἢ nses.nz εὐ εξ aad sz oer 
Aut j.erd my tte. Ν των πον i nota. Mere to ae re τὸ ere we τερον ἃ the door. 

Bs tit ceting ed Been cote i yee, ΠΝ Δ κα bis shillow wit de deem’ wis πὶ 56: 
"Tia Wha GY pares στον ee BL ae χύσ σε, JB: secret Prete se) the deep desiza: 49 
The gant tcen: Oe στα ἐπ ree. rece.ve, Twas for ove Lyves τὰν inbounsnz bosom wrought; 
The henpear boon we mean te 2 ve - ‘Each scheme I tcrn‘d. ard shaspen’d every thoogat, 

Wheo ali thy wreeched crew Lise εκ my power, = | Ths wis and thot I cast to save my frends, 
Noman ehall be the las Dw J desea ce. “Ti'l one reactive my vary:rg counsel ends. 

He aad: then nodd.ag wi the fimes of wine S:rorg were the rama, with native parple Az, 
Dropp'd hs huge head, an enerrg by exp.me. 440! Well fed, and largest of the fleecy care 
Hs week obingpiely o'er his che Were hang, These three and three, with ozier bands we ted, 
Prees'd with the we.ght of sleep that tames the | The twining bands the Cyciop’s bed supphed ;) 

strong; The midmost bore a man, the outward two 

There beiched the mingled .rreams of wise and blood, Secured each sid-: so bound we ail the crew, 51} 
Acd human flesh, hit ind.ge-ted foo4, {Orne ram remain’d, the leader of the flock ; 
Sudden ἷ stir the embers, and inspire In Lis deep fleere my gracp:ng hands I lock, 
With an:mating breath the seeds of fire : And fast beneath, in woolly curls inwove, 


There cling implicit, and confide in Jove. 


Each drooping spint with bo'd words remir, 
When rosy mominz glimmer’d o’er the dales, 


And urge my train the dreaiful deed to dare. 


The stake now giow'd tw neath the burning bed | He drove to pasture all the lusty males: 
(Green a4 it was: and sparkied Sery red; 450 The ewes 5:}}} fulded, with distended thighs 
Then forth the vengefs! instrament I being 5 Unmilked, lay bleating in distressful cries. 
With beating hearts my f Hows form a ring. Bit heedless of those cares, with anguish stung, 
Urged by some present god, they swift let fall He felt their fleeces as they pass’d along. Ὁ 
The pointed torment on hia visual ball. (Fool that he was’ and Iet them safely go, 
Myself above them from a rising ground All unsuspecting of their freight below. 

Guide the sharp stake, and twirl it round and roand. | The master ram at last approach’d the gate, 
As when a shipwright ἀπῆν his workmen o'er Charged with his wool, and with Ulysses’ fate. 
Who ply the wimble, some hnze beim to bure ; Ifim while he pass‘d, the monster blind bespoke; 
Urged on all hands, it nimbly «pins about, What makes my ram the lag of al] the flock ? 


The grain deep piere:ng tll it scuops it out: 460 First thou wert wont to crop the flowery mead, 
First to the field and river's bank to lead, 


In his broad eye so whir!s the fiery wood ; 
And first with stately step at evening hour 


From the pierced pupil «pouts the boiling blood ; 


Singed are his brows: the scorching lids grow black ;| Thy fleecy fellows usher to their bower. + 
The jelly bubbles, and the fibres crack. Now far the last, with pensive pace and slow 

And as when armonrers t mper in the ford Thou movest, as conscious of thy master’s woe! 
The keen-edged pole-ive, or the shining sword, Scest thou these lids that now unfold in vain! 

The red-hot met: hisses in the lake, (The deed of Noman and his wicked train‘) 

Thus in his eye-bill hiss'd the plunging stake. Oh! didst thou feel for thy afflicted lord, 

He sends a dreadful groan, the rocks around And would but Fate the power of speech afford, 
Through all their inmost winding eaves resound. Soon might’st thou tell me, where in secret here 
Scared we receded. Forth with frantic hand, 471 |The dastard lurks, all trembling with his fear: 

He tore, and dash'd on earth the cory brand ; Swung round and round, and dash'd from rock to rock, 
Then calls the Cyclops, all that round him dwell, His batter’d brains should on the pavement smoke. 
With voice like thunder, and a direful yell. No ease, no pleasure my sad heart receives, Sil 
From all their dens, the one-eyed race repair, While such a monster as wild Noman lives. 

From rifted rocks, and mountains bleak in air. The giant spoke, and through the hollow rock 
All haste assembied, at his well-known roar, Dismiss'd the ram, the father of the flock. 

Inquire the cause, and crowd the cavern door. No sooner freed, and through the enclosure pase’é, 


What harts thee, Polypheme ? what strange affright First I release myself, my fellows last : 
Thus breaks our slumbers, and disturbs the night? αὶ sheep and goats in throngs we drive before, 
Does any mortal in the unguarded hour 481 And reach our vessel on the winding shore. 
Of sleep, oppreas thee, or by fraud or power? With joy the sailors view their friends return'd, 
Or thieves insidious thy fair flocks surprise 7 And hail us living, whom as dead they mourn'd: 5 
Thus they: the Cyclop from his den replies : Big teirs of transport stand in every eye: 

Friends, Noman kills me; Noman in the hour I check their fondness, and command to fly. 
OF sleep, oppresses me wath fraudrul power. Aboard in haste they heave the wealthy sheep, 
“If no man hert thee, but the hand divine And snatch their oars and rush into the deep. 
Inflict disease, it fits thee to resign: Now off at eca, and from the shallowa clear, 
To Jove orto thy father Neptune pray,” Arn far as human voice could reach the ear, 
The brethren ered, and instant strode away, 490) With taunts the distant giant [ accost. 

Joy toneh’d my ceeret soul and conscious heart, |Hear me, O Cyclop! hear, ungracious host! 
Pleased with the efeet of conduct and of art. *T was on no coward, no ignoble slave, 
Meantime the Cvelop, raging with the wound, Thou meditatest thy meal in yonder cave ; sa 
Spreads his wide anns, and searches round and (Bor one the vengeance fated from above 

round ; Doorn & Lo να \ lhe insinument of Low. 


X.] THE ODYSSEY. 407 


rbarous breach of hospitable bands, A larger rock then heaving from the plain, 631 
d, the god revenges by my hands. He whirl’d it round; it sung across the main; 
e words the Cyclop’s burning rage provoke: | It fell, and brush’d the stern: the billows roar, 
16 tall hill he rends a pointed rock ; Shake at the weight, and refuent beat the shore. 
er the billows flew the massy load, With all our force we kept aloof to sea, 
ar the ship came thundering on the flood. And gain’d the island where our veasela lay. 
st brush’d the helm, and fell before : Our sight the whole collected navy cheer'd, 
1ole sea shook, and refluent beat the shore. | Who, waiting long, by turns had hoped and fear’d 
ong concussion on the heaving tide 571| There disembarking on the green sea-side, 
yack the vessel to the island’s side ; We land our cattle, and the spoil divide: 6-40 
shoved her off; our fate to fly, Of these due shares to every sailor fll; 
2rve we stretch, and every oar we ply. The master ram was voted mine by all: 
iped impending death, when now again And him (the guardian of Ulysses’ fate) 
ce as far had furrow'd back the main, With pious mind to Heaven I consecrate. 
ore 1 raise my voice; my friends afraid But the great god, whose thunder rends the skies, 
ild entreaties my design dissuade. Averse, beholds the smoking sacrifice ; 
rots the godless giant to provoke, And sees me wandering still fromm coast to coast ; 
arm may sink us at a single stroke? 580} And all my vessels, all iny people, lost! 
when the dreadful rock he threw, While thoughtless we indulge the genial rite, 
san shook, and back his surges flew. As plenteous cates and flowing bowls invite, 650 
inding voice directs his aim again ; Till evening Phoebus roll'd away the light: 
k o’erwhelms us, and we ’scaped in vain Stretch’d onthe shore in careless ease we rest 
of mind elate, and scorning fear, Till ruddy morning purpled o’er the east ; 
th new taunts insult the monster's ear. Then from their anchors all our ships usibind, 
| if any, pitying thy disgrace, And mount the decks, and call the willing wind. 
o disfigured thus that eyeless face? Now, ranged in order on our banks we sweep 
was Ulysses; ’twas his deed declare, With hasty strokes the hoarse-resounding deep ; 
son, of Ithaca the fair ; 590| Blind to the future, pensive with our fears, 
far in fighting fields renown’d, Glad for the living, fur the dead in tears. 


whose arm Troy tumbled to the ground. 
stonish'd savage with a roar replies : 
rena! oh faith of ancient prophecies ! BOOK X. 

elemus Eurymedes foretold, 

ghty seer who on these hills grew old ; ARGUMENT. 

he dark fates of mortals to declare, Adventures with JEolus, the Lestrigons, and Circe. 


4 . . 4 ες 
ταὶ ἃ in all wing'd omens of the ar :) a Ulysses arrives at the island of ASolus, who gives him 
ace ke menaced, such was Fate’s command ; prosperous winds, and incloges the adverse ones in a 


ned Ulysses as the destined hand. 600 bag, which his companious untying, they are driven 
J some godlike giant to behold, back again, and rejected. ‘Then they sail to the 1.689 
hero, haughty brave, and bold ; trigons, where they lose cleven ships. and with one 
weak pigmy-wretch, of mean design, only remaining, proceed to the island of Circe. Fury- 
t by strength subdued me, but by wine. lochus is sent first with some companions. all which, 


except Eurylochus, are transformed into swine. Ulys- 
ses then undertakes the adventure, απ: by the help of 
Mercury, who gives him the herb Moly, overcomes the 


ie, accept our gifts, and join to pray 
eptune's blessing on the watery way ; 


[ am, and I the lineage own: enchantresy, and procures the restoration of bis men. 
nortal father no less boasts the son. After a year's stay with her, he prepares, at her insti- 
rer can heal me, and relight my eye; gation, for his voyage to the infernal shades. 

ly his, of all the gods on high. 610 

could this arm, (I thus aloud rejoin'’d) 

at vast bulk dislodge thy bloody mind, BOOK X. 

d thee howling to the realms of aight At length we reach'd -Wolia’s sea-girt shore, 

as Neptune cannot give thee sight! Where great Ilippotades the sceptre bore, 

I; while raging he repeats his cries, A floating isle! High raised by toil divine 

nds uplifted to the starry skies. Strong walls of brass the rocky coast confine. 

+, Ὁ Neptune ; thou whose arms are hurl’d {Six blooming youths, in private grandeur bred, 

ore to shore, and gird the solid world, And six fair daughters, graced the royal bed ; 

[ am, nor thou my birth disown, These sons their sisters wed, and all remain 

16 unhappy Cyclop be thy son; 620] Their parents’ pride, and pleasure of their reign. 
Ulysses breathe his native air, All day they feast, all day the bowls flow round, 

son, of Ithaca the fair. And joy and music through the isle resound : 10 
‘ew his country be his fate, At night cach pair on splendid carpets lay, 

ough toils and sufferings long and late ; And crown'd with love the pleasures of the day. 
companions let him first deplore ; This happy port affords our wandering ficct 

586], not his own, transport him o'er; A month's reception, and a safe retreat, 

2n at home from foreign sufferings freed, Fall oft the monarch urged me to relate 

ar and deep, domestic woes succeed. The fall of Ilion, and the Grecian fate ; 

mprecations thus he fill’d the air, Full oft I told; at length for parting moved ; 


ry Neptune heard the unrighteous prayer. |Tho king with mighty pita wy suit apnroved. 
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The adverse wind a3 he braced, 


δ.» 


ther fy 


Compr τ᾽ ὦ 
bi ἀντὶ 
For him the mighty sire οὗ gods as-iza'd 
The tempe:t’s lord, t)¢ tyrant of the wind : 
His word slowe the Letenins storms obey, 
To cmosth the dees, ar sacl the formy sea. 
These in my hevow ship the monarch hung, 
Securely ferter’d hy a silver thong : 
Bet Zepliyres event, with friendly giles 
He charged to fl, and guide the swelling sails: 
Rare gilt! but oh, what v ft to fools avails! 
Nine prosperous days we pled the labouring oar; 
The tenth presents our welcome native shore: 
The hile display the beacon’s friendly Eght, 
And neing mountains gain npon our sizht. 
Thea first iny eyer, by watchful tuils oppress’d, 
Complied to tike the balmy gilts of rest; 
Then fir-t my bunds did froin the rudder part 
(So mica the love of home possess'd my heart ;) 
When Jo! on board a fond debate arose, 
Wrist rare device those vessels might inclose? 
What sum, what prize, from Tolus I brought 7 
Whilst to his neighbour cach express'd his thought. 
Say, whence, ye gods, contending nations strive 
Who most shall pease, who most our hero give ? 
Long have his coTers groan’d with Trojan spoils; 
Whilst we, the wretched partners of his toils, 
Reproach'd by want, our fruitless labours mourn, 
And only rich in barren fame return. 
Now .Wolus, ye see, augments his store : 
Put caine, my friends, these mystic gifts explore. 
They eaid ; and (oh curst fate) the thongs unbound! 
The gushing tempest sweeps the ocean round ; 
Snatch’d in die whirl, the hurried navy flew, 
The ocean widen’d, and the shores withdrew. 
Rous'd from my fatal sleep, I long debate 
If still to live, or desperate plunge to fate; 
Thus doubting, prostrate on the deck I lay, 
Till all the coward thoughts of death gave way. 
Meanwhile our vessels plough the liquid plain, 
And soon the known “olian coast regain, 
Our groans the rocks remurmur'd to the main. 
We leap’d on shore, and with a scanty feast 
Our thirst and hunger hastily repress'd ; 
That done, two chosen heralds straight attend 
Our second progress to my royal friend: 
And him amidst his jovial sons we found; 
The banquet steaming and the goblets crown'd : 
There humbly οἴου μ᾽ ἃ with conscious shame and 
awe, 
Nor nearer than the gate presumed to draw. 
But soon his sons their well-known guest descried, 
And starting froin their couches loudly cried, 
Ulysses here! what demon couldst thou meet 
To thwart thy passage, and repel thy fleet ? 
Wast thou not furnish'd by our choicest care 
For Greece, for home, and all thy soul held dear? 
Thus they; in silence long my fate I mourn’d, 
At length these words with accent low return’d 
Me, lock'd in sleep, my faithless crew bereft 
Of all the blessings of your godlike gift! 
But grant, oh grant, our lugs we tay retrieve: 
A favour you, and you alone can give. 
Tous 1 with art to move their pity tried, 
And touch’d the youths; but their stern sire replied : 
Vile wretch, begone δ this instant V command 
Thy fleet accursed to leave our hallow’ ἃ land. 
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THis Donel} suit oaiintes these Liest abodes, 
Wiose ἦτε precianms him ἴτε [Ὁ] to the gods. 
Tins ferce he said: we sighing went our way, 


21 And with deapnod.ng hearts put of to aea. 


The silors, spent with toil, their folly mourn, 
Bat moti in vain; na prospect of return: 

Six days and nights a do:b:tul comrse we steer, 
The next pro:d Limos’ stately towers appear, 
And L+-:rigonia's gates arise distinct in air. 
The shepherd, quitting here at night the piain, 
Calls, to succeed his cares, tre watchful swaia; 
But he that scorns the chains of sleep to wear, 
And δι ἐς the herdsman’s to the shepherd's care, 


3130 near the pastures, and so short the way, 


His double toils may claim a double pay, 
And join the labours of the night and day. 
Within a long recess a bay there lies, 
Edged round with cliffs high pointing to the skies: 

The jutting shores that swell on either side 
Contract its mouth, and break the rushing tde. 
Our eager sailors seize the fair retreat, 

And bound within the port their crowded fleet 


40] For here retired the sinking billows sleep, 


And smiling calmness silver’d o’er the deep 

I only in the hay refused to moor, 

And fix'd, without, my halsers to the shore. 11 

From thence we climb’d a point, whose airy brow 

Commands the prospect of the plains below : 

No tracks of beasta, or signs of men, we found, 

But smoky volumes rolling from the ground. 
) Two with our herald thither we command, 

With speed to learn what men possess’d the land. 
They went, and kept the wheel's smooth beaten road, 


51] Which to the city drew the mountain wood ; 


When lo! they met beside a crystal spring, 

The daughter of Antiphates the king: 

She to Artacia’s silver streams came down; 
(Artacia’s streams alone supply the town :) 

The damsel they approach, and ask'd what race 
The people were? who monarch of the place ? 
With joy the maid the unwary strangers heard, 
And show'd them where the royal dome appear’d 


60] They went; but, as they entering saw the queen 


Of size enormous, and terrific mien, 

(Not yielding to some bulky mountain's height,) 

A sudden horror struck their aching sight. 

Swift at her call her husband scour’d away 

To wreak his hunger on the destined prey ; 

One for his food the raging glutton siew, 

But two rush'd out, and to the navy flew. 
Balk’d of his prey, the yelling monster flies, 

And fills the city with his hideous cries ; 

A ghastly band of giants hear the roar, 


19 


70] And, pouring down the mountains, crowd the shore. 


Fragments they rend from off the craggy brow, 
And dash the ruins on the ships below: 

The crackling vessels burst; hoarse groans arise, 

‘And mingled horrors echo to the skies ; 

The men, like fish, they stuck upon the flood, 
And cranim’d their filthy throats with human food. 
Whilst thus their fury rages at the bay, 

My sword our cables cut, I σα} ἃ to weigh; 

And charged my men, as they from fate would fy, 
Each nerve to strain, cach bending oar to ply. 

The sailors catch the word, their oars they seize, 
And sweep with equal strokes the smoky seas: 10 

Rees af the rocks the impatient vessel flies; 
Wialad in tas pork each wretch encumbered dies. 


140 
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arncst haste my frighted sailors press, © Alas ! from yonder promontory’s brow 
cindling transports glow'd at our success ; I view'd the coast, a region flat and low: 
: gad fate that did our friends destroy An isle encircled with the boundless flood ; 
every breast,and damp'd the rising joy. A length of thickets, and entangled wood. 

dropp'd our anchors in the δὴ bay, Some smoke I saw amid the forest rise, 

Circe dwelt, the daughter of the Day ! And all around it only seas and skies! 
ther Persé, of old Ocean's strain, With broken hearts my sed companions stood, 
om the Sun descended, and the Main, [160] Mindful of Cyclops and his human food, 

he same lineage stern tes came, And horrid Lestrizons, the men of blood. 
-famed brother of the enchantress dame,) Presaging tears apace began to rain; 230 
3 and queen, to whom the powers belong But tears in mortal miseries are vain. 
dful magic and commanding song. In equal parts I straight divide my band, 
od directing, to this peaceful bay And name a chief each party to command ; 
ve came, and melancholy lay, I led the one, and of the other side 
id o’erwatch’d. Two days and nights roll’d on,| Appointed brave Eurylochus the guide. 
w the third succeeding morning shone. Then in the brazen helm the lots we throw, 
d a cliff, with spear and sword in hand, And fortune casts Furylochus to go: 
ridge o'erlooked a shady length of land: 170' Te march’d with twice eleven in his train ; 

2 if aught of mortal works appear, Pensive they march, and pensive we remain. 

rful voice of mortal strike the ear? The palace in a woody vale they found, 240 
6 high point I mark'd, in distant view, High raised of stone ; a shaded space around ; 

n of curling smoke ascending blue, Where mountain wolves and brindled ions roam, 
ry tops, the tufted trees above, (By magic tamed,) familiar to the dome. 
2’3 palace bosom‘d in the grove. With gentle blandishment our men they meet, 

er to haste, the region to explore, And wag their tails, and fawning lick their feet. 

' first thought: but speeding back to shore | As from some feast a man returning late, 
d it best to visit first ny crew, His faithfu; dogs all meet him at the gate, 
id out spies, the dubious coast to view. [180] Rejoicing round, some morsel to receive 
n the hill I solitary go, (Such as the good man ever used to give,) 

ower (livine, who pities human woe, Domestic thus the grisly beasts drew near: 250 
‘all stag, descending from the wood, They gaze with wonder not unmix'd with fear, 

I his fervour in the crystal tlood ; Now on the threshold of the dome they stood, 

nt on the wave-worn bank he lay, And heard a voice resounding through the wood: 
d forth, and panting in the sunny ray. Placed at her loom within, the goddess sung : 

'd my spear, and with a sudden wound The vaulted roofs and solid pavements rung. 
erced his back, and fix'd him to the ground. [Οὐ ἐγ the fair web the rising figures shine, 

» and mourns his fate with human cries: Immortal labour! worthy hands divine. 

h the wide wound the vital spirit flies. 190) Polites to the rest the question moved : 

and casting on the river’s side (A gallant leader, and a man I loved.) 

ody spear, his gather’d feet I tied What voice celestial chanting to the loom 260 
‘ining osiers which the bank supplied. (Or nymph, or goddess) echoes from the room? 

n length the pliant wisp 1 weaved, Say, shall we seck access? With that they call; 
+ huge body on my shoulders heaved : And wide unfold the portals of the hall. 

aning on my spear with both my hands, The goddess rising, asks her guests to stay, 

my luad, and press’d the sinking sands Who blindly follow where she leads the way. 
eighty steps, till at the ship I threw Eurylochus alone of all the band, 

Icome burden, and bespoke my crew. Suspecting fraud, more prudently remain’d. 

p, my friends! it is not yet our fate 200] On thrones around with downy coverings graced, 
δ with ghosts through Pluto’s gloomy gate. | With semblance fair, the unhappy men she placed. 
the desert land, behold ! is given ; Milk newly press’d, the sacred flour of wheat, 270 
id enjoy the providence of heaven. And honey fresh, and Pramnian wines the treat : 
oyful crew survey his mighty size, But venom'd was the bread, and mix’d the bowl, 
the future banquet feast their eyes, With drugs of force to darken al] the soul : 

‘in length extended lay the beast ; Soon in the luscious feast themselves they lost, 
ash their hands, and hasten to the feast. And drank oblivion of their native coast. 

till the sctting sun roll’d down the light, Instant her circling wand the goddess waves, 

te indulging in the genial rite. To hogs transforms them, and the sty receives. 
vening rose, and darkness cover’d o’er 210|No more was seen the human form divine ; 

e of things, we slept along the shore. Head, face, and members, bristle into swine: 

Ἢ the rosy morning warmed the east, Sull curs’d with sense, their minds remain alone, 280 
| J suinmon’d, and these words address’d : And their own voice affrights them when they 
wers and friends! attend what I propose : groan. 

companions of Ulysses’ woes! Meanwhile the goddess in disdain bestows 

w not here what land before us lies, The mast and acorn, brutal food! and strows 

hat quarter now we turn our eyea, The fruits of cornel, as their feast, around ; 

re the sun shall set, or where shall rise. Now prone and groveling on unsavory ground. 

. us think (if thinking be not vain) Eurylochus, with pensive steps and alow, 
ounsel, any hope remain. 220\ Aghast returna, the messenger of woe, 
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And bitter fate. To speak he made essay, So shall thy tedious toils a respite find, 
In vain essay'd, nur would his tongue obey And thy lost friends return to human-kind. 
Elis swelling heart demed the words their way: 290] But swear her first by those dread oaths that te 
But speaking tears the want of words supply, The powers below, the blessed in the sky; 
Ani the fall soul bursts copious from his eye. Lest to thee naked secret fraud be meant, 
Affrighted, anxious for our fellows’ fates, Or magic bind thee cold and impotent. 30 
We press to hear what sadly he relates. Thus while he spoke, the sovereign plant be drew, 
We went, Ulysses! (Such was thy command!) Where on the all-bearing earth unmark’‘d it grew, 
Through the lone thicket and the desert land. And show’d its nature and its wondrous power: 
A palace in a woody vale we found Black was the root, but milky white the flower; 
Brown with dark forests, and with shades around. Moly the name, to mortals hard to find, 
A voice celestial echoed from the dome, But all is easy to the ethereal kind. 
Or nymph or goddess, chanting to the loom. 300} This Hermes gave, then, gliding off the glade 
Access we sought, nor was access denied : Shot to Olympus from the woodland shade. 
Radiant she came; the portals open'd wide: While, full of thought, revolving fates to come, 
The goddess mild invites the guests to stay : I speed ny passage to the enchanted dome. 39 
They blindly follow where she leads the way. Arrived, before the lofty gates I stay’d ; 
I only wait behind of all the train: The lofty gates the goddess wide display'd: 
I waited long, and eyed the doors in vain: She leads before, and to the feast invites ; 
The rest are vanish'd, none repass'd the gate ; I fellow sadly to the magic rites. 
And not a tan appears to tell their fate. Radiant with starry studs, a silver seat 
I heard, and instant o’er my shoulders flung Received my limbs: a footstool eased my feet. 
The belt in which my weighty falchion hung; 910] She mix’d the potion, fraudulent of soul; 
(A beamy blade ;) then seized the bended bow, The poison mintled in the golden bowl. 
And bade him guide the way, resolved to go. I took, and quaff'd it, confident in heaven: 
He, prostrate falling, with both hands embraced Then waved the wand, and then the word was 
My knees, and weeping thus his suit addregs‘d : given. 3. 
O king, beloved of Jove, thy servant spare, Hence to thy fellows! (dreadful she began) 
And ah, thyself the rash attempt forbear! Go, be a beast !—I heard, and yet was man. 
Never, alas! thou never shalt return, Then sudden whirling, like a waving flame, 
Or sce the wretched for whose loss we mourn. My beamy falchion, I assault the dame. 
With what remains from certain ruin fly, Struck with unusual fear, she trembling cries, 
And save the few not fated yet to die. 9220 She faints, she falls; she lifts her weeping eyes. 
Tanswer'd stern. Inglorious then remain, What art thou? say! from whence, from whom 
Here feast and loiter, and desert thy train. you came? 
Alone, unfriended, will 1] tempt my way ; O more than human! tell thy race, thy name. 
The laws of fate compel, and I obey. Amazing strength, these poisons to sustain! 
This said, and scornful turning from the shore Not mortal thou, nor mortal is thy brain. 30 
My haughty step, I stalk'd the valley o’er. Or art thou he? the man to come (foretold 
Till now approaching nigh the magic bower, By Hermes powerful with the wand of gold ἢ 
Where dwelt the enchantress skill'd in herbs of {The man from Troy, who wander'd ocean round; 
power, The man for wisdom’s various arts renown'd, 
A form divine forth issuing from the wood Ulysses? Oh! thy threatening fury cease, 
(Immortal Ifermes with the golden rod) 330] Sheath thy bright sword, and join our hands in peace! 
In human semblance. On his bloomy face Let mutual joys our mutual trust combine, 
Youth smiled celestial, with each opening grace. And love, and love-born confidence, be thine. 
He seized my hand, and gracious thus began; And how, dread Circe! (furious I rejoin) 
Ah, whither roam’'st thou, much-enduring man? Can Jove, and love-born confidence be mine? 40) 
O blind to fate! what led thy steps to rove Beneath thy charms when my companions groan, 
The horrid mazes of this magic grove? Transform'd to beasts, with accents not their own! 
Each friend you seck in yon enclosure lies, O thou of frandful heart, shall I be led 
All lost their form, and habitants of sties. To share thy feast-rites, or ascend thy bed, 
Think’st thou by wit to model their escape ? That, all unarim‘d, thy vengeance may have vent, 
Sooner shalt thou, a stranger to thy shape, 310| And magic bind me, cold and impotent? 
Fall prone their equal : first thy danger know, Celestial as thou art, yet stand denied ; 
Then take the antidote the gods bestow. Or swear that oath by which the gods are tried, 
The plant I give, through all the direful bower Swear, in thy soul no latent frauds remain, 
Shall guard thee, and avert the evil hour. Swear by the vow which never can be vain. 410 
Now hear her wicked arts. Before thy eyes The goddess swore : then seized my hand, and led 
The bow] shall sparkle, and the banquet rise; To the sweet transports of the genial bed. 
Take this, nor from the faithless feast abstain, Ministrant to the queen, with busy care 
For temper'd drugs and poison shall be vain. Four faithful handmaids the soft rites prepare; 


Soon as she strikes her wand, and gives the word, | Nymphs sprung from fountains, or from shady w 
Draw forth and brandish thy retulgent sword, 8500. Or the fair offspring of the sacred floods. 


And menace death; those menaces shall move One o'er the couches painted carpets threw, 
Her alter’d mind to blandishment and Jove. Whose purple Justre glow'd against the view: 
Nor shun the blessing proffer'd to thy arms, White hnen lay beneath. Another placed 


Ascend her bed, and taste celestial charms: The silver stands, with golden flaskets graced : 
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ulcct beverage this the beaker crown’d, Rush to their mothers with unruly joy, 

the midst, with gilded cups around ; And echoing hills return the tender cry: 400 
1 the tripod o’er the kindled pile So round me press‘d, exulting at my sight, 
ater pours; the bubbling waters boil ; With cries and agonies of wild delight, 
ple vase receives the smoking wave ; The weeping sailors; nor Jess tierce their joy 
ι the bath prepared, my limbs I lave; Than if return’d to Ithaca froin Troy. 
1g swects repair the mind's decay, Ah master! ever honour’d, ever dear! 
ke the puinful sense of toil away. (These tender words on every side I hear) 

and tunic o'er me next she threw, What other joy can equal thy return 7 
rom the bath, and dropping balmy dew; 430|Not that loved country for whose sight we mourn, 
ed and placed me on the sovereign seat, The soil that nursed us, and that gave us breath: 
arpets spread ; a footstool at my feet. But ah! relate our lost companions’ death. 500 
lden ewer a nymph obsequious brings, I answer'd cheerfully. Haste, your galley moor 
ish'd from the cool translucent springs, And bring our treasures and our arms ashore: 
opious water the bright vase supplies Those in yon hollow caverns let us lay ; 
r Javer of capacious size. Then rise and follow where J lead the way. 

d. The table in fair order spread, Your fellows live: believe your eyes, and come 

eap the glittering canisters with bread ; To taste the joys of Circe’s sacred dome. 

of various kinds allure the taste, With ready speed the joyful crew obey: 

icest sort and savour, rich repast ! 440] Alone Eurylochus persuades their stay. 
ἢ vain invites the feast to share ; Whither (he cried) ah whither will ye run? 

I ponder, and absorpt in care: Seek ye to meet those evils ye should shun? 510 
scenes of woe rose anxious in my breast, Will you the terrors of the dome explore, 
icen beheld me, and these words addrest : In swine to grovel, or in lions roar, 
‘sits Ulysses silent and apart, Or, wolf-like, howl away the midnight hour 
1oard of grief close harbour’d at his heart ῖ In dreadful watch around the magic bower? 
ν᾽ ἃ before thee stand the cates divine, Remember Cyclops, and his bloody deed ; 
iregarded laughs the rosy wine. . |The leader’s rashness made the soldiers bleed, 

t a doubt or any dread remain, I heard incensed, and first resolved to speed 
sworn that oath which never can be vain? 450) My flying falchion at the rebel’s head. 
‘wer'd—Goddess ! human is my breast, Dear as he was, by ties of kindred bound, 
tice sway'd, by tender pity press’d : This hand had stretch’d him breathless on the 
it me, whose friends are sunk to beasts, ground, 
Af thy bowls, or riot in thy feasts. But all at once my interposing train 531 
uldst thou please ? for them thy cares employ, |For mercy pleaded, nor could plead in vain. 

em to me restore, and me to joy. Leave here the man who dares his prince desert, 

1 that she parted ; in her potent hand Leave to repentance and his own sad heart, 
ire the virtue of the magic wand. To guard the ship. Seek we the sacred shades 
hastening to the sties, set wide the door, Of Circe’s palace, where Ulysses leads. 

forth, and drove the bristly herd before; 460) This with one voice declared, the rising train 
ldy, out they rush’d with general cry, Left the black vessel by the murmuring main. 
ious beasts dishonest to the eye. Shame touch'd Eurylochus’s alter’d breast, 
yich'’d by counter-charms they change again, | He fear'd my threats, and follow'd with the rest. 530 
and majestic, and recall’d to men, Meanwhile the goddess, with indulgent cares 
hairs of late that bristled every part, And social joys, the late transform’d repairs ; 
Γ, miraculous effect of art! The bath, the feast, their fainting sou] renews ; 

the form in full proportion rise Rich in refulgent robes, and dropping balmy dews: 
‘oung, more large, more grateful to my eyes. | Brightening with joy, their eager eyes behold 

aw, they knew me, and with eager pace Each other's face, and each his story told ; 
to their master in a long embrace: 470) Thea gushing tears the narrative confound, 

easing sight! with tears each eye ran o’er, And with their sobs the vaulted roof resound. 
ibs of joy re-echoed through the bower: When hush’d their passion, thus the goddess cries : 
ἔτος wept, her adamantine heart Ulysses, taught by labours to be wise, 540 
ty enter, and sustain’d her part. Let this short memory of grief suffice. 

of Latrtea! (then the queen began) To me are known the various woes ye bore, 
ch-enduring, much experienced man! In storms by sea, in perils on the shore ; 
to thy vessel on the sea-beat shore, Forget whatever was in Fortune's power, 
| thy treasures, and the galley moor; And share the pleasures of this genial hour. 
ing thy friends, secure from future harms, Such be your minds as ere ye left your coast, 

our grottoes stow thy spoils and arms. 480] Or learn’d to sorrow for a country lost. 

suid. Obedient to her high command . Exiles and wanderers now, where’er ye go 

he place, and hasten to the strand. Too faithful memory renews your woe ; 
1 companions on the beach I found, The cause removed, habitual griefs remain, 550 
wistful eyes in floods of sorrow drown’d. And the sou! saddens by the use of pain. 
m fresh pastures and the dewy field Her kind entreaty moved the general breast; 
loaded cribs their evening banquet yield) Tired with long toil, we willing sunk to rest. 

wing herds return; around them throng We plied the banquet, and the bowl we crown’d, 


2aps and bounds their late imprison'd young, ΚΤ the full circle of the year cums round. 
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But when the seasons, bllowing in their train, These to the rest; but to the seer must bleed 
Brought back the months, the days, and hours again; | A sable ram, the pride of all thy breed. 
As from a lethargy at once they rise, These solemn vows and holy offerings paid 
And urge their chief with animating cries. To all the phantom nations of the dead, 
Is this, Ulysses, our inglorious lot ? 560] Be next thy care the sable sheep to place 
And is the name of Ithaca forgot 7 Full o'er the pit, and hellward turn their face: 
Shall never the dear land in prospect rise, But from the infernal rite thine eye withdraw, 62 
Or the loved palace glitter in our eyes? And back to Ocean glance with reverend awe. 
Melting I heard; yet till the sun’s decline Sudden shall skim along the dusky glades 
Prolong’d the feast, and quaff’d the rosy wine: Thin airy shoals, and visionary shades. 
But when the shades came on at evening hour, Then give command the sacrifice to haste, 
And all lay sluinbering in the dusky bower; Let the flay’d victims in the flames be cast, 
T came a suppliant to fair Circe’s bed, And sacred vows and mystic song applied 
The tender moment seized, and thus I said : To grisly Pluto and his gloomy bride. 
Be mindful, goddess! of thy promise made ; 570 | Wide o'er the pool thy falchion waved around 
Must sad Ulysses ever be delay'd? Shall drive the spectres from forbidden ground: 
Around their lord my sad companions mourn, The sacred draught shail all the dead forbear, δῶ 
Each breast beats homeward, anxious to return: Till awful from the shades arise the seer. 
If but a inoment parted from thy cyes, Let him, oraculons, the end, the way, 
Their tears flow round me, and my heart complies. |The turns of all thy future fate, dieplay, 
Go then (she cried,) ah go! yet think not I, Thy pilgrimage to come, and remnant of thy day 
Not Circe, but the Fates, your wish deny. So speaking, from the ruddy orient shone 
Ah hope not yet to breathe thy native air! The morn, conspicuous on her golden throne. 
Far other journey first demands thy care: The goddess with a radiant tunic dress'd 
To tread the uncomnfortable paths beneath, 580 | My limbs, and o’er me cast a silken vest. 
And view the realms of darkness and of death. Long flowing robes, of purest white, array 
There seek the Theban bard, deprived of sight; The nymph, that added lustre to the day: 630 
Within, irradiate with prophetic light ; A tiar wreath'd her head with many a fold ; 
To whom Persephons, entire and whole, Her waist was circled with a zone of gold. 
Gave to retain the unseparated soul: Forth issuing then, from place to place I flew ; 
The rest are forms of empty ether made: Rouse man by man, and animate my crew. 
Impassive semblance, and a flitting shade. Rise, rise, my mates! ’tis Circe gives command: 
Struck at the word, my very heart was dead; Our journey calls us; haste, and quit the land. 
Pensive I sate; my tears bedew’'d the bed; All rise and follow, yet depart not all, 
To hate the light and life my soul begun, 590 | For Fate decreed one wretched man to fall. 
And saw that all was grief beneath the sun. A youth there was, Elpenor was he named, 
Composed at length, the gushing tears suppress’d, | Not much for sense, nor much for courage famed; 
And my toss’d limbs now wearied into rest, The youngest of our band, a vulgar soul, 661 
How shall } tread (I cried) ah, Circe; say, Born but to banquet, and to drain the bowl. 
The dark descent, and who shall guide the way ? He, hot and careless, on a turret’s height 
Can living eyes behold the realms below ? With sleep repair’d the long debauch of night: 
What bark to waft me, and what wind to blow? The sudden tumult stirr’d him where he lay, 
Thy fated road (the magic power replied) And down he hasten’d, but forgot the way ; 
Divine Ulysses! asks no mortal guide. Full headlong from the roof the sleeper fell, 
Rear but the mast, the spacious sail display, 600 | And snapp'd the spinal joint and waked in hell. 
The northern winds shall wing thee on thy way. The rest crowd round me with an eager look, 
Soon shalt thou reach old Ocean's utmost ends, I met them with a sigh, and thus bespoke: 
Where to the main the shelving shore descends ; Already, friends! ye think your toils are o'er, 
The barren trees of Proserpine’s black woods, Your hopes already touch your native shore : 
Poplars and willows trembling o’er the floods : Alas! far otherwise the nymph declares, 
There fix thy vessel in the lonely bay, Far other journey first demands our cares ; 
And enter there the kingdoms void of day: To tread the uncomfortable paths beneath, 
Where Phlegethon’'s loud torrents, rushing down, The dreary realms of darkness and of death ; 
Hiss in the flaming gulf of Acheron; To seek Tiresias’ awful shade below, 
And where, slow rolling from the Stygian bed, 610] And thence our fortunes and our fates to know. 
Cocytus’ lamentable waters spread : My sad companions heard in deep despair: 
Where the dark rock o’erhangs the infernal lake, Frantic they tore their manly growth of hair; 680 
And mingling streams eternal murmurs make. To earth they fell: the tears began to rain ; 
First draw thy falchion, and on every side But tears in mortal miseries are vain. 
Trench the black carth a cubit long and wide: Sadly they fared along the sea-beat shore ; 
To all the shades around libations pour, Still heaved their hearts, and still their eyes raa 
And o'er the ingredients strew the hallow’d flour: o'er. 
New wine and milk, with honey temper'd, bring, The ready victims at our bark we found, 
And living water from the crystal spring. The sable ewe and ram, together bound 
Then the wan shades and feeble ghosts implore, 620| For swift as thought the goddess had been there, 
With promised offerings on thy native shore ; And thence had glided, viewless as the air: 
A barren cow, the stateliest of the isle, The paths of gods what mortal can survey ἢ 
And, heap’d with various wealth, a blazing pile: Who eyea thert moton’ who thal trace their way? 
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eee 
When lo! appear’d along the dusky coasts, 


BOOK XI. Thin, airy shoals of visionary ghosts : 
ARGUMENT. Fair pensive youths, and soft enamour'd maids: 
The Descent into Tell. And wither’d elders, pale and wrinkled shades; 50 


continues his narration. How he arrived at|@hastly with wounds the forms of warriors slain 

ud of the Cimmerians, and what ceremonies he |Stalk’d with majestic port, a martial train: 

ned to invoke the dead. The manner of his|These and a thousand more swarm’'d o’erthe ground, 
t, and the apparition of the shades: his conver-| And all the dire assembly shriek’d around. 

with Elpenor, and with Tiresias, who informs | Astonish'd at the sight, aghast I stood, 

t . eee eer net ee a fornunes to Karna And a cold fear ran shivering through my blood; 

᾿ ” Straight I command the sacrifice to haste, 


tte of his family. He sees the shades of the]. . ee 
α heroines, afterwards of the heroes, and con- Straight the flay’d victims to the flames are cast, 


in particular with Agamemnon and Achilles. And mutter'd vows, and mystic song applied 
ceeps at a sullen distance, and disdains to an-| To grisly Pluto, and his gloomy bride. 

am. He then beholds Tityus, Tantalus, Syaiphua,| Now swift I waved my falchion o’er the blood ; 
ex; till he is deterred from further curiosity by | Back started the pale throngs, and trembling stood. 
parition of horrid spectres, and the cries of the |Round the black trench the gore untasted flows, 
lin torments. Till awful from the shades Tiresias rose. 


There wandering through the gloom I first survey’d, 


BOOK XI. New to the realms of death, Elpenor’s shade : 
to the shores we bend, a mournful train, His cold remains all naked to the sky 
16 tall bark, and launch into the main: On distant shores unwept, unburied lie. 
the mast we rear, at once unbind Sad at the sight I stand, deep fix'd in woe: 
cious sheet, and stretch it to the wind : And ere | spoke the tears began to flow. ᾿ 70 
Je and pensive stand, with cares oppress’d, O say what angry power Elpenor led 
emn horror saddens every breast. To glide in shades, and wander with the dead ? 
ling breeze the magic power* supplied, How could thy soul, by realms and seas disjoin’d, 
1¢ winged vessel flew along the tide; Outfly the nimble sail, and leave the lagging wind ? 
s we shipp'd: all day the swelling sails The ghost replied: To hell my doom I owe, 
n the guiding pilot catch'd the gales. 101 Dxmous accurst, dire ministers of woe! 
sunk the sun from his atrial height, My feet, through wine unfaithful to their weight, 
t the shaded billows rush’d the night: Betray'd me tumbling from a towery height ; 


"ἘΣ we reach’d old Ocean's utmost bounds, {Staggering I reel’d, and as I reel'd I fell, 
rocks controul his waves with ever-during, Lux’d the neck-joint—my soul descends to hell. 80 
in a lonely Jand, and gloomy cells, [mounds | But lend me aid, I now conjure thee lend, 


ky nation of Cimmeria dwells ; By the soft tie and sacred name of friend! 

ne'er views the uncomfortable seats, By thy fond consort! by thy father’s cares ! 
idrant he advances, or retreats : By loved Telemachus’s blooming years ! 

ἡ race! whom endless night invades, For well I know that soon the heavenly powers 


he dull air, and wraps them round in shades. | Will give thee back to day, and Circe’s shores ; 
1ip we moor on these obscure abodes: 2); There pious on my cold remains attend, 


the sheep, an offering to the gods; There call to mind thy poor departed friend ! 

Iward bending, o’er the beach desery The tribute of a tear is all I crave, 

‘ful passage to the infernal sky. And the possession of a peaceful grave. 90 
ims, vow'd to each Tartarean power But if, unheard, in vain compassion plead, 

xs and Dermides bore. Revere the gods, the gods avenge the dead! 

pen'd hell, all hell I here implored, A tomb along the watery margin raise, 

n the scabbard drew the shining sword : The tomb with manly arins and trophies grace, 
iching the black earth on every side, To show posterity Elpenor was. 

1 form’d, a cubit long and wide. 30| There hizh in air, memorial of my name, 

1¢, with honey-temper'd milk, we bring, Fix the smooth oar, and bid me live to fame. 

ing waters froin the crystal spring : To whom with tears: These rites, oh mournful 
6 was strew'd the consecrated flour, shade, 

16 surface shone the holy store. Due to thy ghost, shall to thy ghost be psid. 

he wan shades we hail, the infernal gods, Still as Ἵ spoke the phantom seem'd to moan, 100 
| our course, and waft us o’er the fluods: Tear follow'd tear, and groan succeeded groan. 

a barren heifer from the stall But, as my waving sword the blood surrounds, 

the knife upon your altars fall ; The shade withdrew, and mutter'd empty sounds. 

r palace, at our safe return, There as the wondrous visions I survey'd, 

ἢ unnumber’d gifts the pile shall burn; 407 All pale ascends my royal mother’s shade : 

a ram, the largest of the breed, A quecn, to Troy she saw our legions pass ; 

these regions, to Tiresias bleed. Now a thin form is all Anticlea was! 

olemn rites and holy vows we paid Struck at the sight 1 melt with filial woe, 

e phantom nations of the dead. And down my cheek the pious sorrows flow : 

d the sheep: a purple torrent flow'd, Yet as 1 shvok my falchion o’er the blood, 110 


be caverns smoked with streaming blood. | Regardless of her son the parent stood. 
When Jo! the miglity Theban 1 behold ; 
* Circe. To guwde his steps he bore ἃ thal af gold. 
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Awful he trod! majestic was his look ! They, seal'd with truth, return the sure reply ; 
And trom his holy lips these accents broke: The rest, repell'd, a train oblivious fly. 

Why, mortal, wanderest thou from cheerful day, |The phantom-prophet ceased, and sunk from sight 
To tread the downward melancholy way ? To the black palace of eternal night. 
What angry gods to these dark regions led Still in the dark abodes of death I stood, 
Thee yet alive, companion of the dead ? When near Anticlea moved, and drank the blood 


But sheath thy poniard, while my tongue relates 120} Straight all the mother in her soul awakes, 
Heaven's steadfast purpose, and thy future fates. And, owning her Ulysses, thus she speaks. 


While yet he spoke, the prophet I obey'd, Comest thou, my son, alive, to realms beneath, I% 
And in the seabbard plunged the glittering blade. The dolesome realms of darkness and of death? 
Eager he quaft’d the gore, and then expresa’d Comest thou alive from pure, ethereal day? 

Dark things to come, the counsels of his breast : Dire is the region, dismal is the way ; 

Weary of light, Ulysses here explores, Here lakes profound, there floods oppose ther 
A prosperous voyage to his native shores ; waves, 

But know—by me unerring Fates disclose There the wide sea with all his billows raves! 
New trains of dangers, and new scenes of woes; Or (since to dust proud Troy submits her towen) 
I see, I see, thy bark by Neptune toss’d, 130] Comest thou a wanderer from the Phrygian shores! 
For injured Cyclops, and his ecye-ball lost ! Or say, since honour call'd thee to the field, 

Yet to thy woes the god decree an end, Hast thou thy Ithaca, thy bride, beheld ? 

If heaven you please ; and how to please attend ! Source of my life, I cried, from earthI fy ἊΨ 
Where on Trinacrian rocks the ocean roars, To seek Tiresias in the nether sky, 

Graze numerous herds along the verdant shores . To learn my doom; for, toss’d from woe to woe, 
Though hunger press, yet fly the dangerous prey, _| In every land Ulysses finds a foe: 

The herds are sacred to the god of day, Nor have these eyes beheld my native shores, 
Who all surveys with his extensive eye Since in the dust proud Troy submits her towers. 
Above, below, on earth, and in the sky ! But, when thy soul from her sweet mansioa 
Rob not the god; and eo propitious gales 140 fled, 

Attend thy voyage, and impel thy sails : Say, what distemper gave thee to the dead ? 

But, if his herds ye seize, beneath the waves Has life's fair lamp declined by slow decays, 

I see thy friends o’erwhelm’d in liquid graves ! Or swift expired it in a sudden blaze ? 

The direful wreck Ulysses scarce survives ! Say, if my sire, good old Laértes, lives ? 210 
Ulysses at his country scarce arrives ! If yet Telemachus, my son, survives ? 

Strangers thy guides! nor there thy labours end, Say, by his rule is my dominion awed, 

New foes arise, domestic ills attend ! Or crush’d by traitors with an iron rod? 

There foul adulterers to thy bride resort, Say, if my spouse maintains her royal trust; 

And lordly gluttons riot in thy court. Though tempted, chaste, and obstinately just ? 


But vengeance hastes amain: These eyes behold [Οὖ if no more her absent lord she wails, 
The deathful scene, princes on princes roll’d! 151] But the false woman o’er the wife prevails : 


That done, a people far from sea explore, Thus J, and thus the parent shade returns: 
Who ne'er knew salt, or heard the billow roar, Thee, ever chee, thy faithful consort mourns: 
Or saw gay vessel stem the watery plain, Whether the night descends or day prevails, 2% 
A painted wonder flying on the main. Thee she by night, and thee by day bewails. 
Bear on thy back an oar: with strange amaze Thee in Telemachus thy realm obeys ; 
A shepherd meeting thee, the oar surveys, In sacred groves celestial ntes he pays, 
And names a yan: there fix it on the plain, And shares the banquet in superior state, 
To calm the god that holds the watery reign ; Graced with such honours as become the great 
A threefold offering to his altar bring, 160] Thy sire in solitude foments his care : 
A bull, a ram, a boar; and hail the ocean king. The court is joyless for thou art not there! 
But, home return’d, to each ethereal power No costly carpets raise his hoary head, 
Slay the due victim in the genial hour: No rich embroidery shines to grace his bed; 
So peaceful shalt thou end thy blissful days, Even when keen winter freezes in the skies, 20 
And steal thyself from lite by slow decays ; Rank’d with his slaves on earth the monarch lies: 
Unknown to pain, in age resign thy breath: Deep are his sighs, his visage pale, his dress 
When late stern Neptune points the shaft with death : The garb of woe and habit of distress. 
To the dark grave retiring as to rest, τ" δ And when the autumn takes his annual round, 
Thy people blessing, by thy people bless'd ! The leafy honours scattering on the ground ; 
Unerring truths, oh man my lips relate ; 170] Regardless of his years, abroad he lies, 
This is thy life to come, and this is fate. His bed the leaves, his canopy the skies. 
To whom unmoved : If this the gods prepare, Thus cares on cares his painful days consume, 
What heaven ordains, the wise with courage bear. | And bow his age with sorrow to the tomb! 
But say, why wander on the lonely strands, For thee, my son, I wept my life away; 2 
Comindtiul of her son, Anticlea stands 7 For thee through hell’s eternal dungeons stray. 
Why to the ground she bends her downcast eye? | Nor came my fate by lingering pains and slow, 
Why is she silent while her son is nigh? Nor bent the silver-shafted queen her bow ; 
The latent cause, oh sacred seer, reveal ! No dire disease bereaved me of my breath ; 
Nor this, replies the seer, will I conceal. Thou, thou, my son, wert my disease and death, 


Know, to the spectres, that thy beverage taste, 180) Unkindly with my love my son conspired, 
The scenes of Jife recur, and actions past : For thee I lived, for absent thee expired. 
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| my arms I strove her shade to bind, 
ugh my arm she slipt like empty wind, 


the vain illusions of the mind. 
lespair J shed a copious tide 
ears, and thus with sighs replied : 


From the same fountain Amythaon rose, 

Pleased with the din of war, and noble shout of foes. 
There moved Antiopé, with haughty charms, 

Who blest the Almighty Thunderer in her arms: 

Hence sprung Amphion, hence brave Zethus came, 


u, loved shade, while I thus fondly mourn! | Founders of ‘Thebes, and men of mighty name; 320 


arms, to my embraces turn ! 

vers that smile at human harms! 
bliss to weep within her arms? 
queen an empty image sent 

ved I might even my joys lament? 
woe, the pensive shade rejoin’d, 
ed to grief of all mankind! 

queen of hell who thee deceives ; 
such, when life the body leaves: 
2 substance of the man remains, 
the blood along the purple veins: 
inereal flames in atoms bear, 

with the wind in empty air: 
npassive soul reluctant flies, 
lream to these infernal skies. 

2 dark domimions speed thy way, 
ne stecp ascent to upper day, 

e bride the wondrous story tell, 
he horrors, and the laws of hell. 


6 she spoke, in swarms hell's empress 


3 
id wives of heroes and of kings ; 


nore thick they gathcr round the blood, 
rd on ghost (a dire assembly) stood! 


y sword | seize: the airy crew, 
ash’d along the gloom, withdrew ; 


to shade in mutual forms succeeds, 


ounts, and their illustrious deeds. 
n, whom great Salmoneus bred, 
tner of fam'd Cretheus’ bed. 
reus, as from fruitful urns 

| watery store, the virgin burns: 


8 the gentle stream with wanton pride, 


n1zes rolls a silver tide. 

nks the maid enamour’d roves, 

h of the deep beholds and loves ; 
13’ form and borrow’d charms, 
s goad descends into her arms: 
vacious arch of waves he throws, 
air the liquid mountain rose: 


punding floods conceal'd he proves 
r transport, and completes his loves. 


sighing, he the fair address’d, 
poke, her tender hand he press’d. 
nymph! no vulgar births are owed 
ic raptures of a god: 


ne times the moon renews her horn, 


heroes shall from thee be born; 
re the future worthies claim, 

n to the arduous paths of fame; 
east the important truth conceal, 
secret of a god reveal: 


ou Neptune view’st! and at my nod 
xg, and the waves confess their god. 
not, but mounting spurn’d the plain, 


dinto the chambers of the main. 


» time's full process forth she brings 


vicegerents in two future kings ; 
»clus Pelias stretch’d his reign, 
Neleus ruled the Pylian plain: 
, to her Cretheus’ royal bed 
‘heres and famed AZson bred: 


Though bold in open field, they yet surround 

The town with walls, and mound inject on mound; 

Here ramparts stood, there towers rose high in air, 

And here through seven wide portals rush'd the war. 
There with soft step the fair Alemena trod, 

Who bore Alcides to the thundering god : 


260] And Megara, who charmn‘d the son of Jove, 


And soften’d his stern soul to tender love. 

Sullen and sour with discontented mien 
Jocasta frown'd, the incestuous Theban queen; 330 
With her own son she join'd in nuptial bands, 
Though father’s blood imbrucd his murderous hands : 
The gods and men the dire offence detest, 
The gods with all their furies rend his breast: 
In lofty Thebes he wore the impcrial crown, 
A pompous wretch! accurst upon a throne. 


270) The wife self-murder’d from a beam depends, 


And her foul sou] to blackest hell descends : 

Thence to her son the choicest plagues she brings, 

And the fiends haunt him with a thousand stings. 340 
And now the beauteous Chloris I descry, 

A lovely shade, Amphion's youngest joy! 

With gifts unnumber'd Neleus βου σῆς her arms, 

Nor paid too dearly for unequall'd charms; 

Great in Orchomenos, in Pylos great, 

He sway’d the sceptre with imperial state. 

Three gallant sons the joyful monarch told, 


950] Sage Nestor, Periclimenus the bold, 


And Chromius last : but of the softer race, 

One nymph alone, a miracle of grace. 350 
Kings on their thrones for lovely Pero burn ; 

The sire denies, and kings rejected mourn. 

To him alone the beauteous prize he yields, 

Whose arm should ravish from Phylacian fields 

The herds of Iphyclus, detain’d in wrong ; 

Wild, furious herds, unconquerably strong! 

This dares a seer, but nought the seer prevails ; 


290| In beauty's cause illustriously he fails. 


Twelve moons the foe the captive youth detains 
In painful dungeons, and coercive chains; 360 
The foe at last, from durance where he lay, 
His art revering gave him back to day ; 
Won by prophetic knowledge, to fultil 
The steadfast purpose of the Almighty will. 
With graceful port advancing now I spied 
Leda the fair, the godlike Tyndar's bride : 
Hence Pollux sprung, who wields with furious sway 


8300] The deathful gauntlet, matchless in the fray ; 


And Castor glorious on the embattled plain 


Curbs the proud steeds, reluctant tothe rein: 970 


By turns they visit this ethereal sky, 
And live alternate, and alternate dic: 


In hell beneath, on earth, in heaven above, 
Reign the twin-gods, the favourite sons of Jove. 


There Ephimcdia trod the gloomy plain, 


Who charm’d the monarch of the boundless main ; 
Hence Ephialtes, hence stern Otus sprung, 

More fierce than giants, more than giants strong: 
The earth o’erburden'd gronn’d beneath their weight, 
None but Orion e’er surpass'd their height: 380 
The wondrous youths had scarce nine winters told, 
When high in air, tremendous to behold, 
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O king! for euch thou art, and sure thy blood ὧζ 
Through veins (he cried) of royal fathers flow'd; 
Unlike those vagrants who on falsehood live, 
Skill'd in smooth tales, and artful to deceive; 

Thy better soul abhors the liar’s part, 


Nine ells aloft they rear'd their towering head, 
And fall nine eubits broad their shoulders spread. 
Proud of their strength, and more than mortal size, 
The gods they challenge, and affect the skies: 
Heaved on Olympus tottering Ossa stood 5 
On Ossa, Pelion nods with all his wood. Wise is thy voice, and noble is thy heart. 
Such were thy youths ! had they to manhood grown, |Thy words like music every breast controul, 
Almizhty Jove had trembled on his throne: 390| Steal through the ear, and win upon the soal ; 
But, ere the harvest of the beard began Soft, as some song divine, thy story flows, 
To bristle on the chin, and promise man, Nor better conld the Muse record thy woes. 
His shafts Apollo aim’d ; at once they sound, But say, upon the dark and dismal coast, φ4ἀ) 
And stretch the giant monsters o’er the ground. Saw’st thou the worthies of the Grecian host? 
There mournfal Phadra with sad Procris moves, |The godlike leaders who, in battle slain, 
Both beauteous shades, both hapless in their loves; {Fell before Troy, and nobly press’d the plain! 
And near them walk'd, with solemn pace and slow, | And lo! a length of night behind remains, 
Sad Ariadye, partner of their woe : The evening stars still mount the ethereal plains 
The royal Minos Ariadne bred, Thy tale with raptures 1 could hear thee tell, 
She Theseus loved, from Crete with Theseus fled: |Thy woes on earth, the wondrous scenes in hell, 
Swift to the Dian isle the hero flies, 401| Till in the vault of heaven the stare decay, 
And towards his Athens bears the lovely prize ; And the sky reddens with the rising day. 
There Bacchus with fierce rage Diana fires, O worthy of the power the gods assign'd (ἢ 
The goddess aims her shaft, the nymph expires. (Ulysses thus replies) a king in mind! 
There Clymené and Mera J behold, Since yet the early hour of night allows 
There Friphylé weeps, who loosely sold Time for discourse, and time for soft repose, 
Her lord, her honour, for the lust of gold. If scenes of misery can entertain, 
But should 1 all recount, the night would fail, Woes I unfold, of woes a dismal train. 
Unequal to the melancholy tale ; Prepare to hear of murder and of blood ; 
And all-composing rest my nature craves, 410 Of godlike heroes who uninjured stood 
Here in the court, or yonder on the waves; Amidst a war of spears in foreign lands, 
In you I trust, and in the heavenly powers, Yet bled at home, and bled by female hands. 
To land Ulysses on his native shores. Now summon’d Proserpine to hell's black hall Ὁ 
He ceased ; but left so charming on their ear The heroine shades ; they vanish'd at her call. 
His voice, that listening still they seem’d to hear. When lo! advanced the forms of heroes alain 
Till rising up, Areté silence broke, By stern A.gysthus, a majestic train, 
Stretch'd out her snowy hand, and thus she spoke: | And high above the rest, Atrides press’d the plais. 
What wondrous man heaven sends us in our guest !| Fle quaffed the gore; and straight his soldier knew, 
Through all his woes the hero shines confess'd ; And from his eyes pour’d down the tender dew; 
His comely port, his ample frame express 420| His arms he stretched ; his arms the touch deceie, 
A manly air, majestic in distress. Nor in the fond embrace, embraces give: 
He, as my guest, is my peculiar care: His substance vanish'd, and his strength decay'd, 
You share the pleasure, then in bounty share ; Now all Atrides is an empty shade. 
To worth in misery a reverence pay, Moved at the sight, I for a space resign'd 
And with a generous hand reward his stay ; To soft affliction all my manly mind ; 
For since kind heaven with wealth our realm has | At last with tears—O what relentless doom, 
bless‘d, Imperial phantom, bow’d thee to the tomb! 
Give it to heaven, by aiding the distress'd. Say while the sea, and while the tempest raves, 
Then sage F-chenceus, whose grave reverend brow| Has Fate oppress'd thee in the roaring waves, 
The hand of time had silver'd o’er with snow, Or nobly seized thee in the dire alarms 
Mature in wisdom rose: Your words, he cries, 430/Of war and slaughter, and the clash of arms! 
Demand obedience, for your words are wise. The ghost returns: O chief of human kind 
But let our king direct the glorious way For active courage and a patient mind ; 
To generous acts : our part is to obey. Nor while the sea, nor whilst the tempest rates, 
While life informs these limbs (the king replied,) {Has Fate oppress'd me on the roaring waves! 
Well to deserve, be all my cares employ'd: Nor nobly seized me in the dire alarms 
But here this night the royal guest detain, Of war and slaughter, and the clash of arms 
Till the sun flames along the ethereal plain. Stabb'd by a murderous hand Atrides died : 
Be it my task to send with ample stores A foul adulterer, and a faithless bride; 
The stranger from our hospitable shores : Even in my mirth, and at the friendly feast, 
Tread you my steps! "Tis mine to lead the race, 440] O’er the full bow], the traitor stabb'd his guest; 
The first in glory, as the first in place. Thus by the gory arm of slaughter falls 
To whom the prince. This night with joy I stay:|The stately ox, and bleeds within the stalls. 
O moniurch great in virtue as in sway! But not with me the direful murder ends, 
If thou the circling year my stay controul, These, these expired! their crime, they were BY 
To raise a bounty noble as thy soul ; friends: 
The circling year I wait, with ampler stores Thick as the boars, which some luxurious lord 
And fitter pomp to hail my native shores : Kills for the feast, to crown the nuptial board. 
Then by my realms due homage would be paid ; When war has thunder’d with its loudest storm 
For wealthy kings are \oyally obey'd! Death thou hast seen in all her ghastly forms; 


δὴ 
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I met her on the listed ground, Comest thou alive to view the Stygian bounds, 
hand to hand they wound return for wound ; | Where the wan spectres walk eternal rounds : 
ver have thy eyes astonish'd view'd Nor fear’st the dark and dismal waste to tread, 
! a deed, so dire a scene of blood. 520/'Throng’d with pale ghosts, familiar with the dead 1 
n the flow of joy, when now the bowl To whom with sighe: I pass these dreadful gates 
in our veins, and opens every soul, To seek the Theban, and consult the Fates : 
dan, we faint; with blood the dome is dyed, _| For still, distress'd, I rove from coast to coast, 
er the pavement floats the dreadful tide— Lost to my friends, and to my country lost. 596 
east all gore, with Jamentable cries, But sure the eye of Time beholds no name 
peding innocent Cassandra dies! So blest as thine in all the rolls of fame : 
hough pale death froze cold in every vein, _| Alive we hail’d thee with our guardian gods, 
ord I strive to wield, but strive in vain: And dead, thou rulest a king in these abodes. 
1 my traitress wife these eyclids close, Talk not of ruling in this dolorous gloom, 
ently in death my limbs compose. 530] Nor think vain words (he cried) can ease my doom. 
1an, woman, when to ill thy mind Rather I choose laboriously to bear 
, all hell contains no fouler fiend: A weight of woes, and breathe the vital air, 

ch was mine! who basely plunged her sword | A slave to some poor hind that toils for bread, 
th the fond bosom where she reiga’d adored! | Than reign the scepter'd monarch of the dead. 60% 
[ hoped, the toils of war o’ercome, But say, if in my steps my son proceeds, 
at soft quiet and repose at home: And emulates his godlike father’s decds? 
‘e hope! O wife, thy deeds diegrace If at the clash of arms, and shout of foes, 

rjured sex, and blacken all the race ; Swells his bold heart, his bosom nobly glows? 

ould posterity one virtuous find, Say if my sire, the reverend Peleus, reigns 
~lytemnestra, they will curse the kind. | 540)Great in his Pthia, and his throne maintains ; 
jared shade, I cried, what mighty woes Or, weak and old, my youthful arm demands, 
imperial race from woman rose ! To fix the sceptre steadfast in his hands? 
nan here thou treadst this mournful strand, [0 might the lamp of life rekindled burn, 
reece by woman lies a desert land. And death release me from the silent ura! 610 
n'd by my ills beware, the shade replies, This arm, that thunder'd o’er the Phrygian plain, 

st the sex that is 60 rarely wise; And swell’d the ground with mountains of the slain, 
rarnest to explore thy secret breast, Should vindicate my injured father’s fame, 

some trifle, but conceal the rest. Crush the proud rebel, and assert his claim. 
thy consort cease to fear a foe, Iustrious shade (I cried,) of Peleus’ fates 
‘e she feels sincerity of woe: 550! No circumstance the voice of fame relates: 

Troy first bled bencath the Grecian arms, But hear with pleased attention the renown, 

one unrivall'd with a blaze of charms ; The wars and wisdom of thy gallant son. 

‘ant son her fragrant bosom press'd, With me from Scyros to the tield of fame 

t her knee, or wanton'd at her breast: Radiant in arms the blooming hero came. 620 
w the years a numerous train have ran: When Greece assembled all her hundred states, 
roming boy is ripen'd into man: To ripen councils, and decide debates, 

es shall sce him burn with noble fire, Heavens ! how he charm'd us with a flow of sense, 
e shall bless his son, the son his sire ; And won the heart with manly eloquence ! 

Orestes never met these eyes, He first was seen of all the peers to rise, 

t one Jook the murder'd father dies ; 560|The third in wisdom where they all were wise ; 

‘om a wretched friend this wisdom learn, But when, to try the fortune of the day, 

» thy queen disguised, unknown, return: Host moved toward host in terrible array, 

xe of womankind so few are just, Before the van, impatient for the fight, 

ul are false, nor even the faithful trust. With martial port he strode, and stern delight: 630 
ay, resides my son in royal port, Ileaps strew’d on heaps beneath his falchion groan’d, 
Orchomenos, or Sparta's court ? Aud monuments of dead deform’'d the ground. 

in Pyle? for yet he views the light, The time would fail should 1 in order tell 

jes a phantom through the realms of night. | What foes were vanquish'd, and what numbers fell : 
I: Thy suit is vain, nor can I say How, lost through love, Eurypylus was slain, 

2 breathes in realms of cheerful day : 570| And round him bled his bold Cetzan train. 

or wan beholds these nether skies: To Troy no hero came of nobicr line, 

revere, for wisdom never lies. Or if of nobler, Memnon, it was thine. 

in a tide of tears our sorrows flow, When Ilion in the horse received her doom, 

1 new horror to the realms of woe; And unseen armies ambush’d in its womb, 640 
: by side along the dreary coast Greece gave her latent warriors to my care, 

ed Achilles’ and Patroclus’ ghost, *Twas mine on Troy to pour the imprison’d war; 

lly pair‘ near these the Pylian* stray’d, Then when the boldest bosom beat with fear, 

vering Ajax, an illustrious shade! When the stern eyes of heroes dropp’d a tear; 

s his joy, and pleased with loud alarms, Fierce in his look his ardent valour glow'd, 

it Pelides brighter shone in arms. 580! Flush'd in his cheek, or sallied in his blood ; 

igh the thick gloom his friend Achilles knew, | Indignant in the dark recess he stands, 

se speaks the tears descend in dew. Pants for the battle, and the war demands: 
--ὄ.ὉὉὋ —__— ———— | Tis voice breathed death, and with a martial air 

* Antilochus, He grasp'd hie eword, and shook bia Uiterng wyeat. 
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And when the gods our arms with conquest crown'd, 


‘With haughty love the audacious monster strove 


When Troy’s proud bul warks smoked upon the ground, To force the gaddese, and to rival Jove. 


Greece to reward her soldier's gallant toils, 
Heap’d high his navy with unnumber'd spoils. 

Thus, great in glory, from the din of war, 

Safe he return'd, without one hostile scar ; 
Though spears in iron tenspests rain’d around, 
Yet innocent they play‘d, and guiltless of a wound. 

While yet I spoke, the shade with transport glow'd, 
Rose in his majesty, and nobler trod ; 

With haughty stalk he sought the distant glades 
Of warrior kings, and join’d the illustrious shades. 
Now, without number, ghost by ghost arose, 

All wailing with unutterable woes. 

Alone, apart, in discontented mood, 

A gloomy shade, the sullen Ajax stood ; 

For ever sad with proud disdain he pined, 

And the lost artns for ever stung his mind ; 
Though to the contest Thetis gave the laws, 
And Pallas, by the Trojans, judged the cause. 
O why was I victorious in the strife ? 

O dear-bought honour with so brave a life! 
With him the strength of war, the soldiers’ pride, 
Our second hope to great Achilles, dicd! 
Touch'd at the sight from tears I scarce refrain, 
And tender sorrow thrills in every vein; 
Pensive and sad I stand, at length accost 

With accents mild the inexorable ghost. 

Sull burns thy rage? and can brave souls reeent 
Even after death? Relent, great shade relent! 680 
Perish those arms which by the gods’ decree 
Accursed our army with the loss of thee! 

With thee we fell; Greece wept thy hapless fates, 
And shook astonish’d through her hundred states. 
Not more, when great Achilles press’d the ground, 
And breathed his manly spirit through the wound. 

O deem thy fall not owed to man’s decree, 

Jove hated Greece, and punish'd Greece in thee! 
Turn, then, oh peaceful turn, thy wrath controul, 
And calm the raging tempest of thy soul. 

While yet I speak, the shade disdains to stay, 
In silence turns, and sullen stalks away. 

Touch'd at his sour retreat, through deepest night, 
Through hell's black bounds I had pursued his 

flight, 
And forced the stubborn spectre to reply ; 
But wondrous visions drew my curious eye. 
High on a throne, tremendous to behold, 
Stern Minos waves a mace of burnish'd gold; 
Around ten thousand thousand spectres stand 


670 


σοῦ: 


There Tantalus along the Stygian bounds 

Pours out deep groans (which groans all hell re 
sounds ;) 

Even in the circling floods refreshment craves, 72] 
And pines with thirst amidst a sea of waves; 
When to the water he his lip applies, 
Back from his lip the treacherous water flies 
Above, beneath, around, his hapless head, 
Trees of all kinds delicious fruitage spread ; 
There figs sky-dyed, a purple hue disclose, 
Green looks the olive, the pomegranate glows, 
There dangling pears exalting scents unfold, 
And yellow apples ripen into gold: 
The fruit he strives to seize; but blasts arse 
Toss it on high, and whirl it to the skies. 

I turn’d my eye, and as I turn’d survey'd 
A mournful vision! the Sisyphian shade; 
With many a weary step, and many a groan, 
Up the high hill he heaves a huge round stone; 
The huge round stone, resulting with a bound, 
Thunders impetuous down, and smokes along the 

ground. 

Again the restless orb his toil renews, 
Dust mounts in clouds, and sweat descends in devs. 

Now I the strength of Hercules behold, 4) 
A towering spectre of gigantic mould, 
A shadowy form! for high in heaven's abodes 
ITimself resides, a god among the gods; 
There, in the bright assemblies of the skies, 
He nectar quaffs, and Hebé crowns his joys. 
Here hovering ghosts, like fowl, his shade surround, 
And clang their pinions with terrific sound; 
Gloomy as night he stands, in act to throw 
The aérial arrow from the twanging bow. 
Around his breast a wondrous zone is roll’d, 
Where woodland monsters grin in fretted gold. 
There sullen lions sternly seem to roar, 


Ἴ 
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690] The bear to growl, to foam the tusky boar; 


There war and havoc and destruction stood, 
And vengeful murder red with human blood. 
Thus terribly adorn’d the figures shine, | 
Inimitably wrought with skill divine. 
The mighty ghost advanced with awful look, 
And turning his grim visage sternly spoke. 

O exercised in grief! by arts refined ! 
O taught to bear the wrongs of base mankind! 
Such, such was I! stil] toss’d from care to care, 
While in your world I drew the vital air! 


Ὁ 


Through the wide dome of Dis, a trembling band. 700] F.ven [, who from the Lord of Thunders rose, 


Sull as they plead, the fatal lots he rolls, 

Absolves the just, and dooms the guilty souls. 
There huge Orion, of portentous size, 

Swift through the gloom a giant-hunter flies ; 

A pon:erous mass of brass with direful sway 

Aloft he whirls, to crush the savage prey ; 

Stern beasts in trains that by his truncheon fell, 

Now grisly forms, shoot o’er the lawns of hell. 
There Tityus large and long, in fetters bound, 

O’erspreads nine acres of infernal ground ; 

Two ravenous vultures, furious for their food, 

Scream o’er the fiend, and riot in his blood, 

Inceasant gore the liver in his breast, 

The immortal liver grows, and gives the immortal 

feast. 
For as o’er Panopé’s enamell'd plains 
Latona journey’d to the Pythian fanee, 


Bore toils and dangers, and a weight of woes; 
To a base monarch still a slave confined 
(The hardest bondage to a generous mind!) 
Down to these worlds I trod the dismal way, 
And drageg’d the three-mouth'd dog to upper day; 
Even hell I conquer’d through the friendly aid 77 
Of Maia's offspring and the martial maid. 

Thus he, nor deign’d for our reply to stay, 
But, turning, stalk’d with giant strides away. 


710] Curious to view the kings of ancient days, 


The mighty dead that lived in endless praise, 
Resolved I stand ; and haply had survey’d 


The godlike Theseus, and Pirithous’ shade ; 


But swarms of spectres rose from deepest hell, 
With bloodless visage, and with hideous yell, 13 


They scream,they shriek ; sad groans and dismal 
‘Stun my scar'd ears, and pierce hell's utmoet bound 
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my heart the dismal din sustains, The goddess spoke: in feasts we waste the day, 
cold blood hangs shivering in my veins; Till Phebus downward plunged his burning ray; 40 
gon, rising from the infernal lakes, Then sable night ascends, and balmy rest 
rrors arm'd, and curls of hissing snakes, Seals every eye, and calms the troubled breast 
ix me stiffen’d at the monstrous sight, Then, curious, she commands me to relate 
image, in eternal night! The dreadful scenes of Pluto’s dreary state. 
from the direful coast to purer air She sat in silence while the tale | tell, 
ny flight, and to my mates repair. 790|The wondrous visions, and the laws of bell. 
s ascend the ship; they strike their oars ; Then thus: The lot of man the gods dispose; 
intains lessen, and retreat the shores: These ills are past: now hear thy future woes. 
r the waves we fly; the freshening gales O prince, attend ! some favouring power be kind, 
‘ugh the shrouds, and stretch the swelling | And print the important story on thy mind! 50 
ils. Next, where the Sirens dwell, you plough the 
8ea8 ; 
Their song is death, and makes destruction please. 
BOOK ΧΙ]. Unblest the man, whom music wins to stay 
ARGUMENT. Nigh the curst shore, and listen to the lay. 


No more that wretch shall view the joys of life, 
The Sirens, Scylia and Charybdis. His blooming offspring, or his beauteous wife : 
3 how, after his return from the shades he was|In verdant meads they sport; and wide around 
Circe on his voyage, by the coast of the Sirens, | Tie human bones, that whiten all the ground ; 
the etrait of Scyia and Charybdis: the man-|-The ground polluted floats with human gore, 
vhich he escaped those dangers: how, being cast) 414 human carnage taints the dreadful shore. 60 


island of Trinacria, his companions destroyed ΕἸ ‘f the d | 
n of the Sun: the vengeance that followed ; how y swift the dangerous Coast: let every ear 


shed by shipwreck except himsclf, who, swim-| Be stopp’d against the song! ‘tis death to hear! 
1 the mast of the ship, arrived on the island of | Firm to the mast thyself with chains be bound, 


. With which his narration concludes. Nor trust thy virtue to the enchanting sound. 
If, mad with transport, freedom thou demand, 
Be every fetter strain’d, and added band to band. 


BOOK ΧΗ. These seas o'erpass'd, be wise ! but I refrain 

o’er the rolling surge the vessel flies, To mark distinct thy voyage o’er the main: 

, the waves the Azan hills arise. New horrors rise ! let prudence be thy guide, 

gay morn resides in radiant bowers, And guard thy various passage through the tide. 70 
‘ps ber revels with the dancing Hours; High o'er the main two rocks exalt their brow, 
ebus rising in the ethercal way, The boiling billows thundering ro]l below ; 

heaven's bright portals pours the beamy day. | Through the vast waves the dreadful wonders move, 
we fix our halsers on the land, Hence named Erratic by the gods above. 

descend, and press the desert sand : No bird of air, no dove of swiftest wing, 

orn and wasted, lose our cares in sleep That bears ambrosia to the ethereal king, 

oarse murmurs of the rolling decp. 10] Shuns the dire rocks: in vain she cuts the skies, 

ι8 the morn restored the day, we paid The dire rocks meet, and crush her as she flies ; 

al honours to Elpenor's shade. Not the fleet bark, when prosperous breezes play, 
the ax the rushing forest bends, Ploughs o’er that roaring snrge its desperate way ; 80 
huge pile along the shore ascends, O'erwhelm’d it sinks: while round a smoke expires, 
we stand, a melancholy train, And the waves flashing seem to burn with fires. 

ud groan re-echoes from the main. Scarce the famed Argo, pass’d these raging floods, 
er the pyre, by fanning breezes spread The sacred Argo, fill’d with demigods! 

gry flame devours the silent dead. Even she had sunk, but Jove’s imperial! bride 

tomb, the silent dead to grace, Wing’d her fleet sail, and push'd her o'er the tide. 
he roarings of the main we place ; 20/ High in the air the rock its summit shrouds 
ig tomb a lofty column bore, In brooding tempests, and in rolling clouds : 
ι above it rose the tapering oar. Loud storms around, and mists eternal rise, 

me the goddess our return survey’d Beat its bleak brow, and intercept the skies. .90 
» pale ghosts, and hell's tremendous shade. |When all the broad expansion, bright with day, 
» descends : a train of nymphs divine Glows with the autumnal or the summer ray, 

rich viands and the generous wine: The summer and the autumn glow in vain, 

speak the power of magic stands, The sky for ever lowers, for ever clouds remain. 
‘eful thus accosts the listening bands. Impervious to the step of man it stands, 
: of woe! decreed by adverse fates Though borne by twenty feet, though arm’d with 
pass through hell’s eternal gates! 30 twenty hands ; 
| or late, are doom’'d that path to tread ; Smooth as the polish of the mirror rise 

etched you, twice number'd with the dead! |The slippery sides, and shoot into the skies. 

adjourn your cares, exalt your souls, Full in the centre of this rock display’d, 

he taste, and drain the sparkling bowls; A yawning cavern casts a dreadful shade : 100 
Ἢ the morn unveils her saffron ray, Nor the fleet arrow from the twanging bow, 
‘our broad sails, and plough the liquid way. |Sent with full force, could reach the depth below. 
night, your faithful guide, explain Wide to the west the horrid gulf extends, 


es by Jand, your dangers on the main. And the dire passage down to bell deacenta 
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O fly the dreadful sight! expand thy sails, 
Ply the strong oar, and catch the nimble gales; 
Here Scylla bellows from her dire abodes, 
Tremendous pest, abhorr'd by man and gods ! 
Hideous her voice, and with less terrors roar 
The whelps of lions in the midnight hour. 110 
Twelve fect, deform'd and foul, the fiend dispreads; 
Six horrid necks she rears, and six terrific heads ; 
Her jaws grin dreadful with three rows of teeth: 
Jaggy they stand, the gaping den of death ; 
Iler parts obscene the raging billows hide; 
Her bosom terribly o'erlooks the tide. 
When stung with hunger she embroils the flood, 
The sea-dog and the dolphin are her food ; 
She makes the huge leviathan her prey, 
And all the monsters of the watery way ; 
The swittest racer of the azure plain 
Here fills her sails and spreads her oars in vain: 
Fell Scylla rises, in her fury roars, 
At once six mouths expands, at once six men de- 
yours. 
Close by, a rock of Jess enormous height 
Breaks the wild waves, and forms a dangerous strait ; 
Full on its crown a fig’s green branches rise, 
And shoot a leafy forest to the skies ; 
Beneath, Charybdis holds her boisterous reign 
*Micdst roaring whirlpools, and absorbs the main: 130 
Thrice in her gults the boiling seas subside, 
Thrice in dire thunders she refunds the tide. 
Oh, if thy vessel plough the direfal waves 
When seas retreating roar within her caves, 
Ye perish all! though he who rules the main 
Lend his strong aid, his aid he lends in vain. 
Ah, shun the horrid gulf! by Seylla fly, 
‘Tis better six to lose, than al) to die. 
Ithen: O nymph, propitious to my prayer, 
Goddess divine, my guardian power, declare, 
Is the foul tiend from human vengeance freed ? 
Or, if I rixe in arms, cin Scylla bleed 7 
Then she: Oh worn by toils, oh broke in fight, 
Still are new toils and war thy dire delight ? 
Will martial flames for ever fire thy mind, 
And never, never, be to heaven resign'd ? 
How vain thy efforts to avenge the wrong! 
Deathless the pest! impenctrably strang! 
Furious and fell, tremendous to behold ! 
Even with a look she withers all the bold! 
She mocks the weak attempts of human might: 
Oh fly her rage! thy conquest is thy flight. 
If but to seize thy arms thou make delay, 
Again the fury vindicates her prey, 
Her six mouths yawn, and six are snatch’d away. 
From her foul womb Crateis gave to air 
This dreadful pest! To her direct thy prayer, 
To curb the monster in her dire abodes, 
And guard thee through the tumult of the floods. 159 
Thence to Trinacria’s shore you bend your way, 
Where graze thy herds, iHustrions source of day ! 
Seven herds, seven flocks, enrich the sacred plaina, 
Fach herd, each flock, full fitty heads containe: 
The wondrous hind a length of age survey, 
By breed increase not, nor by death decay. 
Two sister goddesses possess the plain, 
The constant gnardians of the woolly train: 
Lampetie fair, and Phacthusa young, 
From ΕἸ ναι and the bright Newra sprung : 
Here, watchful o'er the flocks, in shady bowers 170 
And flowery meads they waste the joyous hours. 
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Rob not the god! and so propitious gales 
Attend thy voyage, and impel thy sals; 

But if thy impious hands the flocks destroy, 
The gods, the gods avenge it and ye die! 
Tis thine alone (thy friends and navy lost) 
Through tedious toils to view thy native coast 

She ceas'’d: and now arose the morning my; 
Swift to her dome the goddess held her way. 
Then to my mates I measured back the plain, 2 
Climb’d the tall bark, and rush'd into the mais; 
Then bending to the stroke, their oars they drew 
To their broad breasts, and swift the galley flew. 
Up sprung a brisker breeze : with freshening gules, 
The friendly goddess stretch'd the swelling sib: 
We drop our oars; at ease the pilot guides; 
The vessel Jight along the level glides. 

When, rising sad and slow, with pensive look, 
Thus to the melancholy train I spoke: 

Oh friends, oh ever partners of my woes, ΒΓ 
Attend while I what heaven foredooms disclose. 
Hear all! Fate hangs o’er all; on you it lies 
To live or perish! to be safe, be wise! 

In flowery meads the sportive Sirens play, 
Touch the soft lyre, and tune the vocal lay ; 
Me, me alone, with fetters firmly bound, 

The gods allow to hear the dangerous sound. 
Hear and obey: if freedom I demand, 
Be every fetter strain'd, be added band to band. 

While yet I speak the winged galley flies 
And lo! the Siren shores like mists arise. 
Sunk were at once the winds: the air above, 
And waves below at once forgot to move: 
Some dzmon calm'd the air, and smooth’d the deep 
Hush’d the loud winds, and charm’d the waves to sleep 
Now every sail we furl, each oar we ply; 

Lash'd by the stroke, the frothy waters fly. 

The ductile wax with busy hands I mould, 

And cleft in fragments, and the fragments roll'd: 
The aérial region now grew warm with day, 3. 
The wax dissolved beneath the burning ray; 
Then every ear I barr’d against the strain, 

And from access of phrenzy Jock’d the brain. 
Now round the masts my mates the fetters roll’, 
And bound me limb by limb with fold on fold. 
Then bending to the stroke, the active train 
Plunge all at once their oars, and cleave the maid 

While to the shore the rapid vessel flies, 

Our swift approach the Siren choir descries ; 
Celestial music warbles from their tongue, 
And thus the sweet deluders tune the song. 

Oh stay, oh pride of Greece! Ulysses, stay! 

Oh cease thy course, and listen to our lay! 

Blest is the man ordain’d our voice to hear, 

The song instructs the soul, and charms the eat. 
Approach! thy soul shal! into raptures rise! 
Approach! and learn new wisdom from the wie: 
We know whate’er the kings of mighty name 
Achieved at Ilion in the field of fame; 

Whate’er beneath the sun's bright journey lies, 2% 
Oh stay, and learn new wisdom from the wise! 

Thus the sweet charmers warbled o'er the mail; 
My soul takes wing to meet the heavenly strain; 

I give the sign, and struggle to be free: 

Swift row my mates, and shoot along the sea; 
New chains they add, and rapid urge the way, 
Till, dying off, the distant sounds decay : 

Then, scudding swiftly from the dangerous ground, 
The deafen’d ear unlock’d, the chains unbound 
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‘all at once tremendous scenes unfold; 240 ' In the wide dungeon she devours her food, 
ard the deeps, the smoking billows roll'd ! And the flesh trembles while she churns the bieod. 


‘uous waves embroil the bellowing flood, Worn as I am with griefs, with care decay'd, 
nbling, deafen’d, and aghast we stood! Never, I never, scene so dire survey'd ! 
re the vessel plough’d the dreadful wave, My shivering blood, congeal'd, forgot to low; 910 
ized the mighty, and unnerved the brave; Aghast I stood, a monument of woe! 
ropt his oar: but swift from man to man Now from the rocks the rapid vessel flies, 
»0ke serene I turn’d, and thus began: And the hoarse din like distant thunder dies ; 
nds! oh often tried in adverse storms! To Sol’s bright isle our voyage we pursue, 
Is familiar in more dreadful forms! And now the glittering mountains rise to view. 
1 the dire Cyclopean den you lay, 250 | There sacred to the radiant god of day, 
e return'd—Ulysses led the way, Graze the fair herds, the flocks promiscuous stray : 
:ourage hence, and in my care confide: Then suddenly was heard along the main 

jl the same Ulysses is your guide. To low the ox, to bleat the woolly train. 319 
my words! your oars incessant ply; Straight to my anxious thoughts the sound convey'd 
every nerve, and bid the vessel fly. The words of Circe and the Theban shade; 
yon justling rocks and wavy war Warn'd by their awful voice these shores to shun, 
fety grants, he grants it to your care. With cautious fears oppress’d, I thus begun. 
on, whose guiding hand directs our way, O friends! oh ever exercised in care! 
ttentive listen and obey ! 259 | Hear heaven's commands, and reverence what ye 
ide thy course, nor plough those angry waves hear! 

rolls yon smoke, yon tumbling ocean raves: | To fly these shores the prescient Theban shade 
y the higher rock; lest whirl’d around And Circe warns! O be their voice obey’d : 

k, beneath the circling eddy drown'd. Some mighty woe relentless heaven forbodes: 

e yet I speak, at once their oars they seize, | Fly these dire regions, and revere the gods ! 

to the stroke, and brush the working seas. While yet I spoke a sudden sorrow ran 330 
is the name of Scylla I suppress'd; Through every breast, and spread from man to man, 
veadful sound had chill’d the boldest breast. | Til! wrathful thus Eurylochus began: 

itime, forgetful of the voice divine, O cruel thou! some fury sure has steel’d 

adful bright my limbs in armour shine ; That stubborn soul, by toil untaught to yield ! 
n the deck I take my dangerous stand, 5270 From sleep debarr'd, we sink from woes to woes; 
littering javelins lighten in my hand: And cruel, enviest thou a short repose 7 

ad to whirl the whizzing spear I stay, Still must we restless rove, new seas explore, 

» fell fiend arise to seize her prey. The sun descending, and so near the shore ? 

| the dungeon, studious to behold And lo! the night begins her gloomy reign, 

leous pest, my labouring eyes 1 roll'd; And doubles ail the terrors of the main. 

! the dismal dungeon, dark as night, Oft in the dead of night loud winds arise, 

16 dire monster, and confounds the sight. Lash the wild surge, and bluster in the skies ; 


through the rocks, appall’d with deep dismay, ! Or should the fierce south-west his rage dieplay, 
id our course, and stem the desperate way; | And toss with rising storms the watery way, 


-ylla there a scene of horror forms, 280) Though gods descend from heaven’s aé¢rial plain 

re Charybudis fills the dcep with storms, To lend us aid, the gods descend in vain ; 

he tide rushes from her rumbling caves Then while the night displays her awful shade, 

igh rock roars ; tumultuous boil the waves; | Swect time of slumber! be the night obey’d! 

yas, they foam, a wild confusion raise, Haste ye to land! and when the morning ray 

aters bubbling o'er the fiery blaze; Sheds her bright beams, pursuc the destined way. 350 
mists obscure the aérial plain, A sudden joy in every bosom rose: 

sh above the rock she spouts the main: So will’d some demon, minister of woes! 

n her gulfs the rushing sea subsides, To whom with gricef—O swift to ne undone, 

\ins the ocean with the refluent tides: Constrain'd I act what wisdom bids me shun. 

>k rebellows with a thundering sound; 290; But yonder herds and yonder flocks forbear ; 
vondrous deep, below appears the ground. Attest the heavens, and call the gods to hear: 

k with despair, with trembling hearts we | Content, an innocent repast display, 

ον ἃ By Circe given, and fly the dangerous prey. 

whing dungeon, and the tumbling flood; Thus 1: and while to shore the vessel flies, 

οἱ fierce Scylla stoop’d to seize her prey, With hands uplifted they attest the skies ; 900 
ἃ her dire jaws, and swept six men away; {Then where a fonntain’s gurgling waters play, 

of renown! Joud-echoing ehrieks arise: They rush to land, and end in feasts the day: 

nd view them quivering in the skies ; They feed ; they quaff: and now (their hunger fled) 


ill, and aid with out-stretch’d arms implore: | Sigh for their friends devour'd, and mourn the dead : 
_ they call! those arms are stretch'd πὸ | Nor cease the tears till cach in slumber shares 


nore. A sweet forgetfulness of human cares. 

1 some rock that overhangs the flood, 900 Now far the night advanced her gloomy reign, 

ant fisher casts the insidious food, And setting stare roll’d down the azure plain: 
audful care he waits the finny prize, When, at the voice of Jove, wild whirlwinds rise, 
iden lifts it quivering to the skies: And clouds and double darkness veil the skies ; 370 
fou) monster lifis her prey on high, The moon, the stars, the bright ethereal host 


. the wretches struggling in the sky: Scem as extinct, and all their eplendoure low, 
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The furious tempest roars with dreadful sound : 
Air thunders, rolls the ocean, groans the ground. 
All night it raged: when morning rose, to land 
We haul‘d our bark, and moor'd it on the strand, 
Where in a beauteous grotto’s cool recess 
Dance the green Nereids of the neighbouring seas. 
There while the wild winds whistled o’er the 
main, 
Thus careful 1 address’d the listening train. 
O friends, be wise! nor dare the flocks destroy 
Of these fair pastures: if ye touch, ye die. 
Warn'd by the high command of heaven, be awed ; 
Holy the flocks, and dreadful is the god! 
That god who spreads the radiant beams of light, 
And views wide earth and heaven’s unmeasured 
height. 
And now the moon had run her monthly round, 
The south-east blustering with a dreadful sound : 
Unhurt the beeves, untouch'd the woolly train 


Low through the grove, or range the flowery plain: 


Then fail’d our food; then fish we make our prey, 
Or ἴον] that, screaming, haunt the watery way. 
Till now, from sea or flood no succour found, 
Famine and meagre want besieged us round. 
Pensive and pale from grove to grove I βίγαυ ἃ, 
From the loud storms to find a sylvan shade ; 
There o’er my hands the living wave I pour ; 
And heaven and heaven's immortal thrones adore, 
To calm the roarings of the stormy main, 
And grant me peaceful to my realms again. 
Then o'er my eyes the gods soft slumber shed, 
While thus Eurylochus arising said : 
O friends, a thousand ways frail mortals lead 
To the cold tomb, and dreadful all to tread ; 
But dreadful most, when, by a slow decay, 
Pale hunger wastes the manly strength away. 
Why cease ye then to implore the powers above, 
And offer hecatombs to thundering Jove ? 
Why seize ye not yon beeves, and fieecy prey ? 
Arise unanimous; arise and slay : 
And if the gods ordain a safe return, 
To Phebus shrines shall nse, and altars burn. 
But, should the powers that o’er mankind preside, 
Decree to plunge us in the whelming tide, 
Better to rush at once to shades below, 
Than linger life away, and nourish woe! 
Thus he: the beeves around securely stray, 
When swift to ruin they invade the prey ; 
They seize, they kill !—but for the rite divine, 
The barley fail’d, and for libations wine. 
Swift from the oak they strip the shady pride; 
And verdant leaves the flowery cake supplied. 


With prayer they now address the ethereal train, 


Slay the selected beeves, and flay the slain: 
The thighs, with fat involved, divide with art, 
Strew’d o’er with morsels cut from every part. 
Water, instead of wine, is brought in urns, 

And pour'd profanely as the victim burns. 

The thighs thus offer’d, and the entrails dress’d, 


They roast the fragments, and prepare the feast. 430 


*T was then soft slumber fled my troubled brain ; 
Back to the bark I speed along the main. 
When Jo! an odour from the feast exhales, 


Spreads o'er the coast, and scents the tainted gales; 


A chilly tear congeal'’d my vital blood, 

And thus, obtesting heaven, I mourn'd aloud. 
O sire of men and gods, immortil Jove ! 

2 all ye blissful powers that reign above’ 
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'Why were my cares beguiled in short repose! 
O fatal slumber, paid with lasting woes ! 

A deed so dreadfu! all the gods alarms, 
Vengeance is on the wing, and heaven in arms! 
Meantime Lampetie mounts the atrial way, 

And kindles into rage the god of day: 
Vengeance, ye powers! (he cries,) and thou whose 
hand 
Aims the red bolt, and hurls the writhen brand! 
Slain are those herds which I with pride survey, 
When through the ports of heaven I pour the day 
Or deep in ocean plunge the burning ray. 
Vengeance, ye gods! or I the skies forego, 4 
And bear the lamp of heaven to shades below. 
To whom the thundering Power : O source cf day! 
Whose radiant lamp adorns the azure way, 
Still may thy beams through heaven’s bright por 
tals rise, 


389) The joy of earth, and glory of the skies; 


Io! my red arm I bare, my thunders guide, 
To dash the offenders in the whelming tide 
To fair Calypso, from the bright abodes, 
Hermes convey'd these counsels of the gods 
Meantime from man to man my tongue exclaim, 
My wrath is kindled, and my soul in flames. δ] 
In vain! I view perform’d the direful deed, 
Beeves, slain by heaps, along the ocean bleed. 
Now heaven gave signs of wrath; along the grouad 
Crept the raw hides, and with a bellowing sound 
Roar'd the dead limbs; the burning entrails groas’d 
Six guilty days my wretched mates employ 
In impious feasting, and unhallow’d joy ; 
The seventh arose, and now the sire of gods 49) 
Rein'd the rough storms, and calm‘d the tossing floocs. 
With speed the bark we climb; the spacious sails 
Loosed from the yards invite the impelling gales. 
Past sight of shore, along the surge we bound, 
And all above is sky, and ocean all around; 
When lo! a murky cloud the Thunderer fonns 
Full o’er our heads, and blackeng heaven with storms. 
Night dwells o’er all the deep: and now outfles 
The gloomy West, and whistles in the skies. 
The mountain-billows roar! the furious blast 
IIowls o'er the shroud, and rends it from the mast; 
The mast gives way, and crackling as it bends, 481 
Tears up the deck; and all at once descends; 
The pilot by the tumbling ruin slain, 
Dash'd from the helm, falls headlong in the main 
Then Jove in anger bids his thunders roll, 
And forky lightnings flash from pole to pole: 
Fierce at our heads hia deadly bolt he aims, 
Red with uncommon wrath, and wrapt in flames: 
Full on the bark it fell; now high, now low, 
Toss’d and re-toss'd, it recl’d beneath the blow; 42 
At once into the main the crew it shook : 
Sulphureous odours rose, and smouldering emoke. 
Like fowl! that haunt the floods, they sink, they re, 
Now lost, now secn, with shneks and dreadful cnes, 
And strive to gain the bark ; but Jove demes. 
Firm at the helm [I stand, when fierce the main — 
Rush’d with dire noise, and dash'd the sides in twail, 
Again imprtuons drove the furnous blast, 
Snapt the strong helm, and bore to sea the mast; 
Firm to the mast with cords the helm I bind, 5 
And nde alott, to Providence resign'd, 
Through tumbling billows and a war of wind. 
Now sunk the West, and now a southern breese 
More dreadful chan the tempest, lasl‘d ube seas. 
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For on the rocks it bore where Scylla raves, 
ἧς And dire Charybdis rolls her thandering waves. 
: All night I drove; and at the dawn of day, 
* fast by the rocks beheld the desperate way : 
+ Just when the sea within her gulfs subsides, 
᾿ And in the roaring whirlpools rush the tides. 
'~ Swift from the float I vaulted with a bound, 

‘The lofty fig-tree seized, and clung around : 
So to the beam the bat tenacious clings, 
And pendant round it clasps his leathern wings. 
High in the air the tree its boughs display’d, 
And o’er the dungeon cast a dreadful shade : 
All unsustain'd between the wave and sky, 
Beneath my feet the whirling billows fly. 
‘What time the judge forsakes the noisy bar, 
To take repast, and stills the wordy war, 
Charybdis, rumbling from her inmost caves, 
The mast refunded on her refluent waves. 
Swift from the tree, the floating mast to gain, 
Sudden I dropp'’d amidst the flashing main ; 
Once more undaunted on the ruin rode, 


With wine unmix’d (an honour due to age, 
To cheer the grave, and warm the poet's rage ;) 
Though labour'd gold and many a dazzling vest 
Lie heap'd already for our godlike guest ; 
Without new treasures let hun not remove, 

510| Large, and expressive of the public love : 
Each peer a tripod, each a vase bestow, 
A general tribute which the state shall owe. 

This sentence pleased : then all their steps ad- 
dresa'd 
To seperate mansions and retire to rest. 
Now did the rosy-finger’d morn arise, 

And shed her sacred light along the skies. 
Down to the haven and the ships in haste 
They bore the treasurcs, and in safety placed. 

§20 |The king himself the vases ranged with cure ; 
Then bade his followers to the feast repair. 
A victim ox beneath the sacred hand 
Of great Alcinoiis falls, and stains the sand. 
To Jove the Eternal (power above all powers! 
Who wings the wind, and darkens heaven with 
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And oar'd with labouring arms along the flood. showers) 30 
Wnseen I pass'’d by Scylla's dire abodes ; The flames ascend: till evening they prolong 

So Jove decreed (dread sire of men and gods.) The rites more sacred made by heavenly song : 
Then nine long days I plough’d the calmer seas, For in the midst, with public honours graced 
Heaved by the surge, and wafted by the breeze. 530}Thy lyre divine, Demodocus! was placed. 

Weary and wet the Ogygian shores | gain, All, but Ulysses, heard with fix'd delight : 

When the tenth sun descended to the main. He sate, and eyed the sun, and wish'd the night: 
There, in Calypso’s ever-fragrant bowers, Slow seem'd the sun to move, the hours to roll, 
Refresh'd I lay, and joy beguiled the hours. His native home deep-imaged in his soul. 

My following fates to thee, O king, are known, As the tired ploughman spent with stubborn toil, 
And the bright partner of thy royal throne. Whose oxen long have torn the furrow’d soil, 40 


Sces with delight the sun’s declining ray, 

When home with feeble knees he bends his way 

To late repast, (the day's hard labour done,’ 

So to Ulysses welcome set the sun ; 

Then instant to Alcinotis and the rest 

(The Scheran states) he turn'd and thus address'd; 
O thou the first in merit and command ! 

And you the peers and princes of the land! 

May every joy be yours! nor this the least, 

When due libation shall have crown’d the feast, 50 

Safe to my home to send your happy guest. 

Complete are now the bounties you have given, 

Be all those bounties but contirm’d by heaven ! 


Enough: in misery can words avail? 
And what so tedious as a twice-told tale? 


BOOK XIII. 


ARGUMENT. 
The Arrival of Ulysses in Ithaca. 


Ulysses takes leave of Alcinous and Arcte, and embarks 
in the evening. Next morning the ship arrives at 
_ Ithaca; where the sailors, as Ulysses is yet sleeping, 
lay him on the shore with all his treasures. On their 
return, Neptune changes their ship into a rock. In 


the meantime Ulysses awaking, knows not his native 
Ithaca, by reason of a mist which Pallas had cast 
round him. He breaks into loud lamentations; till 
the goddess appearing to him in the form of a shep- 
herd, discovers the country to him, and points out the 
particular places. He then tells a feigned story of his 
adventures, upon which she manifests herself, and 
they consult together of the measures to be taken 
to destroy the suitors. ‘To conceal his return, and 
disguise his person the more effectually, sbe changes 


So may I find, when all my wanderings cease, 
My consort blameless, and my friends in peace. 
On you be every bliss; and every day, 
In home felt joys, delighted roll away : 
Yourselves, your wives, your Jong-descending race, 
May every god enrich with every grace! 
Sure fix'd on virtue may your nation stand, 
And public evil never touch the land ! 

His words well weigh’d, the general voice ap- 
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him into the figure of an old beggar. proved 
Benign, and instant his dismission moved. 
The monarch to Pontonous gave the sign, 
To fill the goblet high with rosy wine; 
Great Jove the Father, first (he cried) implore ; 
Then send the stranger to his native shore. 

The luscious wine the obedient herald brought : 
Around the mansion flow'd the purple draught: 
Each from his seat to each immortal pours, 
Whom glory circles in the Olympian bowers, 
Ulysses sole with air majestic stands, 

The bow] presenting to Arete’s hands ; 
Then thus: O queen, farewell! be still possess’ 
10| Of dear remembrance, biesaing, will and Head ἃ. 
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He ceased ; but left so pleasing on their ea 
His voice, that listening still they seem’d to hear. 
A pause of silence hush'’d the shady rooms: 

The grateful conference then the king resumes. 

Whatever toils the great Ulysses pass'd, 
Beneath this happy roof they end at last ; 

No longer now from shore to shore to roam, 
Smooth seas and gentle winds invite him home. 
But hear me, princes! whom these walls enclose, 
For whom my chauter sings, and goblet flows. 
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Till aye and death shall gently call thee hence, 
(Sure fate οὗ every mortal excellence !) 
Farewell! and joys successive ever spring 
To thee, to thine, the people, and the king ! 
Thus he ; then, parting, prints the sandy shore 80 
To the fiir port: a herald march'd before, 
Sent by Alcinoiis; of Areté’s train 
Three chosen maids attend him to the main; 
This does a tunic and white vest convey, 
A various casket that, of rich inlay, 
And bread and wine the third. The cheerful mates 
Safe in the ho!low poop dispose the cutes : 
Upon the deck soft painted robes they spread, 
With linen cover'd, for the hero’s bed. 
He οἰ ἃ the lofty stern ; then gently press’d 
The swelling couch and Jay composed to rest. 
Now placed in order, the Phwacian train 
Their cables loose, and launch into the main: 
At once they bend, and strike their equal oars, 
And leave the sinking hills and lessening shores. 
While on the deck the chief in silence lies, 
And pleasing slumbers steal upon his eyes. 
As fiery coursers in the rapid race 
Urged by fierce drivers through the dusty space, 


Toss their high heads.and scour along the piain ; 100! Ancient and great ! a god above the gods° 


So mounts the bounding vessel o’er the main. 

Back to the stern the parted billows flow, 

And the black ocean foams and roars below. 
Thus with spread sails the winged galley flies ; 

Less swift an eagle cuts the liquid skies ; 

Divine Ulysses was her sacred load, 

A man in wisdom equal to a god! 

Much danger, long and mighty toils he bore, 

In storms by sea, and combats on the shore: 
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90) Lo where he lies, amidst a shining store 


[Boox ΠῚ 


Nor yet forgot old Ocean's dread supreme 
The vengeance vow'd for eyeless Polypheme. 
Before the throne of mighty Jove he stood ; 
And sought the seerct counsels of the god. 

Shall then no more, O sire of gods " be m:ne 
The rights and honours of a power divine? 
Scorn'd even by man, and (ch severe disgrace !) 88 
By soft Pheacians, my degenerate race ! 

Against yon destined head in vain I swore, 

And menaced vengeance, ere he σεις ἢ ἃ his shore; 
To reach his natal shore was thy decree ; 

Mild I obey'd, for who shall war with thee? 
Behold him landed careless and asleep, 

From all the eluded dangers of the deep ; 


Of brass, rich garments, and refulgent ore ; 

And bears triumphant to his native isle 

A prize more worth than Hion’s noble spoil. 
To whom the Father of the immortal powers, 

Who swells the clouds, and gladdens earth wih 

showers : 

Can mighty Neptune thus of man complain 7 

Neptune tremendous o'er the boundless main! 

Revered and awful even in heaven's abodes, 


If that low race offend thy power divine 
(Weak, daring creatures!) is not vengeance thine? 
Go then, the guilty at thy will chastise. 
He said. The shaker of the earth replies: 
This then I doom: to fix the gallant ship 
A mark of vengeance on the sable deep ; 
To warn the thoughtless self-confiding train, 
No more unlicensed thus to brave the main. 
Full in their port a shady hill shall rise, 


All which soft sleep now banish from his breast, 110] ΠΠ such thy will—We will it, Jove replies. 


Wrapt in a pleasing, decp, and death-like rest. 

But when the morning star with early ray 
Flamed in the front of heaven, and promised day ; 
Like distant clouds the mariner descries 
Fair Ithaca’s emerging hills arise. 

Far from the town a spacious port appears, 
Sacred to Phorcy’s power, whose name it bears ; 
Two craggy rocks projecting to the main, 

The roaring winds tempestuous to restrain ; 
Within the waves in softer murmurs glide, 

And ships secure without their halsers ride. 

High at the head, a branching olive grows, 

And crowns the pointed clifis with shady boughs. 
Beneath a gloomy grotto’s cool recess 

Delights the Nereids of the neighbouring seas, 
Where bowls and urns were form'd of living stone, 
And massy beams in native marble shone ; 

On which the labours of the nymphs were roll'd, 
Their webs divine of purple mix'd with gold. 
Within the cave the clustering bees attend 

Their waxen works, or from the roof depend. 
Perpetual waters o'er the pavement glide : 

Two marble doors unfold on either side ; 

Sacred the south, by which the gods descend ; 
But mortals enter at the northern end. 

Thither they bent, and haul their ship to Jand, 
(The crooked keel divides the yellow sand ;) 
Ulysses, sleep ng on his couch, they bore, 

And gently placed him on the rocky shore. 

His treasures next Alcinoitis’ gifts, they laid 

In the wild olive’s unfrequented shade, 

Secure from theft; then launch’d the bark again, 
Resumed their oars, and measured back the main. 
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Even when with transport blackening all the strand, 

The swarming people hail their ship to land, 

Fix her for ever, a memorial stone : 

Still let her seem to sail, and seem alone: 

The trembling cloud shall see the sudden shade 

Of whelming mountains overhang their bead! 
With that the god whose carthquakes rock the 

ground, 

Fierce to Phacia cross’d the vast profound. 

Swift as a swallow sweeps the J:quid way, 

The winged pinnace shot along the sea. 

The god arrests her with a sudden stroke, 

And roots her down, an everlasting rock. 

Aghast the Scherians stand in deep surprise ; 

All press to speak, all question with their cyes. 

What hands unscen the rapid bark restrain? 

And yet it swims, or seems to swim, the main! 

Thus they, unconscious of the deed divine: 

Till great Alcinoiis rising own'd the sign. 
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130} Behold the long-predestined day ! (he cries:) 


O certain faith of ancient prophecies ! 

These ears have heard my royal sire disclose 

A dreadful story, big with future woes ; 

How moved with wrath, that careless we convey 200 
Promiscuous every gues’ to every bay, 

Stern Neptune raged ; and how by his command 
Firm rooted in the surge a ship should stand, 

(A monument of wrath ;) and mound on mound 
Should hide our walls, or whelm beneath the ground 
The Fates have follow’d as declared the seer. 

Be humbled, nations! and your monarch hear. 
No more unlicensed brave the deeps ; no more 
With every stranger pass from shore to shore: 
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y Neptune now for mercy call ; 

igh name let twelve black oxen fall. 
‘he god reverse his purposed will, 
our city hang the dreadful hill. 


ionarch spoke: they trembled and obey'd. 


the sands the victim oxen led : 
ier'd tribes before the altars stand, 
fs and rulers, a majestic band. 

- of ocean all the tribes implore ; 
ing altars redden all the shore. 
vhile Ulysses in his country lay, 


‘ary shore and rolling sea. 


his mind through tedious absence lost 


" resemblance of his native coast ; 
Minerva, to secure her care, 

around a veil of thicken’d air: 

gods ordain’d, to keep unseen 

| person from his friends and queen ; 
yroud suitors for their crimes afford 
5 vengeance to their injured lord. 

I] the land another prospect bore, 
port appear’d, another shore, 


‘continued ways, and winding floods, 
nown mountains, crown’d with unknown 


nods 


and slow, with sudden grief oppress'd, 


‘arose, and beat his careful breast, 
12 look o’er all the coast and main, 


tht, around, his native realm in vain: 


h erected eyes stood fix’d in woe, 

e spoke, the tears began to flow. 

la, he cried, upon what barren coast, 
1ew region is Ulysses toss'd ? 

. by wild barbarians, fierce in arms ? 
vhoce bosom tender pity warms 7 
14}} this treasure now in safety lie ? 
her, whither its sad owner fly 7 

lid I Alcinotis’ grace implore 7 
forsake Phxacia’s happy shore ? 

ter prince perhaps had entertain’d, 
restored me to my native land. 

> promised, long-expected coast, 
the faith Phxacia’s rulers boast ? 
‘ous gods! of all the great, how few 
ὁ heaven, and to their promise true ! 
1¢ power to whose all-seeing eyes 

Is of men appear without disguise, 
lone to avenge the wrongs I bear; 
he oppress’d are his peculiar care. 


210| With joy to thee, as to some god I bend, 


To thee my treasures and myself commend. 

Q tell a wretch in exile doom’d to stray, 

What air I breathe, what country I survey ? 280 

The fruitful continent’s extremest bound, 

Or some fuir isle which Neptune's arm surround 7 
From what fair clime (said she) remote from fame 

Arrivest thou here a stranger to our name? 

Thou seest an island, not to those unknown 

Whose hills are brighten'd by the rising sun, 


220| Nor those that placed beneath his utmost reign 
from sleep, and round him might survey 


Behold him sinking in the western main. 
The rugged μοὶ] allows no level space 
τὺ flying chariots or the rapid race ; 290 
Yet, not ungrateful to the peasant’s pain, 
Suffices fulness to the swelling grain : 
The loaded trees their various fruits produce, 
And clustering grapes affurd a generous juice: 
Woods crown our mountains, and in every grove 
The bounding goats and frisking heifers rove: 
Soft rains and kindly dews refresh the field, 
And rising springs eternal verdure yield. 
Even to those shores is lthaca renown’d, 
Where Troy’s majestic ruins strew the ground. 300 
At this, the chicf with transport was possess'd, 
His panting heart exulted in his breast : ° 
Yet, well dissembling his untimely joys, 
And veiling truth in plausible disguise, 
Thus, with an air sincere, in fiction bold, 
His ready tale the inventive hero told: 
Oft have I heard in Crete, this island’s name: 


240) For 'twas from Crete, my native soil, I came: 


Self-banish’d thence. I sail'd before the wind, 

And left my children and my friends behind; 310 
From fierce Idomeneus’ revenge I flew, 

Whose son, the swift Orsilochus, I slew. 

(With brutal force he seized my Trojan prey, 

Due to the toils of many a bloody day.) 

Unseen I 'scaped, and, favour’d by the night, 

In a Phennician vessel took my flight, 

For Pyle or Elis bound : but tempests toss'd, 

And raging billows drove us on your coast. 

In dead of night an unknown port we gain'd, 

Spent with fatigue, and slept secure on land. 8320 
But ere the rosy morn renew'd the day, 

While in the embrace of pleasing sleep I lay, 
Sudden, invited by auspicious gales, 

They land my goods, and hoist their flying sails. 
Abandon’d here my fortune I deplore, 

A hapless exile on a foreign shore. 


these presents, and from thence to prove Thus while he spoke, the blue-cyed maid began 
h, is mine: the rest belongs to Jove. 260) With pleasing smiles to view the godlike man : 

m the sands he ranged his wealthy store, {Then changed her form: and now, divinely bright, 
, the vests, the tripods number'd o’er : Jove’s heavenly daughter stood confess'd to sight; 


he found, but still in error lost 
late he wanders on the coast, 
his country, and laments again 


ἌΓ rocks, and hoarse resounding main. 


. the guardian goddess of the wise, 
Pallas, stood before his eyes : 
1 youthful swain, of form divine, 


Like a fair virgin in her beauty's bloom, 33] 
Skill d in the illustrious labours of the loom. 
O still the same Ulysses ! she rejoin’d, 
In useful craft successfully refined ! 
Artful in speech, in action, and in mind ! 
Sufficed it not, that, thy long labours past, 
Secure thou seest thy pative shore at last ? 


π᾿ ἃ descended from some princely line. 270} But this to me? who, like thyself, excel 


i) robe her slender body dress’d : 

er shoulders flew the waving vest, 
nt hand a shining javelin bore, 

ted sandals on her feet she wore. 
ithe king: Whoc'er of human race 
, that wander’st in this desert place! 


In arts of counsel, and dissembling well : 

To me? whose wit exceeds the powers divine, 340 

No less than mortals are surpass'd by thine. 

Know’st thou not me? who made thy life my care, 

Through ten years’ wandering, and through ten 
years’ war; 
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Who taught thee arts, Alcinoiis to persuade, 

To raise his wonder and engage his aid; 

And now appear, thy treasures to protect, 

Conceal thy person, thy designs direct, 

And tell what more thou must from Fate expect : 

Domestic woes far heavier to be borne ! 

The pride of fools and slaves’ insulting scorn. 

But thou be silent, nor reveal thy state ; 

Yield to the force of unresisted fate, 

And bear unmoved the wrongs of base mankind, 

The last, and hardest, conquest of the mind. 
Goddess of wisdom ! Ithacus replies, 

He who discerns thee must be truly wise, 

So scldom view'd, and ever in disguise ! 

When the bold Argives led their warring powers, 

Against proud Ilion’s well-defended towers, 

Ulysses way thy care, celestial maid ! 360 

Graced with thy sight, and favour'd with thy aid: 

But when the ‘Trojan piles in ashes lay, 

And bound for Greece we plough'd the watery 

way; 

Our flect dispersed and driven from coast to coast, 

Thy sacred presence from that hour I lost ; 

Till ] beheld thy radiant form once more, 

And heard thy counsels on Phzacia’s shore, 

But, by the almighty author of thy race, 

Tell me, oh tell, is this my native place ? 

For much I fear, long tracts of land and sea 

Divide this coast from distant Ithaca ; 

The sweet delusion kindly you impose, 

fo soothe my hopes, and mitigate my woes. 
Thus he. The blue-eyed goddess thus replies. 

How prone to doubt, how cautious are the wise ! 

Who, versed in fortune, fear the flattering show, 

And taste not half the bliss the gods bestow. 

The more shall Pallas aid thy just desires, 

And guard the wisdom which herself inspires. 

Others, long absent from their native place. 

Straight seek their home, and fly with eager pace 

To their wives’ arms, and children’s dear embrace. 

Not thus Ulysses: he decrees to prove 

Hlis subjects’ faith, and queen’s suspected love ; 

Who mourn’d her Jord twice ten revolving years, 

And wastes the days in grief, the nights in tears. 

But Pallas knew (thy friends and navy lost) 

Once more 'twas given thee to behold thy coast: 

Yet how vould I with adverse Fate engage, 

And mighty Neptune’s unrelenting rage ? 

Now lift thy longing eyes, while I restore 

The pleasing prospect of thy native shore. 

Behold the port of Phorcys ! fenced around 

With rocky mountains, and with olives crown'd: 

Behold the gloomy grot! whose cool recess 

Delights the Nereids of the neighbouring seas: 

Whose now-neglected altars in thy reign 

Blush’d with the blood of sheep and oxen slain. 

Behold! where Neritus the clouds divides, 

And shakes the waving forests on his sides. 400 
So spake the goddess; and the prospect clear’d, 
The mists dispersed, and all the coast appear’d. 
The king with joy confess'd his place of birth, 

And on his knees salutes his mother earth ; 
Then, with his suppliant hands upheld in air 
Thus to the sea-green sisters sends his prayer: 
All hail! ye virgin daughters of the main! 
Ye streams, beyond my hopes beheld again! 
To you once more your own Ulysses bows ; 
Attend bis transports, and receive his vowal 
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390 | Turn hoar the auburn honours of thy head; 


4\0 \'To leacn thy fortunes from the voice of Fame 
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If Jove prolong my days, and Pallas crown 
The growing virtues of my youthful son, 
To you shall rites divine be ever paid, 
And grateful offerings on your altars laid. 

Thus then Minerva. From that anxious breast 
Dismiss those cares, and leave to heaven the rest 
Our task be now thy treasured stores to save, 
Deep in the close recesses of the cave: 

Then future means consult—She spoke, and trod 
The shady grot, that brighten’d with the god. 4% 
The closest caverns of the grot she sought; 

The gold, the brass, the robes, Ulysses brought: 
These in the secret gloom the chief disposed; 
The entrance with a rock the goddess closed. 

Now, seated in the olive’s sacred shade, 

Confer the hero and the martial maid. 

The goddess of the azure eyes began: 

Son of Lairtes "ἢ much-experienced man! 

The suitor-train thy earliest care demand, 

Of that luxurious race to rid the land: 4 
Three years thy house their lawless rule has seea, 
And proud addresses to the matchless queen. 
But she thy absence mourns from day to day, 
And inly bleeds, and silent wastes away: 
Elusive of the bridal hour, she gives 

Fond hopes to all, and all with hopes deceives. 

To this Ulysses. Oh, celestial maid! 
Praised be thy counsel, and thy timely aid: 
Else had I seen my native walls in vain, 

Like great Atrides, just restored and slain. 
Vouchsafe the means of vengeance to debate, 
And plan with all thy arts the scene of fate: 
Then, then be present, and my soul inspire, 
As when we wrapt Troy's heaven-built walls in fire. 
Though leagued against me hundred heroes stand, 
Hundreds shall fall, if Pallas aid my hand. 

She answer'd : In the dreadfu) day of fight 

Know, I am with thee, strong in all my might, 

If thou but equal to thyself be found, 

What gasping numbers then shall preas the ground! 
What human victims stain the feastful floor! ὧδ 
How wide the pavements float with guilty gore! 
It fits thee now to wear a dark disguise, 

And secret walk unknown to mortal eyes. 

For this, my hand shal! wither every grace 
And every elegance of form and face, 

O’er thy smooth skin a bark of wrinkles spread, 
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Disfigure every limb with coarse attire, 

And in thy eyes extinguish all the fire ; 

Add all the wants and the decays of life; 

Estrange thee from thy own; thy son, thy wife; 

From the loathed object every sight shall turs, 

And the blind suitors their destruction scorn. 
Go first the master of thy herds to find, 

True to his charge, a loyal swain and kind 

For thee he sighs: and to the royal heir 

And chaste Penelope extends his care. 

At the Coracian rock he now resides, 

Where Arethusa’s sable water glides; 

The sable water and the copious mast 

Swell the fat herd ; luxuriant, 'arge repast 

With him rest peaceful in the rural cell, 

And all you ask his faithful tongue shall tell. 

Me into other realms my cares convey, 

To Sparta, still with female beauty gay ; 

For know, to Sparta thy loved offspring cam 
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At this the father, with a father’s care. Full fifty pregnant females each contain d; 
Must he too suffer ? he, oh goddess! bear 480) ‘The males without (a smaller race) remain’d ; 20 


Of wanderings and of woes a wretched share ? 
Through the wild ocean plough the dangerous way, 
And leave his fortunes and his house a prey ? 
Why wouldst not thou, oh all-enlighten’d mind! 
Inform him certain, and protect him, kind 1 

To whom Minerva. Be thy soul at rest ; 
And know, whatever heaven ordains, is best. 
“To Fame 1 sent him, to acquire renown; 
To other regions is his virtue known: 


borne, 
Encircled with a fence of native thorn, 
And strong with pales, by many a weary stroke 
Of stubborn Jabour, hewn from heart of oak: 
Frequent and thick. Within the space were rear'd 
Twelve ample cells, the lodgments of his herd. 


Doom’‘d to supply the suitors’ wasteful feast, 

A stock by daily luxury decreased ; 

Now scarce four hundred left. These to defend, 
Four savage dogs, a watchful guard, attend. 

Here sate Eumceus, and his cares applied 

To form strong buskins of well-season’d hide 

Of four assistants who his libour share, 

Three now were absent on the rural care ; 

The fourth drove victims to the suitor-train: 


Secure he sits, near great Atrides placed ; 490} But he, of ancient faith, a simple swain, 30 
With friendships strengthen’d, and with honours | Sigh’d, while he furnish'd the luxurious board, 
graced. And wearied heaven with wishes for his Jord. 
But lo! an ambush waits his passage o’er ; Soon as Ulysses near the inclosure drew, 
_Fierce foes insidious intercept the shore ; With open mouths the furious mastiffs flew : 
In vain; far sooner al] the murderous brood Down sate the sage, and cautious to withstand, 
This injured land sha! fatten with their blood. Let fall the offensive truncheon from his hand. 
She spake, then touch’d him, with her powerful | Sudden the master runs ; aloud he calls ; 
wand: And from hid hasty hand the leather falls ; 
᾿ The skin shrank up, and wither'd at her hand ; With showers of stones he drives them far away; 
A swift old age o’er all his members spread ; The scattering dogs around at distance bay. 40 
A sudden frost was sprinkled on his head ; Unhappy stranger ! (thus the faithful swain 
Nor longer in the heavy eye-ball shined 500) Began with accents gracious and humane) 
The glance divine, forth-beaming from the mind. What sorrow had been imine, if at my gate 
His robe, which spots indelible besmear, Thy reverend age had met a shameful fate! 
In rags dishonest flutters with the air: Enough of woes already have | known; 
A stag’s torn hide is lapt around his reins: Enough my master’s sorrows and my own. 
A rugged staff his trembling hand sustains ; While here (ungrateful task !) his herds I feed, 
And at his side a wretched scrip was hung, Ordain’d for lawless rioters to bleed ; 
Widce-patch'd, and knotted to a twisted thong. Perhaps, supported at another’s board, 
So look‘d the chief, so moved : to mortal eyes Far from his country roams my hapless lord ! 50 
Object uncouth ! a man of miseries ! Or sigh’d in exile forth hia latest breath, 
While Pallas, cleaving the wide fields of air 510| Now cover'd with the eterna] shade of death ! 
To Sparta flies, Telemachus her care. But enter this my homely roof, and see 
Our woods not void of hospitality. 
— Then tell me whence thou art, and what the share 
- Of woes and wanderings thou wert born to bear ? 
BOOK XIV. He said, and, seconding the kind request, 
ARGUMENT. With friendly step precedes his unknown guest. 
The Conversation with Eumeus. A shaggy goat's soft hide beneath him spread, 
Ulysses arrives in disguine at the house of Eumxus where| And with fresh rushes heap’d an ample bed: 60 
he is received, entertained, and lodged with the utmost | Joy touch’d the hero’s tender soul, to find 
hospitality. The several discourses of that faithful! So just reception from a heart so kind : 
old servant, with the feigned story told by Ulysses to! And, oh, ye gods! with all your blessings grace 
conceal himself, and other conversations On various (He thus broke forth) this friend of human race ! 
subjects, take up this entire book. The swain replied. It never was our guise 
To slight the poor, or aught humane despise ; 
BOOK XIV. For Jove unfolds our hospitable door, 
But he, deep-musing, o’er the mountains stray’d |’Tis Jove that sends the stranger and the poor. 
Through mazy thickets of the woodland shade, Lite, alas! is all the good I can; 
And cavern'd ways, the shaggy coast along, A man oppress'd, dependent, yet a man: 70 
With cliffs and nodding forests overhung. Accept such treatment as a swain affords, 
Eumzus at his sylvan lodge he sought, Slave to the insolence of youthful lords! 
A faithful servant, and without a fault. Far hence is by unequal gods removed 
Ulysses found him busied as he sate That man of bounties, loving and beloved ! 
Before the threshold of his rustic gate; To whom whate’er his slave enjays is owed, 
Around the mansion in a circle shone And more, had Fate allow'd, had been bestow'd: 
A rural portico of rugged stone; 10] But Fate condemn'd him to a foreign shore ; 
(In absence of his lord, with honest toil Much have I sorrow’d, but my master more. 
His own industrious hands had raised the pile.) Now cold he lies, to death s embrace resign’d : 
The wall was stone, from neighbouring quarries | Ah, perish Helen! perivh all her kind! 80 


For whose cursed cause, in Agamemnon’s name, 
He trod so fatally the paths of Fame. 

His vest succinct then girding round his waist, 
Forth rush'd the swain with hospitable haste, 
Straight to the lodgements of his herd he run, 
Where the fat porkers sleot bencath the aun: 
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Of two, his cutlass Jaunch’d the spouting blood ; 
These quarter'd, singed, and fix’d on forks of wood, 
All hasty on the hissing coals he threw ; 
And, smoking, back the tasteful viands drew, 
Broachers and all; then on the board display'’d 
The ready meal, before Ulysses laid 
With flour imbrown‘d ; next mingled wine yet new 
And luscious as the bees’ nectareous dew ° 
Then sate companion of the friendly feast, 
With open look; and thus bespoke his guest. 
Take with free welcome what our hands prepare, 
Such food as falls to simple servants’ share ; 
The best our lords consume ; those thoughtless peers, 
Rich without bounty, guilty without fears; 100 
¥et sure the gods their impious acts detest, 
And honour justice and the righteous breast. 
Pirates and conquerors of harden’d mind, 
The foes of peace, and scourges of mankind, 
To whom offending men are made a prey 
When Jove in vengeance gives a land away: 
Even these, when of their ill-got spoils possess’d, 
Find sure tormentors in the guilty breast : 
Some voice of god close whispering from within, 
“Wretch! this is villany, and this is sin.” 
But these, no doubt, some oracle explore, 
That tells the great Ulysses is no more. 
Hence springs their confidence, and from our sighs 
Their rapine strengthens, and their riots rise: 
Constant as Jove the night and day bestows, 
Bleeds a whole hecatomb, a vintage flows. 
None match’'d this hero’s wealth, of all who reign 
O'er the fair islands of the neighbouring main. 
Nor all the monarchs whose far dreaded sway 
The wide-extended continents obey: 
First, on the main-land, of Ulysses’ breed, 
Twelve herds, twelve flocks, on occan’s margin 
feed ; 
As many stalls for shaggy goats are rear'd ; 
As many lodgments for the tusky herd ; 
Those foreign keepers guard: and here are seen 
Twelve herds of goats that graze our utmost green; 
To native pastors is their charge assign’d, 
And mine the care to feed the bristly kind: 
Each day the fattest bleeds of either herd, 
All to the suitors’ wasteful board preferr’d. 
Thus he, benevolent: his unknown guest 
With hunger keen devours the savoury feast ; 
While schemes of vengeance ripen in his breast. 
Silent and thoughtful while the board he ey’d, 
Eumzus pours on high the purple tide; 
The king with smiling looks his joy express’d, 
And thus the kind inviting host address’d : 
Say now, what man is he, the man deplored, 
So rich, so potent, whom you style your lord 7 
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110 


130 


Such thou may’st be. But he whose name you crave 
Moulders in earth, or welters on the wave, 
Or food for fish or dogs his relics lie, 
Or torn by birds and scatter’d through the sky; 
So perish’d he: and left (for ever lost) 
Much woe to all, but sure to me the most 
So mild a master never shall I find ; 
Less dear the parents whom I left behind ; 
Less soft my mother, less my father kind. 
Not with such transport would my eyes run o’er, 
Again to hail them in their native shore, 
As loved Ulysses once more to embrace, 
Restored and breathing in his natal place 
That name for ever dread, yet ever dear, 
Even in his absence I pronounce with fear: 
In my respect, he bears a prince’s part: 
But lives a very brother in my heart. 1” 
Thus spoke the faithful swain, and thus rejoin'd 
The master of his grief, the man of patient mind. 
Ulysses, friend! shall view his old abodes, 
(Distrustful as thon art,) nor doubt the gods. 
Nor speak 1 rashly, but with faith averr'd, 
And what I speak attesting heaven has heard. 
If so, a cloak and vesture be my meed: 
Till his return no title shall I plead, 
Though certain be my news, and great my need. 
Who want itself can force untruths to tell, 
My soul detests him as the gates of hell. 
Thou firet be witness, hospitable Jove, 
And every god inspiring social love! 
And witness every houschold power that waits 
Guard of these fires, and angel of these gates! 
Ere the next moon decrease, or this decay, 


18 


120] His ancient realms Ulysses shall survey ; 


In blood and dust each proud oppressor mourn, 
And the lost glories of his house return. 

Nor shall that meed be thine, nor ever more 
Shall loved Ulysses hail this happy shore, 
(Replied Eumzus :) to the present hour 
Now turn thy thought, and joys within our power. 
From sad reflection let my soul repose ; 

The name of him awakes a thousand woes. 
But guard him, gods! and to these arms restore! 
Not his true consort can desire him more; 

Not old Laértes, broken with despair: 

Not young Telemachus, his blooming heir. 
Alas, Telemachus ! my sorrows flow 

Afresh for thee, my second cause of woe! 

Like some fair plant set by a heavenly hand, 
He grew, he flourish’d, and he bless’d the land; 
In all the youth his father’s image shined, 
Bright in his person, brighter in his mind. 
What man, or god, deceived his better sense, 
Far on the swelling seas to wander hence ? 


Ἰὼ 


Late with such affluence and possessions blesa’d, 140] Τὸ distant Pylos hapless he is gone, 


And now in honour'’s glorious bed at rest ? 

Whoever was the warrior, he must be 

To Fame no stranger, nor perhaps to me; 

Who (so the gods, and so the fates ordain’d) 

Have wander’d many a sea, and many a land. 
Small is the faith the prince and queen ascribe 

(Replied Eumaus) to the wandering tribe. 

For needy strangers still to flattery fly, 

And want too oft betrays the tongue to lie. 

Each vagrant traveller, that touches here, 

Deludes with fallacies the royal ear, 

To dear remembrance makes his image rise, 

And calls the springing sorrows from her eyes, 


150 


To seck his father’s fate, and find his own! 
For traitors wait his way, with dire design 
To end at once the great Arcesian line. 
But let us leave him to their wills above ; 
The fates of men are in the hands of Jove. 
And now, my venerable guest ! declare 
Your name, your parents, and your native air; 
Sincere from whence begun your course relate, 
And to what ship I owe the friendly freight ? 
Thus he: and thus (with prompt invention bold) 
The cautious chief his ready story told. 
On dark reserve what better can prevail, 
Or from the fluent tongue produce the tale, 
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when two friends, alone, in peaceful place 
r, and wines and cates the table grace ; 
‘ost, the kind inviter’s cheerful face ? 
might we sit, with social goblets crown’'d, 
12 whole circle of the year goes round ; 


The fifth fair morn we stem the -Egyptian tide, 

And tilting o’er the bay the vessels ride : 

To anchor there my fellows | command, 290 

And spies commission to explore the Jand. 

But, sway‘d by lust of gain, and headlong will, 

1¢ whole circle of the year would close The coasts they ravage, and the natives kill. 

ng narration of a life of woes. The spreading clamour to their city flies, 

ich was heaven's high will! know then, I came} And horse and foot in mingled tumult rise. 

sacred Crete, and from a sire of fame: 230| The reddening dawn reveals the circling fields, 

* Hylacides (that name he bore,) Horrid with bristly spears, and glancing shields 

"αὶ and honour’d in his native shore; Jove thunder’d on their side. Our guilty head 

Jin his riches, in his children more. We turn’d to flight ; the gathering vengeance spread 

g of a handmaid, from a bought embrace, On all parts round, and heaps on heaps lie dead. 300 

od his kindness with his lawful race; I then explored my thought, what course to prove 

hen that fate which 4}} must undergo (And sure the thought was dictated by Jove:) 

carth removed him to the shades below, Oh, had he left me to that happier doom, 

rge domain his greedy sons divide, And saved a life of miseries to come! 

ach was portion’d as the lots decide. The radiant helmet from my brows unlaced, 

alas ! was Ieft my wretched share 240] And low on earth my shield and javelin cast, 

ta house, a covert from the air: I meet the monarch with a suppliant’s face, 

hat by niggard Fortune was denied, Approach his chariot, and his knees embrace. 

ing widow's copious wealth supplied. He heard, he saved, he placed me at his side ; 

lour was my plea, ἃ gallant mind My state he pitied, and my tears he dried, 310 

true to honour, never lagg’d behind : Restrain’d the rage the vengeful foe express’d, 

ex is ever to a soldier kind.) And turn’d the deadly weapons from ny breast. 

vasting years my former strength confound, | Pious ! to guard the hospitable rite, 

Ided woes have bow’d me to the ground ; And fearing Jove whom mercy’s works delight. 

the stubble you may gucss the grain, In Egypt thus with peace and plenty bless’d, 

iark the ruins of no vulgar man. 250) 1 lived (and happy still had lived) a guest. 

illas gave to Jead the martial storm, On seven bright years successive blessings wait ; 

ie fair ranks of battle to deform ; The next changed all the colour of my fate. 

ars inspired to turn the foe to flight, A false Phenician, of insidious mind, 

mpt the secret ambush of the night. Versed in vile arts, and foe to human kind, 320 

astly Death in all his forms appear, With semblance fair invites me to his home ; 

lin not, it was not mine to fear. I seized the proffer (ever fond to roam :) 

the rest I raised my ready steel ; Domestic in his faithless roof I staid, 

st I met, he yielded, or he fell. Till the swift sun his annual circle made. 

orks of peace my soul disdain'd to bear, To Lybia then he meditates the way ; 

ral labour, or domestic care. 260] With guileful art a stranger to betray, 

re the mast, the missile dart to wing, And sell to bondage in a foreign land : 

nd swift arrows from the bounding string, Much doubting, yet compell’d, I quit the strand 

irts the gods made grateful to my mind; Through the mid seas the nimble pinnace sails 

gods, who turn (to various ends design’d) Aloof from Crete, before the northern gales; 390 

rious thoughts and talents of mankind. But when remote her chalky cliffs we lost, 

the Grecians touch’d the Trojan plain, And far from ken of any other coast, 

mes commander, or by land or main, When all was wild expanse of sea and air; 

ign fields I spread my glory far, Then doom‘d high Jove due vengeance to prepare. 

n the praise, rich in the spoils of war: Ile hung a night of horrors o’er their head 

> charged with riches, as increased in fame, | (The shaded ocean blacken’d as it spread ;) 

te return’d an honourable name. 271 | He Jaunch‘d the fiery bolt; from pole to pole 

1en great Jove that dircful war decreed, Broad burst the lightnings, deep the thunders roll ; 
roused all Greece, and made the mighty [In giddy rounds the ‘whirling ship is toss'd, 

bleed ; And all in clouds of smothering sulphur lost. 340 

ites myself and Idomen employ As from a .anging rock’s tremendous height, 

d their fleets, and carry death to Troy. The sable crows with intercepted flight 

ears we warr'd; the tenth saw Ilion fall: Drop headicng: scarr'd, and black with sulphurous 

ward we sail’d, but heaven dispersed us all. hue, 

ily month my wife enjoy’d my stay ; So from the deck are hurl'd the ghastly crew. 

‘d the god who gives and takes away. Such end the wicked found ! but Jove’s intent 

tips { mann’d, equipp'd with ready stores, 280] Was yet to save the oppress’d and innocent. 

Ὁ voyage to the A“gyptian shores ; Placed on the mast, (the Ist resource of life) 

; and sacrifice my chosen train With winds and waves I held unequal strife ; 

's consumed: the seventh we plough’d the |For nine long days the billows tilting o'er, 

nain. The tenth soft wafts me to Thesprotia’s shore. 350 
ainple fields diminish to our eye; The monarch’s son a shipwreck’d wretch relieved, 

the Boreal blast the vessels fly ; The sire with hospitable rites received, 

rough the level seas we sweep our way; And in his palace like a brother placed, 

‘erman governs, and the ships obey ; With gifts of price and gorgeous garments graced. 
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While here I sojourn'd, oft I heard the fame 

How late Ulysses to the country came, 

How loved, how honour'd, in this court he stay’d, 
And here his whole collected treasure laid; 

I saw myself the vast unnumber'd store 


A few revolving months should waft him o'er, 
Fraught with bold warriors, and a boundless store. 
O thou! whom age has taught to understand, 
And heaven has guided with a favouring hand, 
On god or mortal to obtrude a lie 


Of steel elaborate, and refulgent ore, 900 Forbear, and dread to flatter, as to die 


And brass high heap'd amidst the regal dome; 
Immense supplies tor ages yet to come! 
Meantime he voyaged to explore the wilt 

Of Jove, on high Docona’s holy hill, 

What means might best his safe return avail, 
To come in pomp, or bear a secret sail ? 

Full oft has Phidon, whilst he pour'’d in wine, 
Attesting solemn all the powers divine, 

That soon Ulysses would return, declared, 


Not for such ends my house and heart are free, 
But dear respect to Jove, and chantty. 

And why, oh swain of unbelieving mind! 
(Thus quick replied the wisest of mankind) 
Doubt you my oath? yet more my faith to try, 
A solemn compact let us ratify, 

And witness every power that rules the sky: 
If here Ulysses from his labours rest, 
Be then my prize a tunic and a vest; 


The sailors waiting, and the ships prepared. 370] And, where my hopes invite me, straight transport, 


But first the king dismiss'd me from his shores, 
For fair Dulichium crown'd with fruitful stores; 
To good Acastus’ friendly care consign’d : 

Bat other counsels pleased the sailors’ mind : 
New frauds were plotted by the faithless train, 
And misery demands me once again. 

Soon as remote from shore they plough the wave, 
With ready hands they rush to seize their slave ; 
Then with these tatter’d rags they wrap me round 


In safety to Dulichium’s friendly court. 
But if he greets not thy desiring eye, 4 
Hurl me from yon dread precipice on high; 
The due reward of fraud and perjury. 
Doubtless, oh guest! great laud and praise were 
mine, 
(Replied the swain, for spotless faith divine,) 
If, after social rites and gifts bestow'd, 
I stain’'d my hospitable hearth with blood. 


(Stript of my own,) and to the vessel bound. 330] How would the gods my righteous toils succeed, 


At eve, at Ithaca’s delightful land 

The stup arrived : forth-issuing on the sand 

They sought repast ; while, to the unhappy kind, 

The pitying gods themselves my chains unbind. 

Soft I descended, to the sea applied 

My naked breast, and shot along the tide. 

Soon pass’d bevond their sight, I left the flood 

And took the spreading shelter of the wood. 

Their prize escaped, the faithless pirates mourn'd ; 

But deem'd inquiry vain, and to their ship return'd. 

Screen'd by protecting gods from hostile eyes, 391 

They led me to a good man and a wise, 

To live beneath thy hospitable care, 

And wait the woes heaven dooms me yet to bear. 
Unhappy guest! whose sorrows touch my mind! 

(Thus good Fumzus with a sigh rejoin’d,) 

For real sufferings since I grieve sincere, 

Check not with fallacies the springing tear; 

Nor turn the passion into groundless joy 


And bless the hand that made a stranger bleed? 
No more—the approaching hours of silent night 
First claim refection, then to rest invite; 
Beneath our humble cottage let us haste, 
And here, unenvied, rural dainties taste. 

Thus communed these; while to their lowly dome 
The full-fed swine return’d with evening home; 
Compell'd, reluctant, to their several sties, 

With din obstreperous, and ungrateful cries. 
Then to the slaves—Now from the herd the best 
Select in honour of our foreign guest : 

With him Iect us the genial banquet sbare, 

For great and many are the griefs we bear; 0 
While those who from our labours heap their board, 
Blaspheme their fecder and forget their lord. 

Thus speaking, with despatchful hand he took 
A weighty ax, and cleft the solid oak: 

This on the earth he piled; a boar full fed, 
Of five years age, before the pile was led: 


For him, whom heaven has destined to destroy. 400|The swain, whom acts of piety delight, 


Oh! had he perish’d on some well-fought day, 
Or in his friend’s embraces dicd away! 


Observant of the gods, begins the nite: 
First shears the forehead of the bristly boar, 


That grateful Greece with streaming eyes might raise | And suppliant stands, invoking every power 


Historic marbles to record his praise ; 

His praise, eternal on the faithful stone, 

And with transmissive honours graced his son. 
Now, snatch'd by harpiesto the dreary coast, 
Sunk is the hero, and his glory lost! 

While pensive in this solitary den, 


To speed Ulysses to his native shore. 

A knotty stake then aiming at his head, 

Down dropt he groaning, and the spirit fled. 
The scorching flames climb round on every swe: 
Then the singed members they with skill divide; 
On these, in rolls of fat involved with art, 


Far from gay cities and the ways of men, 410] The choicest morsels lay from every part. 


T linger life ; nor to the court repair, 

But when the constant queen commands my care ; 
Or when to taste her hospitable board, 

Some guest arrives, with rumours of her lord; 
And these indulge their want, and those their woe, 
And here the tears, and there the goblets flow 

By many such have I been warn’d; but chief 

By one .£tolian robb'd of all belief, 

Whose hap it was to this our roof to roam, 

For murder banish'd from his native home. 420 
He swore, Ulysses on the coast of Crete 

Staid Lut a scason to refit his fleet; 


Some in the flames bestrew'd with flour they threw; 
Some cut in fragments from the forks they drew: 
Thest while on several tables they dispose, 

A priest himself the blameless rustic rose ; 
Expert the destined victim to dispart 

In seven just portions, pure of hand and heart. 
One sacred to the nymphs apart they lay ; 
Another to the winged son of May; 

The rural tribe in common share the rest 

The king the chine, the honour of the feast, 
Who esate delighted at his servant’s board ; 

The faithful servant joy’d his unknown lon 
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u dear (Ulysses cried) to Jove, 420 | And then (supporting on his arm his head) 


1ou claim’st a grateful stranger's love ! 

thy thanks (the bounteous swain replied) 

t of the good the gods provide. 
’s own hand descend our joys and woes; 
decrees, and he but suffers those ; 
‘is his, and whatsoe’er he wills, 
tself, omnipotent, fulfils. 

the first-fruits to the gods he gave; 
r’'d of offer’d wine the sable wave: 

lysses’ hand he placed the bowl, 500 
nd sweet refection cheer'd his soul. 

from canisters Mesaulius gave 

proper treasure bought this slave, 
‘om Taphos, to attend his board, 

added to his absent lord ;) 

was the wheaten loaves to lay, 

the banquet take the bowls away. 
the rage of hunger was repress'd, 

betakes him to his couch to rest. 
me the night, and darkness cover'd o’er 510 
of things : the winds began to roar ; 
ig storm the watery west wind pours, 
descends in deluges of showers. 
if rest and warmth, Ulysses lies, 

from the first the storm would rise; 
ecessity of coat and cloak, 

1 preface to his host he spoke. 
>, my friends! who this good banquet grace ; 
to play the fool in time and place, 

can oftheir wits the wise beguile, 520 
sage frolic, and the serious smile, 

in merry measures frisk about, 
"ἃ long-repented word bring out. 
e talkative [ now commence, 

st otf the sullen yoke of sense. 
5 strong‘would heaven restore those days !) 
my betters claim’d a share of praise. 
Ienelaus, led forth a band, 

1 me with them (twas their own com- 
id :) 

| ambush for the foe to lay, 530 
‘roy walls by night we took our way: 

d in arms, along the marshes spread, 

the ozier-fringed bank our bed. 
the inclemency of heaven I feel, 
nese shoulders covering, but of steel. 

w the north; snow whitening all the fields 
1 the blast, and gathering glazed our shields: 
but I, well fenced with cloak and vest, 
“d by their ample shields at rest. 


[ was! T left behind my own; 540 


of weather and of winds unknown, 

" to my coat and shield alone ! 
v was wasted more than half the night, 
‘ars faded at approaching light; 

joge’d Ulysses, who was laid 

y side, and shivering thus I said: 

er inthis field I cannot lie; 

Ὁ pinches, and with cold I die, 

shamed (oh wisest of mankind,) 

fool who left his cloak behind. 

ight and answer’d: hardly waking yet, 
his mind a momentary wit 

, which or in council, or in fight, 

he emergence, and determined right.) 
» he cried (soft whispering in my ear,) 
ἃ word, lest any Greek may hear— 


Hear me, companions! (thus aloud he said ;) 
Methinks too distant from the fleet we lic: 

Even now a vision stood before my eye, 560 
And sure the warning vision was from high: 

Let from among us some swift courier rise, 

Haste to the general, and demand supplies. 

Up started Thoas straight, Andramon’s son, 

Nimbly he rose, and cast his garment down; 
Instant, the racer vanish'd off the ground ; 
That instant in his cloak I wrapt me round: 
And safe I slept, till brightly-cawning shone 

The morn conspicuous on her griden throne. 

Oh were my strength as then, as tl en my age! 570 
Some friend would fence me from the winter's rage 
Yet, tatter’d as I look, I challenged then 
The honours and the offices of men: 

Some master, or some servant, would allow 
A cloak and vest—but I am nothing now ! 

Well hast thon spoke (rejoin’d the attentive swain ;) 
Thy lips let fall no idle word or vain! 

Nor garment shalt thou want, nor ought beside, 

Meet for the wandering suppliant to provide. 

But in the morning take thy clothes again, 580 

For here one vest suffices every swain ; 

No change of garments to our hinde is known: 

But when return'd, the good Ulysses’ son 

With better hand shall grace with fit attires 

His guest, and send thee where thy 55 al desires. 
The honest herdsman rose, as this he said, 

And drew before the hearth the stranger’s bed: 

The fleecy spoils of sheep, a goat’s rough hide 

He spreads ; and adds a mantle thick and wide; 

With store to heap above him, and below, 590 

And guard each quarter as the tempests blow. 

There lay the king and all the rest supine ; 

All but the careful master of the swine : 

Forth hasted he to tend his bristly care ; 

Well arm'd, and fenced against nocturnal air ; 

His weighty falchion o'er his shoulder tied ; 

His shaggy cloak a mountain goat supplied: 

With his broad spear, the dread of dogs and men, 

He seeks his lodging in the rocky den. 

There to the tusky herd he bends his way, 600 

Where, screen’d from Boreas, high o’erarch’d they lay 
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ARGUMENT. 
The Return of Telemachus. 


The god jess Mincrva commands Telemachus in ἃ vision 
to return to Ithaca. Pisistratus and he take leave of 
Menelaus, and arrive at Pylos, where they part; and 
Telemachus sets sail, after having received on board 
Theoclymenus the soothsayer. The scene then changes 
to the cottage of Eumwus, who entertains Ulysses 
with a recital of his adventures. In the meantime 
Telemachus arrives on the coast, and sending the 
vesse] to the town, procceds by hiniself to the lodge of 
Eumezus. 


BOOK XV. 


Now had Minerva reach’d those ample plains, 
Famed for the dance, where Menelaiis reigns 
Anxious she flies to great Ulysses’ heir, 

His instant voyage challenged all her care. 
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Reneath the royal portico display’d, 

With Nestor’s son Telemachus was laid ; 

In sleep profound the son of Nestor lies : 

Not thine, Ulysses! Care unseal'd his eyes : 
Restless he grieved, with various fears oppress’d, 
And all thy fortune roll’d within his breast. 
When, © Telemachus! (the goddess said) 
Too Jong in vain, too widely hast thou stray'd, 
Thus leaving careless thy paternal right 

The robber’s prize, the prey to lawless might. 
On fond pursuits neglectful while you roam, 
Fven now the hand of rapine sacks the dome. 
Hence to Atrides; and his leave implore 

To launch thy vessel for thy natal shore : 

Fly while thy mother virtuous yet withstands 


Her kindred’s wishes, and her sire’s commands; 20 


Through both, Eurymachus pursues the dame, 
And with the noblest gifts asserts his claim. 


Hence therefore, while thy stores thy own remain ; 


Thou know’ st the practice of the female train, 
Lost in the children of the present spouse, 
They slight the pledges of their former vows ; 
Their love is always with the lover past; 
Still the succeeding flame expels the last. 
Tet o'er thy house some chosen maid preside, 
Till heaven decrees to bless thee with a bride. 
But now thy more attentive ears incline, 
Observe the warnings of a power divine ; 
For thee their snares the suitor Jords shall lay 
In Samos’ sands, or straits of Ithaca ; 
To seize thy life shall lu-k the murderous band, 
Ere yet thy footsteps press thy native land. 
No—eooner far their riot and their lust 
All-covering earth shall bury deep in dust ! 
Then distant from the scatter’d islands steer, 
Nor let the night retard thy full career ; 
Thy heavenly guardian shall instruct the gales 
To smooth thy passage and supply thy sails ; 
And when at Ithaca thy labour ends, 
Send to the town the vessel with thy friends; 
But seek thou first the master of the swine, 
(For still to thee his loyal thoughts incline ;) 
There pass the night: while he his course pursues 
To bring Penelope the wish'd-for news, 
That thou, safe sailing from the Pylian strand, 
Art come to bless her in thy native Jand. 

Thus spoke the goddess and resumed her flight 
To the pure regions of eterna) light. 
Meanwhile Pisistratus he gently shakes, 


And with these words the slumbering youth awakes. 


Rise, son of Nestor; for the road prepare, 
And join the harness’d coursers to the car 
What cause, he cried, can justify our flight, 
To tempt the dangers of forbidding night ? 
Here wait we rather, till approaching day 


Swift let us measure back the watery way, 
Nor check our speed, impatient of delay. 

If with desire so strong thy bosom glows, 
Ill, said the king, should I thy wish oppose ; 
For oft in others freely I reprove 
The ill-timed efforts of officious love ; 
Who love too much, hate in the like extreme, 
And both the golden mean alike condemn. 8 
Alike he thwarts the hospitable end, 
Who drives the free, or stays the hasty frend ; 
True friendship’s laws are by this rule express‘d, 
Welcome the coming, speed the parting guest. 
Yet stay, my friends, and in your chanot take 
The noblest presents that our love can make ; 
Meantime commit we to our women's care 
Some choice domestic viands to prepare ; 
The traveller, rising from the banquet gay, 
Eludes the labours of the tedious way. 
Then if a wider course shall rather please 
Through spacious Argos and the realms of Greece, 
Atrides in his chariot shall attend; 
Himself thy convoy to each royal friend: 
No prince will let Ulysses’ heir remove 
Without some pledge some monument of Jove: 
These will the caldron, these the tripod give, 


30] From those the well-pair’d mules we shall receive, 


Or bow! emboss’d whose golden figures live. 

To whom the youth, for prudence famed, r- 

plied : 

O monarch, care of heaven! thy people’s pride! 10] 
No friend in Ithaca, my place supplies, 
No powerful hands are there, no watchful eyes 
My stores exposed, and fenceless house demand 
The speediest succour from my guardian hand; 
Lest, in a search too anxious and too vain 


40] Of one lost joy, I loose what yet remain. 


His purpose when the generous warrior heard, 
He charged the household cates to be prepared. 
Now with the dawn, from his adjoining home, 118 
Was Bodethedes Eteoneus come; 

Swift as the word he forms the rising blaze, 
And o'er the coals the smoking fragments lays. 
Meantime the king, his son, and Helen, went 
Where the rich wardrobe breath'd a costly scent 
The king selected from the glittering rows 

A bowl; the prince a silver beaker chose. 

The beauteous queen revolved with careful eves 
Her various textures of unnumber'd dyes, 

And chose the largest ; with no vulgar art | 
Her own fair hands embroider'd every part 
Beneath the rest it lay divinely bright, 

Like radiant Hesper o’cr the gems of night. 
Then with each gift they hasten’d to their guest, 
And thus the king Ulysses’ heir address‘d. 
Since fix'd are thy resolves, may thundering Jove 


Shall prompt our speed, and point the ready way. 60] With happiest omens thy desires approve! 


Nor think of flight before the Spartan king 

Shall bid farewell, and bounteous presents bring ; 
Gifts, which to distant ages safely stored, 

The sacred act of friendship shall record. 


Thus he. But when the dawn bestreak’d the east, 


The king from Helen rose, and sought his guest. 
As soon as his approach the hero knew, 
The spiendid mantle round him first he threw, 
Then o'er his ample shoulders whirl'd the cloak, 
Respectful met the monarch, and bespoke. 

Hail, great Atrides, favour'd of high Jove ! 
Let not thy friends in vain for eence move. 


This silver bowl, whose costly margins shine 
Enchased with gold, this valued gift be thine; 
To me this present, of Vulcanian frame, 1% 
From Sidon’s hospitable monarch came ; 
To thee we now consign the precious load, 
The pride of kings, and labour of a god. 

Then gave the cup, while Megapenthe brougt 
The silver vase with living sculpture wroogbt 
The beauteous queen, advancing next, displsy'd 


Accept, dear youth, this monument of love, 
Long siace, in better days, by Helen wove: 


70 LA shining vei), and thus endearing said. 
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1 thy mother’s care the vesture lay, 140| He said ; and, bending o'er his chariot, flung 

>k thy bride, and grace the nuptial day. Athwart the fiery steeds the smarting thong ; 

ime may’st thou with happiest speed regain |The bounding shafts upon the harness play, 

ately palace, and thy wide domain. Till night descending intercepts the way 

said, and gave the veil; with grateful look !To Diocles at Phera they repair, 210 
‘ince the variegated present took. Whose boasted sire was sacred Alpheus’ heir ; 

ow, when through the royal dome they pass’d,| With him all night the youthful strangers βία γ᾽ ἃ, 

ἢ a throne the king each stranger placed. Nor found the hospitable rites unpaid. 

len ewer the attendant damsel brings, But soon as morning from her orient bed 

e with water from the crystal springs ; Had tinged the mountains with her earliest red, 
‘opious streams the shining vase supplies 150} They join’d the steeds, and on the chariot sprung, 

Ὑ laver of capacious size. The brazen portals in their passage rung. 

wash. The tables in fair order spread, To Pylos soon they came: when thus begun 
ittering canisters are crown'd with bread ; To Nestor’s heir Ulysses’ godlike son: 

: of various kinds allure the taste, Let not Pisistratus in yain be press’d, 22 
vicest sort and savour ; rich repast! Nor unconsenting hear his friend's request ; 

. Eteoneus portions out the shares, His friend by long hereditary claim, 

3’ son the purple draught prepares. ἴῃ toils his equal, and in years the same. 

ow (each sated with the genial feast, No farther from our vessel, I implore, 

1e short rage of thirst and hunger ceased) The coursers drive ; but lash them to the shore. 

s’ son, with his illustrious friend, 160, Too long thy father would his friend detain ; 

orses join, the polish'’d car ascend I dread his proffer’d kindness urged in vain. 

the court the fiery steeds reLound, The hero paused and ponder’d this request, 

Ι6 wide portal echoes to the sound. While love and duty warr’d within his breast. 

ng precedes; a bow! with fragrant wine At length resolved, he turn’d his ready hand, 9290 
on destined to the powers divine) And Jash’d his panting courcers to the strand. 


ht hand held: before the stecds he stands, | There, while within the poop with care he stored 
mix’d with prayers, he utters these com- |The regal presents of the Spartan lord, 


mands. With speed begone (said he ;) call every mate, 
well, and prosper, youths! let Nestor know | Ere yet to Nestor J the tale relate : 

grateful thoughts still in this bosom glow, *Tis true, the fervour of his generous heart 

.the proofs of his paternal care, 170, Brooks no repulse, nor couldst thou soon depart : 
rh the long dangers of the ten years war. Himself will seek thee here, nor wilt thou find 
οὐδὲ not our report (the prince rejoin’d) In words alone, the Pylian monarch kind. 

the virtues of thy generous mind. But when, arrived, he thy return shall know, 240 
h! return'd might we Ulysses meet! How will his breast with honest fury glow ! 

1 thy presents show, thy words repeat : This said, the sounding strokes his horses fire, 
vill each speech his grateful wonder raise ! And soon he reach’d the palace of his sire. 
villeach gift indulge us in thy praise ! Now (cried Telemachus) with speedy care 

ce ended thus the prince, when on the right | Hoist every sail, and every oar prepare. 

ced the bird of Jove: anspicious sight ! Swift as the word his willing mates obey, 

white fowl his clinching talons bore, 180] And seize their seats, impatient for the sea. 

‘are domestic pamper’d at the floor. Meantime the prince with sacrifice adores 

its in vain with threatening cries pursue, Minerva, and her guardian aid implores ; 

mn speed the bird majestic flew When lo! a wretch ran breathless to the shore, 250 
»xter to the car: the prospcrous sight New from his crime, and reeking yet with gore. 
2very breast with wonder and delight. A seer he was, from great Melampus sprung, 
Nestor’s son the cheerful silence broke, Melampus, who in Pylos flourish’d Jong, 

i these words the Spartan chief bespoke. Till, urged by wrongs, a foreign realm he chose, 
to us the gods these omens send, Far from the hateful cause of all his woes. 

Ἐ peculiar to thyself portend? Neleus his treasures one long year detains ; 

Ist yet the monarch paused, with doubts op- | As long he groan’d in Philacus’s chains : 

press'd, 190] Meantime what anguish and what rage combined, 


‘auteous queen relieved his labouring breast. | For lovely Pero rack’d his labouring mind! 
r me, she cried, to whom the gods have given | Yet 'scaped he death ; and vengeful of his wrong 


d this sign, the mystic sense of heaven To Pylos drove the lowing herds along ; 261 
4 the plumy sovereign of the air Then (Neleus vanquish’d, and consign’d the fair 
1 the mountain’s brow his callow care, To Bias’ arms) he sought a foreign air; 
ander’d through the wide ethereal way Argos the rich for his retreat he chose, 
ir his wrath on yon luxurious prey ; There form’d his empire ; there his palace roee. 
ll thy godlike father, toss’d in vain From him Antiphates and Mantius came : 
zh all the dangers of the boundless main The first begot Oicleus great in fame, 
(or is perchance already come) 400] And he Amphiaraus, immortal name! 
slaughter'd gluttons to release the dome. The people’s saviour and divinely wise, 
if this promised bliss by thundering Jove Beloved by Jove, and him who gilds the skies; 270 
ince replied) stand fix’d in fate above, Yet short his date of life! by female pride he dies. 
6, as to some god, I'll temples raise, From Mantius Clitus, whom Aurora’s love 
rown thy altars with the costly blaze. Snatch'd for his beauty to the thrones above; 


21 
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And Polyphides, on whom Phasbua shone 
With faliest rays, Ainphiaraus now gone: 
In Hy peresia’s groves he made abode, 
And taught manhind the counsels of the god. 
From hin spring Theoclymenus, who found 
(The sacred wine yet foaming on the ground) 
Telemact:is: whom,as to heaven he press’d 
ἔπ ardent vows, the stranger thus address’d: 
Othou! That dost thy happy course prepare 
With pure dibations and with solemn prayer ; 
By that dread power to whom thy vows are paid; 
By all the lives of these ; thy own dear head, 
Declare sincerely to no foe's demand 
Thy name, thy lineage, and paternal land. 
Prepare then, said Teletmichus, to know 
A tale from fulschood free, not free from woe. 
From Ithaca, of royal birth 1 came, 
And great Ulysses (ever honour’d name !) 
Was once my sire, though now for ever lost, 
Ta Stygian givom he glides a pensive ghost! 
Whose fate inquiring through the world we rove ; 
The last, the wretched proof of filial love. 
The stranger then. Nor shall Taught conceal, 
But the dire secret of my fate reveal. 
Of my own tribe an Argive wretch I slew ; 
Whose powertul friends the luckless deed pursue 
With uuretenting race, and force from home 
The blood-stain ¢ exile, ever dooin'd to roam. 
But beer, of bear me o’er yon azure flood : 
Receive the supphant! spare my destined blood! 
Stranger (replied the prince) securely rest 
Affianced in our faith , henceforth our guest. 
Thus affable Ulysses godlike heir 
Takes from the stranger's hand the glittering spear: 
He climbs the ship, ascends the stern with haste, 
And by his side the guest aecepted placed. 
The chief his orders gives; the obedient band 
With due observance wait the chief's command ; 
With speed the mast they rear, with speed unbind 
The spacious sLect, and stretch it to the wind. 
Minerva calls: the ready gales obey 
With rapid speed to whirl them o'er the sea. 
Crunus they pass'd, next Chalcis roll’d away, 
When thickenmng darkness closed the doubtful day : 
The silver Phea’s glittering rills they lost 
And shimin'd along by Elis sacred coast. 


Then cautrows through the rocky reaches wind, 320| With Climene, her youngest daughter, bred, 


And, turning sudden, shun the death design’d, 

Meantime the king, Famaus, and the rest, 
Sate in the cattage, at their rural feast : 

The banquct prss'd, and satiate every man, 
To try his host, Ulysses thas began. 

Yet one night more, my friends, indulge your guest 
The last I purpose in your walls to rest: 
To-morrow for myself I niust provide, 

And only ask your counsel and a guide ; 
Patient to roain the street, by hunger led, 
And bless the friendly hand that gives me bread. 
There in Ulysses’ roof I may relate 

Ulysses’ wanderings to his royal mate 

Or, mingling with the suitors’ haughty train, 
Not undeserving, some support obtain. 
Hermes to me his various gifts imparts 

n of industry and manual arts: 

can with me in dextrous works contend, 
pyre to build, the stubborn oak to rend; 
am the tasteful viand o'er the flame, 

the goblet with a purple etream. 
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290 With genial gifts, and change of fair atures, 


300: To such a man since harbour you a‘Tord, 


310: Torn from his offspring in the eve of life, 


330] My present labours food and drink procure, 


(Boox XY 


Snch are the tasks of men of mean estate 

Whom foitune dooms to serve the rich and great. 
Alas! (Eumzus with a sigh rejoin’d) 

How sprung a thought so moustrous in thy mind? 

If on that godiess race thou would'st attend, 

Fate owes thee sure a miserable end ! 


280 Their wrongs and blasphemices ascend the sky, 


And pull descending vengeance from on high 

Not such, my friend, the servants of their fvast, 3% 
A blooming train in rich embroidery dress‘d, 

With earth's whole tribute the bright table bends, 
And smiling round eelestial youth attends. 

Stay then: no eye askance beholds thee here 
Sweet is thy converse to each social ear. 

Well pleased, and pleasing, in our cottage rest, 
Till good Telemachus accepts his guest. 


And gafe conveys thee where thy sou} desires. 
To him the man of woes. O gracious Jove! 

Reward this stranger's hospitable love, 

Who knows the son of sorrow to relieve, 

Cheers the sad heart, nor lets affliction gneve. 

Of all the ills unhappy mortals know, 

A life of wanderings is the greatest woe : 

On all their weary ways wait care and pain, 

And pine and penury, a meagre train. 


Relate the farther fortunes of your lord ; 
What cares his mother’s tender breast engage, 0 
And sire, forsaken on the verge of age ; 
Beneath the sun prolong they yet their breath? 
Or range the house of darkness and of death? 
To whom the swain. Attend what you inquire: 
Laertes lives, the miserable sire, 
Lives, but implores of every power to lay 
The burden down, and wishes for the day. 


Torn from the embrices of his tender wife, 
Sole, and all comfortless, he wastes away 
Old age, untimely posting cre his day. 

She too, sad mother! for Ulysses lost 

Pined out her bloom, and vanish’d to a ghost. 
(So dire a fate, ye righteous gods! avert, 
From every friendly, every fecling heart !) 
While yet she was, though clouded o'er with grief, 
Hler pleasing converse minister’d relicf : 


0 


One roof contain'd us, and one table fed. 

But when the softly stealing pace of time, 
Crept on from childhood into youthful prime, 
To Samos’ isle she sent the wedded fair; 
Me to the fields to tend the rural care ; 
Array'd in garments her own hands had wore, 
Nor less the darling otyect of her love. 

Her hapless death my brighter days o’ercast, 
Yet providence deserts me not at last ; 


3% 


And more, the pleasure to relieve the poor. 
Small is the comfort from the queen to hear 
Unwelcome news, or vex the royal ear; 
Blank and discountenanced the servants st 
Nor dare to question where the proud command: 
No profit springs beneath usurping powers; 
Want feeds not there, where luxury devours; 
Nor harbours charity where riot reigns : 
Proud are the lords, and wretched are the swai 
The suffering chief at this began to melt ; 
And, oh Eumcxus! thou (he cries) hast felt 
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ite of fortune too ! her crucl hand 410) She then proceeds: Now let our compact made 

"d thee an infant from thy native land! Be nor by signal nor by word betray'd, 

‘d from thy parents’ arms, thy parents’ {Nor near me any of your crew descried, 
eyes, By road frequented, or by fountain side. 480 
ly wants! a man of miseries ! Be silence still our guard. The monarch's spies 
hole sad story, from its first, declare: (For watchful aid is ready to surmise) 

se fair city by the rage of war, Are still at hand; and this, reveal’d, must be 

once thy parents dwelt? or did they keep, Death to yourselves, eterna] chains to me. 

dler life, the lowing herds and sheep ? Your vessel loaded, and your traffic past, 

perhapa, to tend the fleecy train, Dispatch a wary messenger with haste ; 

irates seized, and shipp’d thee o'er the main ?| Then gold and costly treasures will 1 bring, 

1 ἃ fair prize to grace some prince's board, And more, the infant offspring of the king. 

orthy purchase of'a foreign lord. 421 | Him, child-like wandering forth, I lead away 

Ἢ my fortunes can delight my friend, (A noble prize!) and to your ship convey. 490 
r fruitful of events attend : Thus spoke the dame, and homeward took the 
r's sorrow may thy ear enjoy, road. 

ine the lengthen’d intervals employ. A year they traffic, and their vessel load. 

ights the now declining year bestows ; Their stores complete, and ready now to weigh, 

we consecrate to soft repose, A spy was sent their summons to convey: 

in pleasing talk we entertain ; An artist to my father’s palace came, 

+ much rest itself becomes a pain. With gold and amber chains, elaborate frame : 

sc, whom sleep invites, the call obey, 4930 Each female eye the glittering links employ; 

ares resuming with the dawning day : They turn, review, and cheapen every toy. 

t us feast, and to the feast be join’d He took the occasion, as they stood intent, 

rse, the sweeter banquet of the mind; Gave her the sign and to his verse] went. 500 
‘ the series of our lives, and taste She straizht pursued, and seized my willing arm ; 
rlancholy joy of evils past: I follow'd smiling, innocent of harm. 

who much has suffer’d, much will know; Three golden goblets in the porch she found, 

cased remembrance builds delight on woe. _‘| (The guest not enter’d, but the table crown'd 1) 

‘e Ortygia lies an isle of fame, Hid in her fraudful bosom these she bore : 

ice remote, and Syria iz the name, Now set the sun, and darken’d all the shore 

curions eyes, inscribed with wonder, trace 440| Arriving then, where tilting on the tides 

n’s diurnal, and his annual race ;) Prepared to launch the freighted vessel rides, 

ge, but fruitful; stored with grass, to keep Aboard they heave us, mount their decks, and sweep 
lowing oxen and the bleating sheep ; With level oar along the grassy deep. 510 
ping hills the mantling vines adorn, Six calmy days, and six smooth nights we sail, 

‘rich valleys wave with golden corn. And constant Jove supplied the gentle gale. 

1t, no famine, the glad natives know, The seventh, the fraudful wretch (no cause de- 
ik by sickness to the shades below; scried,) 

ena length of years unnerves the strong, Touch'd by Diana's vengeful arrow, died. 

comes, and Cynthia comes along. Down dropp'd the caitiff-coree, a worthless load, 
end the silver bow with tender skill, 450] Down to the deep; there roll'd, the future food 

aid of pain, the silent arrows kill. Of fierce sea-wolves, and monsters of the flood. 

jual tribes this fertile Jand divide, An helpless infant I remain'd behind ; 

two fair cities rise with equal pride. Thence borne to Ithaca by wave and wind ; 

h in constant peace one prince obey, Sold to Laértes by divine command, 520 
enius there, my father, holds the sway. And now adopted to a foreign land. 

ed, it seems, with toys of every sort To him the king. Reciting thus thy cares, 

of Sidon anchor’d in our port; My secret sou! in all thy sorrow shares ; 

me it chanced the palace entertain’d, But one choice blessing (such 1s Jove’s high will) 

in rich works, a woman of their land: Has sweeten'd all thy bitter dranght of ill: 

‘mph, where anchor'd the Phoenician train, | Torn from thy country to no hapless end, 

ἢ her robes descending to the main, 461] The gods have, in a master, given a friend. 

ith tongued sailor won her to his mind; Whatever frugal nature needs is thine 

ve deceives the best of womankind.) (For she needs little,) daily bread and wine. ° 

en trust from sudden Jiking grew; While 1, 80 many wandcrings past, and woce, 530 
d her name, her race, and all she knew. Live but on what thy poverty bestows. 

he cried) from glorious Sidon came, So pass'd in pleasing dialogue away 

ier Arybas of wealthy fame: The night ; then down to short repose they lay ; 
itch'd by pirates from my native place. Till radiant rose the messenger of day. 

phians sold me to this man’s embrace. While in the port of Ithaca the band 

5 then (the false designing youth replied,) 470| Of young Telemachus approach’d the land : 

o thy country: love shall be thy guide: Their sails they looscd, they lash’d the mast aside, 

o thy father’s house, thy father's breast ; And cast their anchors, and the cables tied : 

Ι he lives, and lives with riches blesa’d. Then on the breezy shore descending, join 

ear first (she cried) ye sailors! to restore In grateful banquet o’er the rosy wine. 

th in safety to her native shore.” When thus the prince: Now each his course pursue ; 


3 she ask’d, the ready sailors swore. I to the fields, and to the city you. 
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Long absent hence, 1 dedicate this day 

My swains to visit, and the works survey. 

Expect me with the morn, to pay the skies 

Our debt of safe return in feast and sacrifice. 
Then Theoclymenus. But who shall lend, 

Meantime protection to thy stranger friend 7 

Straight to the queen and palace shall I fly, 

Or yet more distant, to some lord apply ? 
The prince. Renown'd in days of yore 

Has stood our father’s hospitable door ; 

No other roof a stranger should receive, 

Nor other hands than ours the welcome give. 

But in my absence riot fills the place, 

Nor bears the modest queen a stranger's face ; 

From noiseful revel far remote she flies, 

But rarely seen, or seen with weeping eyes. 

No—let Eurymachus receive my guest, 

Of nature courteous, and by far the best ; 

He woos the queen with more respectful flame, 

And emulates her former husband's fame : 

With what success, ‘tis Juve’s alone to know, 

And the hoped nuptials turn to joy or woe. 
Thus speaking, on the right up-soar'd in air 

The hawk, Apollo's swift-wing'd messenger : 

His deathful pounces tore a trembling dove ; 

The clotted feathers, scatter'd from above, 

Between the hero and the vessel pour 
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BOOK XVI. 
Soon as the morning blush'd along the plains, 
Ulysses and the monarch of the swains, 
Awake the sleeping fires, their meal prepare, 
And forth to pasture send the bristly care. 
The prince's near approach the dogs descry, 


550) And fawning round his fect confess their joy. 


Their gentile blandishment the king survey'd, 
Heard his resounding step, and instant said : 

Some well-known friend (Eumzxus} bends this way: 
His steps I bear; the dogs familiar play. ν 
While yet he spoke, the prince advancing drew 

Nigh to the Jodge, and now appcar’d in view. 
Transported from his seat Eumzus sprung, 
Dropp'd the full bowl], and round his bosom hang; 
Kissing his cheek, his hand, while from his eye 


560|The tears rain'd copious in a shower of Joy. 


As some fond sire who ten long winters grieves, 
From foreign climes an only son receives 
(Child of his age,) with strong paternal joy 
Forward he springs, and clasps the favourite boy: 30 
So round the youth his arms Eumzus spread, 
As if the grave had given him from the dead. 

And is it thou? my ever dear delight ! 
Oh art thou come to bless my longing sight! 
Never, I never hoped to view this day, 


Thick plumage, mingled with a sanguine shower. 570|When o’er the waves you plough’d the desperate 


The observing augur took the prince aside, 
Seized by the hand, and thus, prophetic, cried : 
Yon bird that dexter cuts the a’rial road, 

Rose ominous, nor thes without a god: 
No race but thine shail Ithaca obey, 
To thine for aves, heaven decrees the sway. 

Succeed the omens, gods! (the youth rejoin’d 3) 
Soon shall my bounties speak a grateful mind, 
And soon each envied happiness attend 


The man, who calls Telemachus his friend. 530 


Then to Peirnus—Thou whom time has proved 

A faithful servant, by thy prince beloved ! 

Till we returning shall our gnest demand, 

Accept this charge with honour at our hand. 
To this Peirzus: Joyful I obey, 

Well plessed the hospitable rites to pay. 

Tho presence of thy guest shall best reward 

(If long thy stay) the absence of my Jord. 


With that, their anchors he commands to weigh, 
590 For me this house shall find an humbler place; 


Mount the tall bark, and launch into the sea. 

All, with obedient haste, forsake the shores, 

An! placed in order, spread their equal oars. 
Then trom the deck the prince his sandals takes ; 
Poised in his hand the pointed javelin shakes. 
They part; while, lessening from the hero's view, 
Swift to the town the well-row’d galley flew: 
The hero trod the margin of the main, 

And reach’d the mausion of his faithful swain. 


BROOK XVI. 


ARGUMENT. 
The Discocery of Ulysses to Telemachus. 


way. 
Enter, my child! Beyond my hopes restored, 
O give these eyes to feast upon their lord. 
Enter, oh seldom seen! for lawless powers 
Too much detain thee from these sylvan bowers. 0 
The prince replied. Eumzus, I obey : 
To seek thee, friend, I hither took my way. 
But say, if in the court the queen reside 
Severely chaste, or if commenced a bride ? 
Thus he ; and thus the monarch of the swains: 
Severely chaste Penelope remains ; 
But, lost to every joy, she wastes the day 
In tedious cares, and weeps the night away. 
He ended, and (receiving as they pass 
The javelin, pointed with a star of brass,) 0 
They reach’d the dome; the dome with marble 
shined ; 
His seat Ulysses to the prince resign’d. 
Not so—(exclaim’d the prince, with decent grace) 


To usurp the honours due to silver hairs 
And reverend strangers, modest youth forbears. 
Instant the swain the spoils of beasts supplies, 
And bids the rural throne with oziers rise. 
There sate the prince: the feast Eumaus spread, 
And heap'd the shining canisters with bread. 8) 
Thick o’er the board the plenteous viands lay, 
The frugal remnants of the former day. 
Then in a bowl he tempers generous wines, 
Around whose verge a mimic ivy twines 
And now, the rage of thirst and hunger fled, 
Thus young Ulysses to Eumzus said : 

Whence, father, from what shore this stranger, sy! 
What vessel bore him o’er the watery way? 
To human step our land impervious lies, 


Telemachis arziving at the lodge of Enmeus, sends hi 
° * ~ = ’ m * . 
10. catry Penclop: the news ef his return. Minerva And round the coast circumfluent oceans rise. 98) 


umwaring to Ulysses, conmands him to discover him.| 186 swain returns. A tale of sorrows hear: 
selfto his son. The princes, who had lain in ambush In spacions Crete he drew his natal air; 

[0 intercept Telenachus in his way, their project( Long doom’d to wander o’er the land and mam, 
deing defeated, return to haca, Yor heaven baa wore his thread of life with paif 
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thless ’kcaping to the land he flew 
respot mariners, a murderous crew. 
ny eon, the suppliant | resign ; 

n my protection, grant him thine. 


isk, he cries, thy virtue gives thy friend, 


» aid, unable to defend. 

vers safely in the court reside, 
swell’d insolence of lust and pride 1 
safe: the queen in doubt to wed, 

i¢ honours to the nuptial bed ? 

he weds regardless of her fame, 
ic mighty Ulyssean name: 

stranger! frum our grace receive 
ours as befit a prince to give ; 
ι sword and robes, respect to prove, 
to sail with ornaments of love: 

thy guest amid the rural train, 
the court, from danger far, detain. 
with food the hungry to supply, 

e the naked from the inclement sky. 
If in safety from the suitors’ wrongs, 
ude insults of ungovern'd tongues, 
dst thou suiler, powerless to relieve, 
10] ἃ it, and can only grieve. 
encompass’d by an hostile train, 
τ᾿ by numbers, is but brave in vain. 
mn, while anger in his bosom glows, 
nth replies the man of mighty woes: 


ince mild is deign'd, permit my tongue 


» pity and resent thy wrong. 
weeps blood to see a soul so brave 
xe insolence of power a alave. 


e, dest thon, prince, dost thon behold, 


their midnight revels uncontroll’d ὦ 
1y subjects in bold faction rise, 
in fabled oracles advise ? 


’ brothers, who should aid thy power, 


san deserters in the needful hour? 
‘ere from great Ulysses sprung, 


exe wither'd nerves like thine were strung! 
ns! might he return! and svon appear 


I trust; a hero seorns despair :) 
return, 1 yield my life a prey 

yet foe, if that avencing day 

4r Jast; but should I lose my life 

by numbers in the glorious strife, 
he nobler pirt, and yield my breath, 
in bear dishonour worse than death ; 
the hand of violence invade 

end stranger and the spotless maid ἢ 


the wealth of hings consumed in waste, 


cards revel, and the gluttons feast. 

», with anger flashing from his eye» 
ie youthful hero made reply: 

ed in fictious arms my subjects rise, 
3 in fabled orales advise: 


1y brothers, who should aid my power, 


ean deserters in the needful hour. 


boast no brother; heaven’s dread king 
n our stock an only branch to spring: 


frtes reien’d Arcesius’ heir, 
ysses drew the vital air; 

ne the bed connubial graced, 
wd offspring ofa sire unbless'’d ! 


hbouring realm, conducive to our woe, 


ἢ her peers, and every peer a foe: 
proud Samos and Dalichinm fills, 


Zaciuth crown’'d with shady hulls, 


Even Ithaca and all her Jords invade 
The imperial sceptre, and the regal bed. 
The queen averse to love, yet awed by power, 
Seems half'to yield, yet tlies the bridal hour: 
Meantime their licence uncontroll’d I bear; 
Even now they envy me the vital air: 
But heaven will sure revenge, and gods there are. 
But go, Eumzus! to the queen impart 140 
Our safe return, and ease a mother's heart. 
Yet secret go: for numerous are my foes, 
And here at least I may in peace repose. 
To whom the swain. 1 hear, and I obey: 
But old Laértes weeps his life away, 
And deems thee lost: shall I my speed employ 
To bless his age, a messenger of joy ? 
The mournful hour that tore his son away, 
Sent the sad sire in solitude to stray : 
Yet busied with his slaves, to ease his woe, 150 
He drees'd the vine, and bade the garden blow, 
Nor food nor wine refused : but since the day 
That you to Pylos plongh’d the watery way, 
Nor wine nor food he tastes: but sunk in woes, 
Wild springs the vine, no more the garden blows : 
Shut from the walks of men, to pleasure lost, 
Pensive and pale he wanders, half a ghost. 
Wretched old man! (with tears the prince returns) 
Yet cease to go—what tnan so bless’d but mourns? 
Were every wish indulged by favouring skies, 160 
This hour would give Ulysses to my eyes. 
But to the queen with speed despatchful bear 
Our aafe return, and back with speed repair ; 
And let some handmaid of her train resort 
To good Laértes in his rural court. 
While yet he spoke, impatient of delay, 
He braced his sandals on, and strode away: 
Then from the heavens the martial goddess flies, 
Through the wide fields of air and cleaves the skics: 
In form, a virgin in soft beauty’s bloom, 170 
Skill'd in the illustrious labours of the loom. 
Alone to Ithaca she stood display'd, 
Rut unapparent as a viewless shade 
Escaped ‘Telemachus : (the powers above, 
Scen or unseen, o'er earth at pleasure move ;) 
The dogs intelligent confess'd the tread 
Of power divine, and howling, trembling, fled. 
The goddess, beckoning, waves her deathless hands: 
Dauntless the king before the goddess stands. 
Then why (she said) O favour'd of the skies, 180 
Why to thy godlike son this long disguise ? 
Stand forth reveal'd ; with him thy cares employ 
Against thy foes; be valiant and destroy - 
Lo! I descend in that avenging hour, 
To combat by thy side, thy guardian power. 
She said, and o'er him waves her wand of gold ; 
Imperial robes his manly limbs infold ; 
At once with grace divine his form improves, 
At once with majesty enlarged he moves ; 
Youth flush’d his reddening cheek, and from his 
brows 
A length of hair in suble ringlets flows ; 191 
His blackening chin receives a deeper shade; 
Then from his eyes upsprung the warrior maid 
The hero re-ascends : the prince o’crawed 
Searce lifts his eyes, and bowe as to a god. 
Then with surprise (surprise chastised with fears) 
How art thou changed ! (he cried}—a god appears! 
Far other vests thy limbs majestic grace, 


Far other glories lightea from thy face’ 
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If heaven be thy abode, with pious care 

Lo! [ the ready sacritice prepare: 

Lo! gifts of labour'd gold adorn thy shrine 
To win thy grace: © save us power divine. 

Few are my days, Ulysses made reply, 

Nor I, alas! descendant of the sky. 

Tam thy father. O my son! my gon! 

That father, for whose sake thy days have run 
One scene of woe: to endless cares consign'd, 
And outraged by the wrongs of base mankind. | 

Then mshing to his arms, he hiss'd his boy 210 
With the strong raptures of a parent's joy. 
Tears bathe his cheek, and tears the ground bedew : | 
He strain’d him close, as to his breast he grew. 

(Ah me! exclaims the prince with fond desire) 
Thou art not—no, thou canst not be my sire. 
Heaven such illusion only can impose, 

By the filse joy to aggravate my woes 

Who but a god can change the general doom, 
And give to wither'd age a youthful bloom. 

Late, worn with years, in weeds obscene you trod ; 
Now, cloth'd in majesty, you move a god! 221 
Forbear, he cried: for heaven reserve that name, 

Give to thy father bot a father’s claim 

Other Ulysses shalt thou never see, 

Tam Ulysses, I, my son, am he. 

Twice ten sad years o'er earth and ocean tost, 
Τί given at length to view my native coast. 
Pallas, unconquer'd maid, my frame surrounds 
With grace divine; her power admits no bounds; 
She o'er my limbs old aze and wrinkles shed; 
Now strong as youth, magnificent I tread. 
The gods with ease frail nan depress or raise, 
Exalt the lowly, or the proud debase. 

He spoke, and sate, The prince with transport flew, 
Hung round his neck, while tears his cheek bedew : 
Nor less the futher pour'd a social flood: 

They wept abundant, and they wept aloud. 

As the bold eagle with tieroe sorrow stung, 

Or parent vulture, mourns her ravish’d young; 
They cry, they scream, their unfledged brood a prey 
To some rude churl, and borne by stealth away : 241 
So they aloud: and tears in tides had run, 

Their grief unfinish'd with the setting sun ; 

But checking the full torrent in its flow, 

The prince thus interrupts the solemn woe, 

What ship transported thee, O father, say, 

And what bless’d hands have var'd thee on the way? 

All, all (Ulysses instant made reply) 
I tell thee all, my child, my only joy! 
Phxacians bore me to the port assign'd, 
A nation ever to the stranger kind; 
Wrapp’d in the embrace of sleep, the faithful train 
O'er seas convey'd me to my native reign: 
Embroider’d vestures, gold, and brass, are laid 
Conceal'd in caverns in the sylvan shade. 
Hither, intent the rival route to slay, 

And plan the scene of death, I bend my way: 
So Pallas wills—but thou, my son, explhiin 

The names and numbers of the audacious train ; 
Tis mine to judge if better to employ 

Assistant force, or singly to destroy. 

O'er earth (returns the prince) resounds thy name, 
Thy well-tried wisdom, and thy martial fame, 

Yet at thy words I start, in wonder lost: 
Can we engage, not deeads, but an ‘host ? 
Can we alone in furious battle stand, 
Against that numerous and determined band. 
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200! Hear then their numbers; from Dulichium came 


Twice twenty-six, all peers of mighty name; 

Six are their menial train : twice twelve the boast Ὁ 
Of Samos: twenty from Zacynthus” coast; 

And twelve onr country’s pride ; to thesd”beiong 
Medon and Phemius skill'd in heavenly song. 
Two sewers from day to day the revels wait, 
Exact of taste, and serve the feast in state. 

With such a fue the unequal fight to try, 

Were by false courage ucrevenged to die. 

Then what assistant powers you boast, relate, 


|Ere yet we mingle in the stern dente. 


Mark well my voice, Ulysses straight repties; 
What need of aids, if favour'd by the skies ? 
If shielded to the dreadful fight we move, 
By mighty Pallas, and by thundering Jove? 
Sutficient they (Telemachus rejoin’d) 
Against the banded powers of all mankind: 
They, high enthroned above the rolling clouds, 
Wither the strength of nan, and awe the gods. 
Such aids expect, he cries, when strong ia 
might 
We rise terrific to the task of fight. 
But thou, when morn salutes the δι για] plain, 330 
The court revisit and the lawless train: 
Me thither in disgnise Eumzus leads, 
An aged medicant in tatter’d weeds. 
There, if base scorn insult my reverend age, 
Bear it, my son! repress thy rising rage. 
If outraged, cease that outrage to repel: 
Bear it, my son! howe’er thy heart rebel. 
Yet strive by prayer and counsel to restrain 
Their lawless insults, though thou strive in vain; 
For wicked ears are deaf to wisdum’s call, ἂν 
And vengeance strikes whom heaven bas doom'd 
to fall, 
Once more attend ; when she* whose power inspires 
The thinking mind, my soul to vengeance fires; 
I give the sign; that instant, from beneath, 
Aloft convey the instruments of death, 
Armour and arms; and if mistrust arise, 
Thus veil the truth in plausible disguise ; 
“ These glittering weapons, ere he sail'd to Trey, 
Ulysses view'd with stern heroic joy ; 
Then, beaming o'er the illumined wall they shone; 
Now dust dishonours, all their lustre gone. 3] 
I bear them hence (so Jove my soul inspires,) 
From the pollution of the fuming fires ; 
Lest when the bow! inflames, in vengeful mood 
Ye rush to arms, and stazin the feast with blood: 
Oft ready swords in luckless hour incite 
The hand of wrath, and arm it for the fight.” 
Such be the plea, and by the plea deceive; 
For Jove infatuates all, and all believe. 
Yet leave for each of us a sword to wield, 
A pointed javelin, and a fencefil shield. 
But by my blood that in thy bosom glows, 
By that regard a son his father owes ; 
The secret, that thy father lives, retain 
Lock’d in thy bosom from the household train: 
Hide it from all; even from Eumzus hide, 
From my dear father, and my dearer bride. 
One care rem:ins, to note te loyal few 
Whose faith yet lasts among the menial crew; 
And noting, ere we rise in vengeance, prove 
Who loves his prince ; for sure you merit love. 
er ee 
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whom the youth: To emulate I aim And give the palace to the queen a dower, 

rave and wise, and my great father’s fame. Or him she blesses in the bridal hour. 

consider, since the wisest crr, But if submissive you resign the sway, 

ance resolved, ‘tis dangerous to defer. Slaves to a boy, go, flatter and obey. 

length of time must we consumc in yain, Retire we instant to our native reign, 

irious to explore the menial train ? Nor be the wealth of kings consumed in vain! 

the proud foes, industrious to destroy Then wed whom choice approves; the queen be given 
‘ealth in riot, the delay enjoy. To some blest prince, the prince decrced by heaven. 
: it in this exigence alone 340; Abash’d, the suitor train his voice attends ; 

rk the damsels that attend the throne: Till from his throne Amphinomus ascends, 

sed the youth reside ; their faith to prove Who o’er Dulichium stretch'd his spacious reign, 410 
rants henceforth, if thou hast spoke from Jove.| A land of plenty, bless'd with every grain ; 

le in debate they waste their hours away, Chief of the numbers who the queen address’d, 
isociates of the prince repass’d the bay ; And though displeasing, yet displeasing least : 

peed they guide the vessel to the shores; Soft were his words! his actions wisdom sway’d; 
‘peed debarking, land the naval stores: Graceful awhile he paused, then mildly said: 

faithful to their charge, to Clytius bear, O friends, forbear! and be the thought withstood ! 
ust the presents to his friendly care. "Tis horrible to shed imperial blood ! 

o the quecn a herald flies to impart 350} Consult we first the all-seeing powers above, 

n's return, and ease a parent's heart; And the sure oracles of righteous Jove. 

sad prey to ever-musing cares, If they assent, even by this hand he dies ; 42 
ἼεΓ destroy what time awhile forbears. if they forbid, I war not with the skies. 

uncautious herald with impatience burns, He said : the rival train his voice approved, 

‘tes aloud; Thy son, ol: queen, returns; And rising instant to the palace moved. 

1s sage approach'd the imperial throne, Arrived, with wild tumultuous noise they sate, 
eath'd his mandate to her ear alone, Recumbent on the shining thrones of state. 

neasured back the way.—The suitor band, Then Medon conscious of their dire debates, 

Ὁ the soul, abash'd, confounded stand: The murderous counsel to the queen relates. 

suing from the dome, before the gate, 360} Touch'd at the dreadful story she descends ; 

louded looks, a pale assembly sate. Her hasty steps a damsel train attends. 

mngth urymachus. Our hopes are vain; Full where the dome its shining valves expands, 430 
ichus in triumph sails the main. Sudden before the rival powers she stands ; 


rear the mast, the swelling shroud display; | And veiling decent, with a modest shade, 
to our ambush‘d friends the news convey ! Her cheek, indignant to Antinoiis said: 
ce had he spoke, when, turning to the strand,| O void of faith; of all bad men the worst ; 


nomus survey'd the associate band ; Renown’d for wisdom, by the abuse accursed ; 

the bay within the winding shores Mistaking Fame proclaims thy generous mind ; 
ather'd sails they stood, and lifted oars. Thy deeds denote thee of the basest kind. 

ds ! he cried, elate with rising joy, $70| Wretch! to destroy a prince that friendship gives, 
the port secure the vessel fly ! While in his guest his murderer he receives ; 

rod has told them, or themselves survey Nor dread superior Jove, to whom belong 440 
ik escaped ; and measure back their way. The cause of suppliants, and revenge of wrong. 

t at the word descending to the shores, Hast thou forgot (ingrateful as thou art) 

noor the vessel and unlade the stores: Who saved thy father with a friendly part ? 
noving from the strand, apart they sate, Lawless he ravaged with his martial powers 

ll and frequent form’d a dire debate. The Taphian pirates on Thesprotia’s shores ; 

ὃ then the boy? he lives (Antinoiis cries ) Enraged, his life, his treasures they deniind ; 

re of gods and favourite of the skies. Ulysses suved him from the avenger’s hand. 

ht we watch'd, till with her orient wheels 380] And wouldst thou evil for his good repay 7 

. flamed above the eastern hills, His bed dishonour and his house betray ? 

om the lofty brow of rocks by day Afllict bis queen, and with a murderous hand 450 
n the ocean with a broad survey: Destroy his heir ?—but cease, ‘tis 1 command. 

he sails ! the powers celestial give Far hence those fears, (Eurymachus replied,) 

in the hidden snares of death, and live. O prudent princess! bid thy soul confide. 

: he shall, and thus condemn’d to bleed, Breathes.there a man who dares that hero slay, 

v the scene of instant death decreed. While I behold the golden light of day ? 

ye success? undaunted crush the foe, No: by the righteous powers of heaven I swear, 
ot wise ? know this, and strike the blow. His blood in vengeance smokes upon my spear. 

e, till he to arms in council draws 390) Ulysses, when my infant days 1 led, 

reeks, averse too justly to our cause ? With wine sufficed me, and with diainties fed : 

cre, the states convened, the foe betray My gencrous soul abhors the ungrateful part, 460 
urderous ambush on the watery way. And my friend’s son lives dearest to my heart: 
ose ye vagrant from their rage to fly Then fear no mortal arm; if heaven destroy, 

ts of earth, to breathe an unknown sky ἢ We must resign: for man is born to die. 

ave prevent misfortune; then be brave, Thus smooth he ended, yet his death conspired : 
iry future danger in his grave. Then sorrowing, with sad step the queen retired, 
s he ? ambush'd we'll his walk invade, With streaming eyes, all comfortless deplored, 


ere he hides ia solitude and shade; Touch'd with the dear remembrance ὦ ber Lord: 
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Nor ceased till Pallas bid her sorrows fly, To this Ulysses: What the prince requires ὃ 
And in soft sluinbers seal’d her flowing eye. Of swift removal, seconds my desires. 

And now Eanerus, at the evening hour, 470|'To want like mine the peopled town can vield 
Came late returning to his aylvan bower. More hopes of comfort than the lonely Beld: 
Ulysses and his son had dress'd with art Nor fits my age to till the labour’d lands, 

A yearling boar, and gave the gods their part. Or stoop to tasks a rural lord demands. 

Holy rep¢st! That instant from the skies Adieu! but since this ragged garb can bear 

The martial goddess to Ulysses thies : So ill the inclemencies of morning air, 

She waves her golden wand, and re-assumes A few hours space permit me here to stay; 

From every feature every grace that blooms: My steps Eumrus shall to town convey, 

At once his vestures change ; at once she sheds With riper beams when Phabus warms the day. 3 
Age o'er his limbs, that tremble as he treads. Thus δα nor aught Telemichus replied, 

Lest to the queen the swain with transport fly 480] But left the mansion with a lofty stride: 

Unable to contain the unruly joy. Schemes of revenge his pondering breast elate, 


When near he drew, the prince breaks forth: Proclaim| Revolving deep the suitors’ sudden fate. 
What tidinga, friend ? what speaks the voice of fame?! Arriving now betore the imperial hall, 


Say, ifthe suitors measure back the main, He props his spear against the pillar'd wak ; 

Or still in ambush thirst for blood in vain? Then like a lion o'er the threshold bounds; 
Whether, he eries, they measure back the flood, —[‘The marble pavement with his step resounds 

Or still in ambush thirst in vain for blood, His eye first glanced where Euryclea spreads 

Escaped my care; where lawless suitors sway, With furry spoils of beasts the splendid beds: Φ 

Thy mandate borne, my soul disdain'd to stay: She saw, she wept, she ran with cager pace, 

But from the Hermean height J cast a view, 490 And reach’d her master with a long embrace 


All crowded round, the family appears 
With wild entrancement and extatic tears; 
Swift from above descends the royal fair, 


Where to the port a bark high-bounding flew; 
Her freiwht a shining band: with martial air 
Each poised his shield, and each advanced his spear ; 


And, if aright these searching eyes survey, i(Her beanteous checks the blush of Venus wear, 
The eluded suitors stem the watery way. Chasten'd with coy Diana‘s pensive air ;) 

The prince well pleased to disappoint their wiles, ‘Hangs o'er her son, in his embraces dies; 
Steals on his sire a glince, and secret smiles, 'Rains kisses on his neck, his tice, his eyes: 9 


And now a short repast prepired, they fed Few words she spoke, though much she bad to say; 
Till the keen rage of craving hunger fled: And scarce those few, for tears, could force ther 
Then to repose withdrawn, apart they lay, 500 way. 

And in soft sleep forgot the cares of day. Light of my eyes! he comes! unhoped for joy! 
Has heaven from Pylos brought my lovely boy? 
So snatch'd from all our cares !—Tell, hast thoe 


> ry known 
BOOK XVII. Thy father’s fate ? and tel! me all thy own. 
ARGUMENT. Oh dearest! most revered of womankind! 


Telemachus returning to the city, relates to Penelope Cease with those tears to melt a manly mint 
the sun of his travels. Ulysses is conducted by (Rephed the prince ;) nor be our fates deplored, 


Enmaus to th: palace, where his old dog Argus ac- From death and treason to thy arms restored. 
knowledges his master, after an absence of twenty Go bathe, and, robed in white, ascend the towers, 8) 
years, and dies with joy. Eumeus returns into the| With al! thy handmaids thank the immortal powess; 
country, and Ulysses remains among the suitors,|T'o every god vow hecatombs to bleed, 

whose behaviour is described. And call Jove’s vengeance on their guiky deed: 
While to the assem)led council I repair; 

A stranger sent by heaven attends me there; 

My new-accepted guest I haste to find, 

Now to Peira-us’ honour’d charge consign'd. 

The matron heard, nor was bia word in vaia. 
She bathed ; and, robed in white, with all her tia, 
To every god vow'd hecatombs to bleed, % 
And call’d Jove'’s vengeance on the guilty deed. 
Arm’d with his lance, the prince then pass’d the gue; 
Two dogs behind, a faithful guard, await; 

Pallas his form with grace divine improves: 
The gazing crowd admires him as he moves: 
Him, gathering round, the haughty suitors greet 
With semblance fair, but inward deep deceit. 
Their false addresses generous he denied, 
Pass'd on, and sate by faithful Mentor’s side; 
With Antiphus, and ILalitherses sage 

(Ilis father’s counsellors revered for age.) 
Ofhis own fortunes, and Ulysses’ fame, 
Much ask‘d the seniors; till Peirwus came. 
The stranger-guest pursued him close behiad* 
Whom when 'Telemacbnus beheld, be joia'd. 


BOOK XVIL 

Soon as Aurora, dauchter of the dawn, 
Sprinkled with roseate light the dewy lawn; 
In haste the prince arose, prepared to part; 
His hand impatient grasps the pointed dart; 
Fair on his feet the pol:sh’d sandals shine, 
And thus he greets the master of the swine. 

My friend, adieu ; let this short stay suffice ; 
I haste to meet my mother’s longing eyes, 
And end her tears, her sorrows, and her sighs. 
But thou, attentive, what we order heed: 10 
This hapless strang*r to the city lead: 
By public bounty let him there be fed, 
And bless the hand that stretches forth the bread. 
To wipe the tears frum all afflicted eyes, 
My will inay covet, but my power denies. 
If this raise anger in the stranger's thought, 
The pain of anger punishes the fault : 
The very truth 1 undisguised declare ; 
For what so easy as to be sincere? 
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Peirxus 85}. ἃ for slaves to bring Ifis prowess, Philomelides confest, 
and treasures of the Spartan king) And loud acclaiming Greeks the victor blest : 
tghtfulanswer'd : Those we shall not move, | Then soon the invaders of his bed and throne, 
unconscious of the will of Jove: Their love presumptuous shall by death atone. 

not yet the full event of all : 90} Now what you question of my ancient friend, 

his palace if your prince must fall, With truth I answer ; thou the truth attend. 

ir house, if treason must o’erthrow, Learn what I heard the sea-born seer* relate, 160 
‘iend possess them than a foe ; Whose eye can pierce the dark recess of fate. 
» these and vengeance heaven decrees, Sole in an isle imprison’d by the main, 
2 welcome then, not else to me. The sad survivor of his numerous train, 

retain the gifts.—The hero said, Ulysses lies : detain’d by magic charms, 
3 hand the willing stranger led. And prest unwilling in Calypso’s arms. 

rray'd, the shining bath they sought, No sailors there, no vessels to convey, 
‘ents smooth, of polish’d marble wrought; | Nor oars to cnt the immeasurable way.— 
handmaids with assistant toil 1101 This told Atrides, and he told no more ; 
e limpid wave and fragrant oil : Then safe J voyaged to my native shore. 

their limbs refulgent robes they threw, He ceased ; nor made the pensive queen reply, 170 
from bathing to their seats withdrew ; But droop’d her head and drew a secret sigh. 

n ewer a nymph attendant brings, When Theoclymenus the seer began ; 
"d from the pure translucent springs ; O suffering consort of the suffering man! 

ous streams that golden ewer supplies What human knowledge could, those kings might tell ; 
iver of capacious size. But I the secrets of high hcaven reveal. 
h: the table, in fair order spread, Before the first of gods be this declared, 
ith viands and the strength of bread. Before the board whose blessings we have shared ; 
site, before the folding gate, 110} Witness the genial rites, and witness all 

ve mother sits in humble state ; This house holds sacred in her ample wall ! 
sate, and with dejected view Even now this instant, great Ulysses laid 180 
; threads her ivory fingers drew. At rest, or wandering in his country’s shade, 
e and strangers shared the genial feast, Their guilty deeds, in hearing and in view, 

he rage of thirst and hunger ceased. Secret revolves! and plans the vengeance due. 
hus the queen. My son! my only friend! | Of this sure auguries the gods bestow’d, 
y mournful conch shall I ascend 7 When first our vessel anchor'd in your road. 

h deserted now a length of years ; Succeed those omens, heaven! (the queen rejoin'’d) 
1 for ever water’d with my tears ;) So shall our bounties speak a grateful mind , 
‘hou not (ere yet the suitor crew 120} And every envied happiness attend 
id riot shakes our walls anew,) The man who calls Penelope his friend. 
hou not the least account afford 7 Thus communed they ; while in the marble court 
glad tidings of my absent lord 7 (Scene of their insolence) the lords resort ; 190 
the youth. We reach'd the Pylian plains, | Athwart the spacious square cach trics his art 
δῖον, shepherd of his people, reigns. To whirl the disk, or aim the missile dart. 
“tenderness to him are known, Now did the hour of sweet repast arrive, 

lyases race as to his own; And from the field the victim flock they drive : 

with a fonder grasp of joy Medon the herald (one who pleased them best, 

his bosom his long-absent boy. And honour'd with a portion of their feast) 
known, if yet Ulysses breathe, 130) To bid the banquet, interrupts their play : 

spectre in the realms beneath; Swift to the hall they haste ; aside they lay 

r search, his rapid steeds transport Their garments, and succinct the victims slay. 900 
ien'd journey to the Spartan court. Then shcep, and goats, and bristly porkers bled, 
rive Helen I beheld, whose charms And the proud steer was o’er the marble spread. 
n decreed) engaged the great in arms. While thus the copious banquet they provide ; 

of coming told, he thus rejoin’d ; Along the road conversing side by side, 

sis words live perfect in my mind. Proceed Ulysses and the faithful swain : 
s! would a soft inglorious dastard train {When thus, Eumeus, generous and humane 
hero's nuptial joys profane ! To town, observant of our lord’s behest, 
cr young amid the woodland shades, 140) Now rt us speed; my friend, no more my guest ! 
is hind the lion's court invades, Yet like myself 1 wish thee here preferr’d, 

that fatal lair her tender fawns, Guard of the flock, or keeper of the herd. 210 
x3 the cliff, or feeds along the lawns ; But much to raise my master’s wrath | fear ; 
returning, with remorseless sway The wrath of princes ever is severe. 
irch savage rends the panting prey ; Then heed his will, and be our journey mad 
il fury and with equal fame, While the broad beams of Phcebus are display’d, 
it Ulysses reassert his claim. Or ere brown evening spreads her chilly shade. 
supreme ! whom men and gods revere! Just thy advice, (the prudent chief rejoin'd) 
whose lustre cilds the rolling sphere, And such as suits the dictate of my mind. 
‘er congenial join’d, propitious aid 150] Lead on; but help me to some staff to stay 
‘adopted by the martial maid ! My feeble step, since rugged is the way. 
ur wish the warrior soon restore, vO OOOO 
contending on the Lesbian shore, * Proves, 
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Across his shoulders then the scrip he flung, 220 
Wide-patch’d, and fusten'd by a twisted thong. 
A staff Kumrus gave. Along the way 
Checrly they fare: behind, the keepers stay ; 
These with their watchful dogs (a constant guard) 
Supply his absence and attend the herd. 
And now his city strikes the monarch's cyes, 
Alas! hew changed! a man of miseries; 
Propt on a staff, a beggar old and bare, 
In rags dishonest, fluttering with the air! 
Now pass’d the rugged ruad, they journey down 230 
The cavern'd way descending to the town, 
Where from the rock, with liquid drops distils 
A limpid fount, that, spread in parting rills, 
Its current thence to serve the city brings : 
An useful work, adorn’d by ancient kings. 
Neritus, [thacus, Polyctor there, 
In sculptured stone immortalized their care ; 
Io marble urns received it from above, 
And shaded with a green surrounding grove ; 
Where silver alders in high arches twined, 
Drink the coo] stream, and tremble to the wind. 
Beneath, sequester'd to the nymph, is seen 
A mossy altar, deep embower'd in green ; 
Where constant vows by travellers are paid, 
And holy horrors solemnize the shade. 
Here with his goats (not vow'd to sacred flame 
But pamper'd luxury) Mclanthius came: 
Two grooms attend him. With an envious look 
He eyed the stranger, and imperious spoke : 
The guod old proverb how this pair fulfil! 
One rogue is usher to another still. 
Heaven with a secret principle endued 
Mankind, to seek their own similitude. 
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Sacceed my wish, your votary restore ; 

Oh, be some god his convoy to our shure! 

Due pains shall punish then this slave's offence, 990 
And humble all his airs of insolence, 

Who, proudly stalking, leaves the herds at large, 
Commences courtier, and neglects his charge. 

What mutters he? (Melanthius sharp rejoins ;) 

This crafty miscreant big with dark designs?! 

The day shall come: nay, ‘tis already near, 

When, slave! to sell thee at a price too dear, 
Must be my care; and hence transport thee o'er, 

A load and scandal to this happy shore. 

Oh! that as surely great Apollo’s dart, x0 
Or some brave suitor’s sword, might pierce the heart 
Of the proud son; as that we stand this hour 

In lasting safety from the father’s power! 

So spoke the wretch; but, shunning farther fray, 
Turn’d his proud step, and left them on they way. 
Straight to the feastful palace he repair‘d, 

Familiar enter’d, and the banquet shared ; 
Beneath Eurymachus, his patron lord, 
Ile took his place, and plenty heap'd the board. 

Meantime they heard, soft-circling in the sky, 310 
Sweet airs ascend, and heavenly minstrelsy ; 

(For Phemius to the lyre attuned the strain:) 
Ulysses hearken'd, then addrest the swain . 

Well may this palace admiration claim, 

Great, and respondent to the master’s fame! 
Stage above stage the imperial structure stands, 
Holds the chief honours, and the town commands: 


250| High walls and battlerne::ts the courts inclose, 


And the strong gates defy a host of foes. 
Far other cares its dwellers now employ ; 
The throng’d assembly and the feast of joy: 


Where goes the swincherd with that ill-look’d guest 7.1 see the smokes of sacritice aspire, 


That giant-glutton, dreadful at a feast! 

Full many a post have those broad shoulders worn, 

From every great man’s gate repulsed with scorn: 

To no brave prize aspired the worthless swain, 

*T was but for scraps lie ask'd, and ask’d in vain. 

To beg, than work, he better understands, 

Or we, perhaps, might take him off thy hands. 

For any office could the slave be good, 

To cleanse the fold, or help the kids to food, 

If any labour those big joints could learn; 

Some whey, to wash his bowels he might carn. 

To cringe, to whine, his idle hands to spread, 

Is all, by which that graceless inaw is fed. 

Yet hear me! it thy impudence but dare 

Approach yon walls, | prophesy thy fare: 

Dearly, full dearly, shalt thou buy thy bread, 

With many a fvotstool thundering at thy head. 
He thus: nor insolent of word alone, 

Spurn'd with his rustic heel his king unknown; 

Spurn‘d, but not moved ; he like a pillar stood, 

Nor stirr'd an inch, contemptuous, from the road: 

Doubtiul, or with his stalf to strike him dead, 

Or greet the pavement with his worthless head. 

Short was that doubt: to quell his rage inured, 

The hero stood self-conquer’d, and endured. 

But hateful of the wretch, Eumaus heaved 

His hands obtesting, and this prayer conceived. 

Daughters of Jove! who irom the ethereal bowers 

Descend to swell the springs, and feed the flowers! 

Nymphs of this fountain! to whose sacred names 

Our rural victims mount in blazing flames; 

To whom Ulysres’ piety preferr'd 

The yearly firstlings of bis flock and herds 


230 


260 


270 


And hear (what graces every feast) the lyre. 
Then thus Eumrus. Judge we which were best; 

Amidst yon revellers a sudden guest 

Choose you to mingle, while behind I stay? 

Or I first entering introduce the way ? 

Wait for a space without, but wait not long, 

This is the house of violence and wrong: 

Some rude insult thy reverend age may bear: δῷ 

For like their lawless lords the servants are. 
Just is, oh friend! thy caution, and addrest 

(Replied the chief) to no unhcedful breast; 

The wrongs and injuries of base mankind 

Fresh to my sense, and always in my mind. 

The bravely-patient to no fortune yields - 

On rolling oceans, and in fighting fields, 

Storms have I past, and many a stern debate; 

And now in humbler scene submit to fate. 

What cannot want? The best she will expose, 30 

And I am learn'd in all her train of woes; 

She fills with navies, hosts, and loud alarms 

The sea, the land, and shakes the world with arms: 
Thus near the gates conferring as they drew, 

Argus, the dog, his ancient master knew ; 

IIe, not unconscious of the voice and tread, 

Lifts to the sound his ear, and rears his head; 

Bred by Ulysses, nourish’d at his board, 

But, ah! not fated long to please his lord! 

To him, his swiftness and his strength were vain; 39 

The voice of glory call’d him οἷος the main. 

Till then, in every sylvan chase renown'd, 

With Argus, Argus, rung the woods around; 

With him the vouth pursued the goat or fawn, 

Ox raced the mazy leveret o'er the lawn, 
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left to man’s ingratitude he lay, Bold Iet him ask, encouraged thus hy me; 
ised, neglected in the public way : How ill, alas ! do want and shame agree! 
vhere on heaps the rich manure was spread, His lord's command the faithful servant bears: 
ne with reptiles, took his sordid bed. The seeming beggar answers with his prayers. 
knew his lord: he knew, and strove to meet; | Blest be Telemachus! in every deed 
a he strove to crawl, and kiss his feet; 361) Inspire him, Jove! in every wish succeed ! 
ull he could) his tail, his ears, his eyes, This said, the portion from his son convey'd, 
‘his master, and confess his joys. With smiles receiving on his scrip he laid. 

ity touch’d the mighty master’s soul ; Long as the ninstre] swept the sounding wire, 490 
n his cheek a tear unbidden stole, He fed, and ceased when silence held the lyre. 
unperceived : he turn'd his head and dried Soon as the suitors froin the banquet rose, 
rop humane: then thus impassion’d cried ; Minerva prompts the man of mighty woes 
at noble beast in this abandon’d state To tempt their bounties with a suppliant’s art, 

ere all helpless at Ulysses’ gate? And learn the generous froin the ignoble heart ; 
ilk and beauty speak no vulgar praise: 370} {Not but his soul, resentful as humiane, 
λ6 seems, he was in better days, Dooms to full vengeance all the offending train :) 
care his age deserves; or was he prized With speaking eyes, and voice of plaintive sound, 
orthless beauty ? therefore now despised : Humble he moves, imploring all around. 

dogs and men there are, mere things of {|The proud feel pity, and τοὶ οἴ bestow, 440 
state, With such an image touch'd of human woe; 
lways cherish'd by their friends the great. Inquiring all, their wonder they confess, 

Argus so, (Eumzus thus rejoin’d,) And eye the inan majestic in distress. 
rved a master of a nobler kind, While thus they gaze, and question with their 
1ever, never, shall behold him more ἢ eyes, 

long since perish’d on a distant shore ! The bold Melanthius to their thought replies. 

d you seen him, vigorous, bold, and young, =| My lords! this stranger of gigantic port 

is ἃ staz, and as a lion strong: -381/The good Eumius usher'd to your court. 
o fell savage on the plain withstood, Full well 1 mark'd the features of his face, 
‘scaped him bosom’d in the gloomy wood; Though all unknown his clime, or noble race. 

« Low piercing, and his scent how true, And is this present, swineherd ! of thy hand? 450 
nd the vapour in the tainted dew ! Bring’st thou these vagrants to infest the land? 
when Ulysses left his natal coast: (Returns Antinviis with retorted eye :) 
‘cars unnerve him, and his Jord is lost . Objects uncouth, to check the genial joy ? 

omen keep the generous creature bare, Enough of these our court already grace, 
k and idle race is all their care: Of giant stomach, and of fainish'd face. 

aster gone, the servants what restrains? 390)Such guests Eumwus to his country brings, 
ells humanity where riot reigns 7 To share our feast, and lead the lite of kings. 
x'd it certain, that whatever day To whom the hospitable swain rejoiu’d: 

man a slave, takes half his worth away. Thy passion, prince, belies thy knowing mind. 
said, the honest herdsman strode before: Who calls, fiom distant nations to his own, 460 
Nsing monarch pauses at the door: The poor, distinguishid by their wants alone 7 

wz, Whom Fate had granted to behold Round the wide world are sought those men divine 
rd, when twenty tedious years had roll’d, Who public structures raise, or who design ; 

a list look, and, having seen him, dies; Those to whose eyes ine gods their ways reveal, 
sed for ever faithful Argus’ eyes! Or bless with salutary arts to heal ; 

now ‘Tclemachus, the first of all, 400 | But chief to poets such respect belongs, 

ἢ Eumazus entering in the hall; By rival nations courted for their songs ; 
. he saw, across the shady dome; These states invite, and mighty kings admire, 
rave a sign, and beckon’d him to come: Wide as the sun displays his vital fire. 

stoud an empty seat, where late was placed, {It is not so with want! how few that feed 470 
r due, the steward of the feast, A wretch unhappy, merely for his need! 
now was busied carving round the board) Unjust to me, and all that serve the state, 

1s took, and plac’d it near his lord, To love Ulysses is to raise thy hate. 

him instant was the banquet spread, For me, suffice the approbation won 

e bright basket piled with loaves of bread. Of my great mistress, and her godlike son. 

came Ulysses lowly at the door 410} To him Telemachus. No more incease 

ὁ despicable, old and poor, The man by nature prone to insolence: 

id vests, with many a gaping rent, Injurious minds just answers but provoke— 

ona staff, and trembling as he went. Then turning to Antinoiis, thus he spoke : 

esting on the threshold of the gate, Thanks to thy care! whose absolute command 480 
t a cypress pillar lean’d his weight, Thus drives the stranger from our court and land, 
τῆ ὦ by the workman to a polish’d plain :) Heaven bless its owner with a better mind! 
oughtful son beheld, and call’d his swain : From envy tree, to charity inclined. 

"Ὁ viands, and this bread, Eumzus ! bear, This both Penolope and I afford: 

t yon mendicant our plenty share: Then, prince ! be bounteous of Ulysses’ board. 

et him circle round the suitor’s board, 420] Τὸ give anothcr’s is thy hand so slow? 


y the bounty of each gracious lord. So much more sweet to spoil than to bestow f 
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Whenee, great Telemachns ! this lofty strain 7 
(Antinoiis eres, with insolent disdain ἢ 
Portions |.ke mine if every suitor give, 490 
Our walls this twelvemonth should not see the slave. 
He spoke ; and lifting high above the board 
His ponuerous footstool, shock it at his lord. 
The rest with equal hand conterr’d the bread ; 
He fill’d his scrip, and to the threshold sped ; 
But first before Antinotis stopt, and said— 
Bestow, my friend! thou dost not seem the worst 
OF all the Greeks, but prince-like and the first ; 
Then, as in dhenity, be first in worth, 
And I sholl praise thee through the boundless earth. 
Once FT enjoy'd in luxury of state 501 
Whate’er gives man the envied name of great ; 
Wealth, servants, friends, were mine in better days, 
And hospitality was then iny praise: 
In every sorrowing soul | pour'd delight, 
And poverty stood smiling in my sight. 
But Jove, all-governing, whose only will 
Determines fate, and mingles good with ill, 
Sent me .to punish my pursuit of gain) 
With roving pirates o'er the Egyptian main ; 
By Egypt's silver flood our ships we moor; 
Our spics Commission'd straight the coast explore ; 
But impotent of mind, with lawless will 
The country ravage, and the natives kill. 
The spreading clamour to their city flies, 
And horse and foot in mingled tumult rise: 
The reddc ning dawn reveals the hostile fields, 
Horrid with bristly spears, and ¢leaming shields: 
Jove thunder'd on their side: our guilty head 
We turn'd to flight; the gathering vengeance spread 
On all parts round, and heaps on heaps lay dead. 
Some few the foe in servitude detain ; 
Death ill exchanged for bondage and for pain! 
Unhappy me a Cyprian took aboard, 
And gave to Dmetor, Cyprus’ haughty lord: 
Hither, to ‘scape his chains, my course I steer, 
Still curst by fortune, and insulted herc! 
To whom Antinoiis thus his rage exprest: 
What god has plagued us with this gormand guest? 
Unless at distance, wretch! thou keep behind, 530 
Another isle, than Cyprus more unkind, 
Another Ivypt, shalt thou quickly find. 
From all thou beyg'st, a bold audacious slave 3 
Nor all can give so much as thou canst crave. 
Nor wonder |, at such profusion shown ; 
Shameless they give, who give what's not their own. 
The chief, retiring: Souls, like that in thee, 
Til suit such forms of grace and dignity. 
Nor will that hand to utmost need afford 
The smallest portion of a wasteful board, 
Whose luxury whole patrimonies sweeps, 
Yet starving want, amidst the riot, weens. 
The hanghty suitor with resentment burns, 
And, sourly smiling, this reply returns: 
Take that, ere yet thou quit this princely throng, 
And dumb for ever be thy slanderous tongue! 
He said, and high the whirling tripod flung. 
His shoulder-blade received th’ ungentle shock ; 
He stood, and mov'd not, like a marble rock ; 
But shook his thoughtful head, nor more complain'd ; 
Sedate of soul, his character sustain’d, 55] 
And inly form’d revenge: then back withdrew ; 
Before his feet the well-fill’d scrip he threw, 
And thus with seinblance mild address’d the crew. 
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May what I speak your princely minds approve, 

Ye peers and rivals in this noble love! 

Not for the hurt I grieve, but for the cause. 

If, when the sword our country’s quarrel draws, 
Or if defending what is justly dear, 

From Mars impirtial some broad wound we bear: 
The gencrous motive dignifies the scar. 2] 
But for mere want, how hard to suffer wrong? 
Want brings enough of other ills along ! 

Yet, if injustice never be secure, 

If fiends revenge, and gods assert the poor, 
Death shall lay low, the proud ageressor's head, 
And make the dust Antinoiis’ bridal bed. 

Peace wretch! and eat thy bread without offence, 
(The suitor cried) or force shall drag thee henee, 
Scourge through the public street, and cast thee there, 
A mangled carcass for the hounds to tear. Jl 

Ilis furious deed the general anger moved, 

All, even the worst, condemn’d: and some re 
proved. 

Was ever chief for wars like these renown'd? 

ΠῚ fits the stranger and the poor to wound. 

Unblest thy hand! if in this low disguise 

Wander, perhaps, some inmate of the skies: 

They (curious oft to mortal actions) deign, 

In forms like these, to round the earth and main, 

Just and unjust recording in their mind, 

And with sure eyes inspecting all mankind. 

Telemachus, absorpt in thought severe, 
Nourish’d deep anguish, though he shed no tear; 
But the dark brow of silent sorrow shook; 
While thus his mother to her virgins spoke: 
“On him and his may the bright god of day 
That base, inhospitable blow repay!" 

The nurse replies: “ If Jove receives my prayer, 
Not one survives to breathe to-morrow's air.” 

All, all are foes, and mischief is their end: 
Antinoiis most to gloomy death a friend: 
(Replies the queen) the stranger begg'd their grace 
And melting pity softened every face ; 

From every other hand redress he found, 

But fell Antinotis answer'd with a wound. 

Amidst her maids thus spoke the prudent queen, 
Then bade Eumsus call the pilgrirn in. 

Much of the expericuced man I long to hear, 

If or his certain eye, or listening ear, 

Have Jearn’d the fortunes of my wandering lord ? & 
Thus she, and good Eum:tus took the word. 

A private audience if thy grace impart, 

The stranger's words may ease the royal heart. 

His sacred eloquence in balm distils, 

And the sooth'd heart with secret pleasure fills. 

Three days have spent their bears, three nights 
have run 

Their silent journey since his tale begun, 

Unfinish'd yet: and yet I thirst to hear, 

As when some heaven-taught poet charms -he eat, 

(Suspending sorrow with celestial strain 6]ὺ 

Breathed from the gods to soften human pain) 

Time steals away with unregarded wing, 

And the soul hears him, thongh he cease to sing. 

Ulysses late he saw, on Cretan ground, 

(His father’s guest,) for Minos’ birth renown'd. 
He now but waits the wind, to waft him o'er, 
With boundless treasure, from Thesprotia's shore. 

To this the queen. The wanderer let me beat, 

While yon luxurious race indulge their cheer, 
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he grazing ox, and browzing goat, 620) Till now, declining toward the close of day, 

my generous vintage down their throat. The sun obliquely shot his dewy ray. 

‘e’a an arm like thine, Ulysses! strong, 
wild riot, and to punish wrong ? 


oke. Telemachus then sneezed aloud ; - yy 

i'd, his nostrils echo’d through the crowd. BOOK XVIII. 

ing queen the happy omen blest: ARGUMENT. 

these impious fall, by Fate opprest !”" The Fight of Ulysses and Irus. 

Eumzus: Bring the stranger, fly! The beggar Irus insults Ulysses: the suitors promote 
y questions meet a true reply, the quarrel, in which Irus is worsted, and miserably 
rith a decent robe he shall retire, 630) handled. Penelope descends, and receives the presenta 
season which his wants require. of the suitors. The dialogue of Ulysses with Eury- 
poke Penelope. Eumcus flies machus. 
is haste, and to Ulysses cries, ------ 
m invites thee, venerable guest ! BOOK XVIII. 

instinct moves her troubled breast, WAILE fix’d in thought the pensive hero sate, 
ing absent lord from thee to gain A mendicant approach'd the royal gate ; 
ht, and soothe her soul's eternal pain. A surly vagrant of the giant kind, 
’ faithful thou, her grateful mind The stain of manhood, of a coward mind . 

t robes a present has design‘d : From feast to feast, insatiate to devour 

g favour in the royal eye, 610) He flew, attendant on the genial hour 

wants her subjects shall supply. Him on his mother's knees, when babe he lay, 

ith alone (the patient man replied) She named Arnzus on his natal day ; 

s shall dictate, and my lips shall guide. But Irus his associates call'd the boy, 
Ὁ me, one common lot was given, Practised the common messenger to fly ; 10 
woes, alas! involved by heaven. Irus, a name expressive of the employ. 

his fates I know ; but check'd by fear From his own roof, with meditated blows, 
the hand of violence is here : He strove to drive the man of mighty woes. 
indless wrongs the starry skies invade, Hence, dotard ! hence, and timely speed thy way, 
‘ed suppliants seek in vain for aid. Lest dragg’d in vengeance thou repent thy stay ; 
epace the pensive queen attend, 650) See how with nods assent you princely train! 
n my story till the sun descend; But honouring age, in mercy I refrain ; 
such robes as suppliants may require, In peace away! lest, if persuasions fail, 

d and cheerful by the genial tire, This arm with blows more eloquent prevail. 
ud uproar and lawless riot cease, To whom, with stern regard: O insolence, 20 
pleased ear receive my words in peace. | Indecently to rail without offence ‘ 

o the queen returns the gentle swain: What bounty gives without a rival share ; 

(she cries,) does fear, or shame, detain I ask, what harms not thee, to breathe this air; 
ious stranger? With the begging kind Alike on alms we both precarious live ; 
lita but ill. Eumwus thus rejoin’d : And canst thou envy when the great relieve ? 
ly asks a more propitious hour, 660| Know, from the beauteous heavens all riches flow, 
ns (who would not?) wicked men in | And what man gives, the gods by man bestow ; 
wer; Proud as thou art, henceforth no more be proud, 
ig mild (meet season to confer) Lest I imprint my vengeance in thy blood ; 

to question, and by turns to hear. Old as I am, should once my fury burn, 30 
er this guest (the prudent queen replies) How wouldst thou fly, nor even in thought return ! 
y step and every thought is wise ; Mere woman-glutton! (thus the chur! replied ;) 
like these on earth he shal] not find A tongue so flippant, with a throat so wide! 
: miscreant race of human kind. Why cease J, gods! to dash those tecth away, 
Kumeus all her words attends, Like some vile boar’s, that greedy of his prey 

ting, to the suitor powers descends ; Uproots the bearded corn? Rise, try the fight, 
eks Telemachus, and thus apart 670|Gird well thy loins, approach, and teel my might; 
ers breathes the fondness of his heart. Sure of defeat, before the peers engage ; 
me, my lord, invites me to repair Unequal fight, when youth contends with age! 
»the lodge; my charge demands my care, Thus in a wordy war their tongues display 
ns of murder thirst thy hfe to take ; More fierce intents, preluding to the fray ; 44 
it, guard it, for thy servant's sake ! Antinoiis hears, and in a jovial vein, 
s to my friend, he crics; but now the hour {Thus with loud Jaughter to the suitor-train. 
draws on, go seck the rural bower ; This happy day in mirth, my friends, employ, 
refresh : and at the dawn of day And lo! the gods conspire to crown our joy. 

victim to the gods convey. Sce ready for the fight, and hand to hand, 
Ὁ heaven's immortal powers we trust, 680) Yon surly mendicants contentious stand : 
neir care, fur heaven protects the just. Why urge we notto blows? Well pleased they spring 
rant of his voice, Eumzus sate Swift from their seats, and thickening form a ring. 
recumbent on a chair of state. To whom Antinoiis. Lo! enrich'd with blood, 
‘tant rose, and as he moved along, A kid’s well-fatted entrails (tasteful food) 
ot all amid the suitor throng. On glowing embers lie ; on him bestow 50 


st, they dance, and raise the mirthful song, |The choicest porion who subdues his foc ; 


Grant heen unrival’d in these walla to stay, 
The sole attendant on the venial day. 
The lords appland : Ulysses then with art, 


THE ODYSSEY. 


(Boox X' 
Then dragg'd along, all bleed.ng from the wo 


[ His length of carease trailing prints the groand : 


Raised on his feet, again he reels, he falls, 


And fears well fcign'd, disguised his dauntless heart: |Till propp'd, reclining on the palace walls, 


Worn as Iam with age, decay'd with woe; 
Say, is it biseness todectine the foe? 
Hard conthet! when calamity and age 


With vigorous youth, unknown to cares, engage! 


Yet, feartul of disgrace, to try the day, 
Imperious hunger bids, and | obey ; 

But swear, impirtial arbiters of nght, 

Swear to stand neutral, while we cope in fight. 


The peers assent; when straisht bis sacred head 


Telemachus upraized, and sternly κα! ᾷς 
Stranger, if prompted to chastise the wrong 

OF this bold insolent, confide, be strong 7 

The iajurious Greek that dares attempt a blow, 

That instant makes ‘Telemachus bis toe ; 


And these my friends*® shall guard the sacred tics 


Of hospitality, for they are wise. 


Then, girding his strong loins, the king prepares 


To close in combat, and his body bares: 


Then to his hand a staff the victor gare, 
And thus with just reproach address ἃ the εἶχτε. 


60| There terrible, affright the dogs, and regn 


A dreaded tyrant o’er the bestial train! 

But merey to the poor and stranger show, 

Lest heaven in vengeance send some mightier π 
Scormfat he spoke, and o'er his shou'der fasz 

The broad patch'd scrip; the scrip in tatters bor 

Ili join’d, and knotted to a twisted U:ong. 

Then, turning ehort, disdain’d a further stay; 

But to the palace measured back the war. 

There as he rested, gather.ne in a ning, 


“Ὁ The peers with smiles addrest their unknown bs 


Stranzer, may Jove and a]! the aerial power, 
With every blessing crown thy happy ποῦ! 
Our frecdom to thy prowess'd arm we owe 
From bold intrusion of thy coward foe: 
Instant the flying sail the slave shall wing 


Broad spread his shoulders, and his nervous thighs |To Echetus, the monster of a king. 


By just devrees, like well-turn'’d columna, rise ; 
Ample hus chest, bis arms are round and long, 


And cach strong joint Minerva knits more strong 


(Attendant on her chiefs: the suitor-crowd 
With wonder gaze, and gazing speak aloud ; 
Trus! alas! shall [τις be no more 7 


Black fate impends, and this the avenging hour! 


While pleased he hears, Antinoiis bears th 
food, 
A kid's well-fatted entrails, rich with blood: 


80' The bread from canisters of shining mould 


Amphinomus ; and wines that laugh in gold: 
And oh! (he mildly cries} may heaven dixplay 
A beam of glory o'er thy future day! 


Gods ! how his nerves a matchless strength proclaim, | Alas, the brave too oft is doom'd to bear 
Swell o'er his well-strung limbs, and brace his frame!; The gripes of poverty and stings of care. 


Then pale with fears, and sickening at the sight, 


They dragg‘d the unwilling Irus to the fight; 
From his blank visage fled the coward blood, 
And his flesh trembled as aghast he stood : 


O that auch baseneas should disgrace the light ! 90 


O hide it death, in everlasting night! 
(Exclaims Antinoiis ;) can a vigorous foe 
Meanly decline to combat age and woe ? 
But hear me, wretch! if recreant in the fray 
That huge bulk yield this ill-contested day, 
Instant thou sail’st to Echetus resign’d ; 

A tyrant, fiercest of the tyrant kind, 

Who casts thy mangled ears and nose a prey 
To hungry dogs, and lops the min away. 


While with indignant scorn he sternly spoke, 1€0; 


In every joint the trembling Irus shook. 


Now front to front each frowning champion stands, 


And poises high in air his adverse hands. 

The chicf yet doubts, or to the shades below 
To fell the giant at one vengeful blow, 

Or save his life; and soon his life to save 

The king resolves, for mercy sways the brave. 
That instant Irus, his huge arm extends, 


Full on his shoulders the rude weight descends ; 


The sage Ulysses, fearful to disclose 
The hero latent in the man of woes, 
Check’'d half his might ; yet rising to the stroke, 


His jaw-bone dash'd, the crashing jaw-bone broke : 
Down dropt he stupid from the stunning wound ; 


Hie feet extended, quivering, beat the ground; 
His mouth and nostrils spout a purple flood ; 
His teeth all shatter'd, rusia inmix’d with blood. 
The peers transported, as outstretch'd he lies, 
With bursts of laughter rend the vaulted skies ; 


ee 


5. Antincus and Eurymachas. 


To whom with thought mature the king repli 
The tongue speaks wisely, when the soul is wise 
Such was thy father! in imperial state, 

Great without vice, that oft attends the great; 
Nor from the sire art thou, the son, declined ; 
Then hear my words, and grave them in thy m:n 
Of all that breathes, or grov'ling creeps on earth 
Most man is vain! calarnitous by birth: 
To-day, with power elate, in strength he blooms 
The hanghty creature on that power presumes: 
Anon from heaven a sad reverse he feela: . 
Untaught to bear, ’gainst heaven the wretch rebe 
For man is chanzeful, as his biiss or woe; 

Too high when prosperous, when distrest too In 
There was a day, when with the scornful great 
I swell'd in pomp and arrocance of state: 
Proud of that power that to high birth belongs; 
And used that power to justify my wronzs. 
Then let not man be proud; but £rm of mind, 
Bear the best humbly, and the worst resign’d ; 
Be dumb when heaven afflicts ! unlike yon train 
Of haughty spoilers, insolently vain ; 

Who make their queen and 4}} her wealth a prey 
But vengeance and Ulysses wing their wy. 


;O may’st thon, favour’d by some guardian powel 


Far, far be distant in that deathful hour! 
For sure I am, if stern Ulysses breathe, 
These lawless riots end in blood and death. 
Then to the gods the rosy juice he pours, 
And the drain’d goblet to the chief restores. 
Stung to the soul, o’ercast with holy dread, 
He shook the graceful honours of his head ; 
His boding mind the future woe foreatalls, 
In vain! by great Telemachus he falle, 
For Pallas seals his doom: all sad he turns 
Yo yon the yeera ; resumes his throne, and moar 
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Minerva with instinctive fires 
elope, from heaven inspires, 

r hopes the suitors to betray, 
neet, yet fly, the bridal day ; 

+ wonder, and thy son's to raise; 
e mother and the wife with praise. 
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ne streaming sorrow dims her eyes, 


ansient smile the matron cries: 
to go where riot reigns 

Ise, though my soul disdains ; 
ion the snares of death to show, 
itor-friend unmask the foe ; 

of tonguc, in purpase insincere, 


smiles, while death is ambush’'d there. 


y son, nor be the warning vain, 
igest of the royal train :) e 
ointed, and adorn’d, descend ; 
iarma, bid every grace attend 
wing teirs awhile suppress ; 

ile the sorrow, not repress. 
aing: to thee a son is given, 
idness, parents ask of heaven. 
year, returns the queen, forbear, 
alk not of vain beauty’s care : 
he, since he no longer sees 

, for whom alone I wish to please: 
ore Ulysses from this coast, 
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lo blooin these cheeks could boast. 


Ι Autono’ descend, 

Jame our steps attend ; 

ile virtue, to be seen 

ut, in the walks of men. 
iuronym. the mandate bears, 


Minerva shoots with guardian cares : 


‘uses, as the couch she prest, 
icasiug, deep, and death-like rest, 
auty every feature arms, 
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<3 glow, and lights up all her charms, 


rting cyes awake the fires 

4! to kindle soft desires :) 
lim!) an air mijestic sheds, 
ivory o'er her bosom spreads. 


hines, when with a measured bound 
cliding swims the harmonious round, 


+ Graces in the dance she moves, 
zazing gods with ardent loves. 
skies her flight Minerva bends, 
een the damsel train descends : 

τ steps, her flowing cyes unclose ; 
vipes, and thus renews her woes. 
vell; that sleep awhile can free 
ettuluess, a wretch like me! 

iven to yield this transient breath, 
1a! send the sleep of death! 

‘aste a tedious life in tears, 

it silent grave my cares 7 

' ever-honour'd name! 

urn ull death dissolves my frame. 
iz, slow and sadly she descends, 
ἃ ἃ damsel train attends - 

e dome its shining valves expands, 
e the gazing peers she stands ; 
cent o’er her brow display'd, 
‘ema, and only scems to shade. 
ghtens in their dazzled eyes, 
lames in every bosom rise; 

eir eager souls with every look, 
ius the imperial matron broke : 
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Oh why, my son, why now no more appears 
That warmth of soul that urged thy younger ycars? 
Thy riper days no growing worth itnpart, 
A man in stature, stil] a boy in heart ! 
Thy well-knit frame unprofitably strong, 
Speaks thee a hero, from a hero sprung : 260 
But the just gods in vain those gifts bestow, 
O wise alone in form, :nd brave in show! 
Heavens! could a stranger [06] oppression’s hand 
Beneath thy roof, and couldst thou tamely stand 7 
If thou the stranger's rizhteous cause decline, 
His is the sufferance, but the sh:me is thine. 

To whom with filial awe, the prince returns: 
That generous soul with just reseniment burns ; 
Yet taught by time, my heart has learn‘d to glow 
For others’ good and melt at others’ woe ; 270 
But impotent thege riots to repel, 
I bear their outrage, though my soul rebel ; 
Helpless amid the snares of death 1 tread, 
And numbers leagued in impious union dread 
But now no crimne is theirs: this wrong proceeds 
From Irus, and the guilty Irus bleeds. 
O would to Jove! or her whose arms display 
The shield of Jove, or him who rules the day 
That yon proud suitors, who licentious tread 
These courts, within these courts like Irus bled: 2380 
Whose loose head tottering, as with wine opprest, 
Obliquely drops, and nodding knocks his breast ; 
Powerless to move, his staggering feet deny 
The coward wretch the privilege to fly. 

Then to the queen Eurymachus replies : 
O justly loved, and not more fair than wise! 
Should Greece through al] her hundred states survey, 
Thy finish'd charms, a!] Greece would own thy sway : 
In rival crowds, contest the glorious prize, 
Dispeopling realms to gaze upon thy cyes: 290 
O woman! loveliest of the lovely kind, 
In body perfect, and complete in mind. 

Ah me, returns the queen, when frora this shore 
Ulysses sail'd, then beauty was no more! 
The gods decreed these eyes no more should keep 
Their wonted grace, but only serve to weep. 
Should he return whate’er my beauties prove, 
My virtues last ; my brightest charm is love. 
Now, grief, thou all art mine! the gods o’ercast 
My sou! with woes, that long, ah long must last ! 300 
Ton faithfully my heart retains the day 
That sadly tore my royal lord away: 
He grasp'd my hand, and, oh my sponse! I leave 
Thy arms (he cried,) perhaps to find a grave: 
Fame speaks the Trojans bold; they boast the skill 
To give the feather'd arrow wings to kill, 
To dart the spear, and guide the rushing car 
With dreadful inroad through the walks of war. 
My sentence is gone forth, and ‘us decreed 
Perhaps by righteous heaven that I must bleed? 310 
My father, mother, all I trust to thee ; 
To them, to them transfer the love of me: 
But, when my son grows nin, the royal sway 
Resign, and happy be thy bridal day! . 
Such were his words; and ΕΥ̓ ΠῚ aow prepares 
To light his torch, and give me up to cares ; 
The afflictive hand of wrathful Jove to bear: 
A wretch the most complete that breathes the air! 
Fall’n even below the rights to woman due! 
Careless to please, with insolence ye woo! 320 
The gencrous lovers studious to succeed, 
Bid their whole herds and flocks in banquets bleed ; 
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By precious gifts the vow sincere display : 
You, orly you, make her ye love your prey. 

Well-pleased Ulysses hears his queen deceive 
The suitor-train, and raise a thirst to give : 

False hopes she kindles, but those hopes betray, 
And promise, yet elude, the bridal day. 

While yet she speaks, the gay Antinoiis cries, 
Offspring of kings, and nore than woman wise! 330 
Tis right: "tis man’s prerogative to give, 

And custom bids thee without shame receive ; 
Yet never, never, from thy dome we move, 
Till Hymen lights the torch of spousal love. 

The peers despatch’d their heralds to convey 

The gifts of love ; with speed they take the way. 

A robe Antinolis gives of shining dyes, 

The varying hues in gay confusion rise 

Rich from the artist's hand! Twelve clasps of gold 
Close to the lessening waist the vest infold ; 340 
Down from the swelling loins the vest unbound 
Floats in bright waves redundant o’er the ground. 
A bracelet rich with gold, with amber gay, 

That shot effulgence like the solar ray, 
Eurymachus presents ; and ear-rings bright, 

With triple stars, that cast a trembling light. 
Pisander bears a necklace wrought with art: 
And every peer, expressive of his heart, 

A gift bestows: this done, the queen ascends, 
And slow behind her damsel train attends. 

Then to the dance they form the vocal strain, 

Till Hesperus leads forth the starry train ; 

And now he raises, as the day-light fades, 

His golden circlet in the deepening shades : 
Three vases heap'd with copious fires display 
O’er all the palace a fictitious day ; 

From space to space the torch wide-beaming burns, 
And sprightly damsels trim the rays by turns. 

To whom the king: III suits your sex to stay 
Alone with men! ye modest maids away! 

Go, with the queen the spindle guide ; or cull 
(The partners of her cares) the silver wool; 
Be it my task the torches to supply 

Even till the morning lamp adorns the sky ; 
Even till the morning, with unwearied care, 
Sleepless I watch; for I have learn'd to bear. 

Scornful they heard: Melantho, fair and young, 
(Melantho from the Joins of Dolius sprung, 
Who with the queen her years an infant led, 
With the soft fondness of a daughter bred) 
Chiefly derides ; regardless of the cares 
Her queen endures, polluted joys she shares 
Nocturnal with Eurymachus: with eyes 
That speak disdain, the wanton thus replies: 

Oh! whither wanders thy distemper’d brain, 
Thou bold intruder on a princely train ? 

Hence to the vagrant’s rendezvous repair : 

Or shun in some black forge the midnight air. 
Proceeds this boldness from a turn of soul, 

Or flows licentious from the copious bowl ? 

Is it that vanquish’d Irus swells thy mind ? 

A foe may meet thee of a braver kind, 

Who, shortening with a storm of blows thy stay, 
Shall send thee howling all in blood away! 

To whom with frowns: O impudent in wrong ! 
Thy lord shall curb that insolence of tongue; 
Know, to Telemachus I tell the offence ; 

The scourge, the scourge shall lash thee into sense. 
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Then to the servile task the monarch turns 
His royal hands: cach torch refulgent burns 
With added day: meanwhile in museful mood, 
Absorpt in thought, on vengeance fix'd he stood. 
And now the martial maid, by deeper wrongs 
To rouse Ulysses points the suitor’s tongues: 
Scornful of age, to taunt the virtuous man, 
Thoughtless and gay, Eurymachus began. 

Hear me (he cries,) confederates and friends! 
Some god, no doubt, this stranger kindly sends; 408 
The shining bajdness of his head eurvey, 

It aids our torch-light, and reflects the ray.— 

Then to the king that levell’d haughty Troy: 
Say, if large hire can tempt thee to employ 
Those hands in work ; to tend the rural trade, 

To dyess the walk, and form the embowering shade! 
So food and raiment constant will I give : 

But idly thus thy soul prcters to hive, 

And starve by strolling, not by work to thrive. 

To whom incensed: Should we, O prince, exgage 
In rival tasks beneath the burning rage 410 
Of summer suns ; were both constrain’d to wield 
Foodless the scythe along the burden'd feld; 

Or should we labour while the ploughshare wozsds, 
With steers of equal strength, the allotted grounds; 
Beneath my labours, how thy wondering eyes 
Might see the sable field at once anse! 


350|Should Jove dire war unloose, with spear and 


shield, 
And nodding helm, I tread the ensanguined field, 
Fierce in the van: then wouldst thou,—say,— 
Misname me glutton, in that glorious cay ? 
No, thy ill-judging thoughts the brave disgrace ; 
’Tis thou injurious art, not I am base: 
Proud to seem brave among a coward train! 
But know, thou art not valorous, but vain. 
Gods! should the stern Ulysses rise in might, 


τ 


9600 These gates would seem too narrow for thy flight. 


While yet he speake, Eurymachus replies, 
With indignation flashing from his eyes: 

Slave, I with justice might deserve the wrong, 1 
Should I not punish that opprobrious tongue 
Irreverent to the great, and uncontroll'd, 

Art thou from wine, or innate folly, bold? 
Perhaps, these outrages from Jrus flow, 
A worthless triumph o’er a worthless foe! 

He said: and with full force a footstoo) threw: 
Whirl’d from his arm, with erring rage it flew; 
Ulysses cautious of the vengeful foe, 

Stoops to the ground and disappoints the blow. 
Not so a youth who deals the goblet round, 
Full on his shoulder it inflicts a wound, 

Dash'd from his hand the sounding goblet flies, 
He shrieks, he recls, he falls, and breathless lies. 
Then wild uproar and clamour mount the sky, 
Till mutual thus the peers indignant cry ; 

O had this stranger sunk to realms beneath, 


380] Τὸ the black realms of darkness and of death, 


Ere yet he trod these shores! to strife he drnws 
Peer against peer ; and what the weighty cause? 
A vagabond ! for him the great destroy 

In vile ignoble jars, the feast of joy ? 

To whom the stern Telemachus uprore ; 
Gods ! what wild folly from the goblet flows! 
Whence this unguarded openness of soul, 

But from the licence of the copious bowl ? 


With conscious shame they hear the stern rebuke, | Or heaven delusion sends : but hence, away! 


N or longer durst sustain the sovercign look. 


3901 Force I forbear, and without force obey. 
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Silent, abash’d, they hear the stern rebuke, 
Till thus Amphinomus the silence broke. 

True are his words, and he whom truth offends, 
Not with Telemachus, but truth contends ; 
Let not the hand of violence invade 
‘The reverend stranger, or the spotless maid ; 
Retire we hence! but crown with rosy wine 
The flowing goblet to the powers divine ! 
Guard he his guest beneath whose roof he stands : 
This justice, this the social rite demands. 

The peers assent; the goblet Mulius crown'd 
With purple juice, and bore in order round ; 
Each peer successive his libation pours 
To the blest gods who fill the arial bowers ; 
Then swill’d with wine, with noise the crowds obey, 
And rushing forth tumultuous reel away. 
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BOOK XIX. 
ARGUMENT. 
The Discovery of Ulysses to Exryclea. 


Ulysses and his son remove the weapons out of the ar- 
mory. Ulysses in conversation with Penelope, gives 
ἃ fictitious account of hia adventures; then assures 
her he had formerly entertained her husband in 
Crete; and describes cxactly his person and dress, 
affirms to have heard of him in Phmacia and Thes- 
protia, and that his return is certain, and within a 
moath He then goes to bathe. and is attended by 
Earyciea, who discovers him to be Ulysses by the scar 
upon his leg, which he formerly received in hunting 
the wild boar on Parnassus. The poet inserts a di- 
gression, relating that accident, with all its particulars. 
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ConsuLTINe secret with the blue-eyed maid, 
Still in the dome divine Ulysses stay’d : 
Revenge mature for act, inflamed his breast ; 
And thus the son the fervent sire addrest. 

Instant convey those stecly stores of war 
To distant rooms, disposed with secret care : 
The cause demanded by the suitor train, 

To soothe their fears a specious reason feign : 
Say, since Ulysses left his natal coast, 
Obscene with smoke, their beamy lustre lost, 
His arms deform the roof they wont adorn ; 
From the glad walls inglorious lumber torn. 
Suggest that Jove the peaceful thought inspired, 
Lest they by sight of swords to fury fired, 
Dishonest wounds or violence of soul, 

Defame the bridal feast and friendly bow]. 

The prince obedient to the sage command, 
To Euryclea thus: The female band 
In their apartments keep; secure the doors ; 
These swarthy arms among the covert stores 20 
Are seemlier hid; my thoughtless youth they blame, 
Imbrown’'d with vapour of the emouldering tiaae. 

In happy hour, (p!eased Euryclea cries,) 

_ ‘Tutor'd by early woes, grow early wise ! 
Inspect with sharpen'd sight and frugal care, 
Your patrimonial wealth, a prudent heir ; 

But who the lighted taper will provide 
(The female train retired) your toils to guide ? 
Without infringing hospitable right, 


10 


He said; from female ken she strait secures 
The purposed deed, and guards the bolted doors: 
Auxiliar to his son, Ulysses bears 


461|The plumy-crested helms and pointed spears, 


With shields indented deep in glorious wars. 
Minerva viewless on her charge attends, 
And with her golden lamp his toil befriends. 
Not such the sickly beans, which unsincere 
Gild the gross vapour of‘ this nether sphere ! 
A present deity the prince contess'd, 

And rapt with exstacy the sire address'd: 

What miracle thus dazzles with surprise! 
Distinct in rows the radiant columns rise: 

The walls, where’er my wondering sight I turn, 
And roofs, amidst a blaze of glory burn! 

Some visitant of pure ethereal nice, 

With his bright presence deigns the dome to grace. 

Be calm, replies the sire ; to none impart, 50 
But oft revolve the vision in thy heart: 

Celestials, mantled in excess of light, 

Can visit, unapproach’d by mortal sight. 

Seek thou repose; whilst here I sole remain 
To explore the conduct of the female train : 
The pensive queen, perchance, desires to know 
The series of my toils, to soothe her woe. 

With tapers flaming day his train attends, 

ΠῚ5 bright alcove the obsequious youth ascends : 
Soft slumberous shades his drooping eyelids close, 60 
Till on her eastern shade Aurora glows. 

While forming plans of death, Ulysses stay‘d, 
In council secret with the martial maid ; 
Attendant nymphs in beauteous order wait 
The queen, descending from her bower of state. 
Her checks the warmer blush of Venus wear, 
Chasten'd with coy Diana’s pensive air. 

An ivory scat with silver ringlets graced, 

By famed Icmalius wrought, the menials placed : 
With ivory silver'd thick the footstool shone, 
O’er which the panther's various hide was thrown 
The sovercign seat with graceful air she press’d ; 
To different tasks their tuil the nymphs address'd 
The golden goblets some, and some restored 
From stains of luxury the polish’d board : 

These to remove the expiring embers came, 
While those with unctuous fir foment the flame. 

*Twas then Melantho with imperious mien 
Renew'd the attack, incontinent of spleen : 
Avaunt, she cried, oifensive to my eight! 

Deem not in ambush here to lurk by night, 

Into the woman state a squint to pry ; 

A day-devourer, and an evening spy! 

Vagrant, begone! before this blazing brand 

Shall urge—and waved it hissing in her hand. 
The insulted hero rolls his wrathful eyes, 

And, why so turbulent of soul? he cries; 

Can these lean shrivel’d limbs unnerved with age, 

These poor but honest rags enkindle rage ? 

In crowds we wear the badge of hungry fate ; 

And beg, degraded from superior state ! 

Constrain‘d a rent-charge on the rich I live ! 

Reduced to crave the good I once could give: 

A palace, wealth and slaves, | late possesa'd, 

And all that makes the great be call’d the blese’d; 

My gate an emblem of iny open soul, 
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This guest (he cried) shall bear the guiding light: 30 Embraced the poor, and dealt a bounteous dole. 


I cheer no lazy vagrants with repast; 
They share the meal that earn it e’er they taste. 
3L 


Scorn not the sad reverse, injurious maid ! 


Tis Jove’s high will, and be his well obey'd ! 
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Nor think thyselfexempt; that rosy prime 

Must share the general doom of withering time : 
To some new channel! soon, the changeful tide 
Of royal grace the offended queen may guide: 
And her Juved lord unplume thy towering pride. 
Or were he dead, ‘tis wisdom to beware; 

Sweet blooms the prince beneath Apollo’s care ; 
Your deeds with quick impartial eye surveys ; 
Potent to punish what he cannot praise. 

Her kcen reproach had reach'd the sovereign’s ear. 
Loquacious insolent! she cries, forbear ; 110 
To thee the purpose of my soul I told: 

Venial discourse, unblamed with him to hold ; 
The storied labours of my wandering lord, 

To soothe my grief he haply may record ; 

Yet him, my guest, thy venom’d rage hath stung; 
Thy head shall pay the forfeit of thy tongue! 
But thou on whom my palace cares depend, 
Euronymé, regard the stranger-friend : 

A seat, soft spread with furry spoils, prepare ; 
Due-distant for us both to speak and hear. 

The menial fair obeys with duteous haste: 

A seat adorn’d with furry spoils she placed : 
Due-distant for discourse the hero sate ; 

When thus the sovereign from her chair of state: 
Reveal, obeequious to my first demand, 

Thy name, thy lineage, and thy natal land. 

He thus: O queen! whose far-resounding fame 
Is bounded only by the starry frame, 
Consummate pattern of imperial sway, 

Whose pious rule a warlike race obey ! 

In wavy gold thy summer vales are dress’d ; 
Thy autumns bend with copious fruit oppress’d : 
With flocks and herds each grassy plain is stored ; 
And fish of every fin thy seas afford : 

Their atiuent joys the grateful realms confess, 

And bless the Power that still delights to bless. 
Gracious permit this prayer, imperial dame! 

Forbear to know my lineage, or my name: 

Urge not this breast to heave, these eyes to weep; 
In sweet oblivion let my sorrows sleep! 140 
My woes awaked will violate your ear; 

And to this gay censorious train appear 

A winy vapour melting in a tear. 

Their gifts the gods resumed (the queen rejoin’d,) 
Exterior grace, and energy of mind, 

When the dear partner of my nuptial joy, 
Auxiliar troops combined, to conquer Troy. 
My lord’s protecting hand alone would raise 
My drooping verdure, and extend my praise! 
Peers from the distant Samian shore resort : 
Here with Dulichians join’d, besiege the court: 
Zacynthus, green with ever-shady groves, 
And Ithaca, presumptuous boast their loves: 
Obtruding on my choice a second lord, 
They press the Hymenzan rite abhorr'd. 
Misrule thus mingling with domnestic cares, 
I live regardless of my state affairs ; 

Reccive no stranger-guest, no poor relieve; 
But ever, for my lord, in secret grieve !— 
This art, instinct by some celestial power, 

I tried, elusive of the bridal-hour: 

“ Ye peers, I cry, who press to gain a heart, 
Where dead Ulysses claims no future part; 
Rebate your loves, each rival suit suspend, 
Till this funereal web my labours end: 
Cease, till to good Laurtes I bequeath 

A pall of state, the ornament of death. 
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With just reproach were licensed to defame ; 
Should he, long honour'd in supreme command, 1% 
Want the last duties of a daughter's hand.” 
The fiction pleised ; their loves I long elade, 
The night still ravell’d what the day renew'd: 
Three years successful in my art conceal’d, 
My ineffectual fraud the fourth reveal'd: 
Befriended by my own domestic spies, 

The woof unwrought the suitor-train surprise. 
From nuptial rites they now no more recede, 
And fear forbids to falsify the brede. 

My anxious parents urge a speedy choice, 

And to their suffrage gain the filial voice. 

For rule mature, Telemachus deplores, 

His dome dishonour'd, and exhausted stores.— 
But, stranger ! as thy days seem full of fate, 
Divide discourse, in turn thy birth relate : 

Thy port asserts thee of distinguish’d race; 
No poor unfather’d product of disgrace. 

Princess! he cries, renew’d by your command, 

The dear remembrance of my native land, 

Of secret grief unseals the fruitful source : 

And tears repeat their long-forgotten course! 
So pays the wretch whom fate constrains to roam, 
The dues of nature to his natal home! 

But inward on my soul let sorrow prey, 

Your sovereign will my duty bids obey. 

Crete awes the circling waves, a fruitfal soil! 
And ninety cities crown the sea-born isle: 
Mix’d with her genuine sons, adopted names 
In various tongues avow their various claims: 
Cydonians, dreadful with the bended yew, 
And bold Pelasgi boast a native’s due: 

The Dorians plumed amid the files of war, 

Her foodful glebe with fierce Achaians share ; 

Cnossus, her capital of high command ; 

Where scepter’d Minos, with impartial band, 

Divided right; each ninth revolving year, 

By Jove received in council to confer. 

His son Deucalion bore successive sway ; 

His son who gave me first to view the day! 

The royal bed an elder issue blest, 

Idomeneus, whom Iian fields attest 

Of matchless deeds: untrain’d to martial toil, 

I lived inglorious in my native isle, 

Studious of peace, and Ethon is my name. 

’T was then to Crete the great Ulysses came ; 

For elementary war and wintry Jove, 

From Malea’s gusty cape his navy drove 

To bright Lacina’s fane; ihe shelfy coast 

Where loud Amnieus ia the deep is lost. 

His vessels moor’d, (an incommodious port ἢ) 

The hero speeded to the Cnossian court: 

Ardent the partner of his arms to find, 

In leagues of long commutual friendship join’d. 

Vain hope! ten suns had warm’d the western 

Since my brave brother with his Cretan band 

Had sail’d for Troy: but to the genial feast 

My honour'd roof received the royal guest: 

Beeves for his train the Cnossian peers assign, 

A public treat, with jars of generoug wine. 

Twelve days while Boreas vex'd the aerial space, 33) 

My hospitable dome he deign’d to grace: 

And when the north had ceased her stormy ross, 

He wing'd his voyage to the Phrygian shore. 
Thus the famed hero perfected in wiles, 

With fair similitude of truth beguiles 
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1een’s attentive ear: dissolved in woe, 
rer bright eyes the tears unbounded flow, 
‘ws collected on the mountain freeze, 
milder regions breathe a vernal breeze. 
secy pile obeys the whispering gales, 


oa stream, and murmurs through the vales: 


‘ted with the pleasing tale he told, 


her fair cheek the copious torrent roll’d: 


her present lord laments him lost. 


ews that object which she wants the most! 


‘ing at heart, to see the weeping fair, 
es look stern and cast a gloomy stare; 
n the stiff, relentless baHs appear, 

es of iron fix’d in either sphere ; 
‘isdom interdicts the softening tear. 
chless interval of grief ensues, 

is the queen the tender theme renews. 
iger! that e’er thy hospitable roof 

5 graced, confirm by faithful proof; 
ate to my view my warlike lord, 

m, his habit, and his train record. 
hard, he cries, to bring to sudden sight 
hat have wing’d their distant flight ; 

n the mind those images are traced, 


footsteps twenty winters have defaced: 260 


‘at I can, receive.—In ample mode, 

of military purple flow'd 

| his frame : illustrious on his breast. 
wuble-clasping gold the king confest. 
rich woof a hound, Mosaic drawn, 

n full stretch, and seized a dappled fawn 
athe neck his fangs indent their hold; 
‘ant and struggle in the moving gold. 

a filmy web beneath it shone 

that dazzled like a cloudless sun: 


mate train who round him throng’d to gaze, 


it wonder sigh'd unwilling praise. 
2, when the warrior press'd to part, 
enamell’d with Vulcanian art; 

Je purple-tinged, and radiant vest, 
sion’d equal to his size, exprest 

on grateful to my honour’d guest. 
urite herald in his train I knew, 
age solemn, sad, of sable hue: 


voolly curls o’erfleeced his bending head, 280 


hich a promontory shoulder spread ; 
tes! in whose large soul alone 

3 viewed an image of his own. 

:peech the tempest of her grief restored ; 
ic told she recognised her lord ; 


en the storm was spent in plentcous showers, 


e inspiriting her languish'd powers, 
_she cried, whom first inclement fate 
velcome to our hospitable gate; 


ll thy wants the name of poor shall end: 290 


‘orth live honour’d, my domestic friend ! 
st much envicd on your native coast, 
gal robe with figured gold embost, 

vier hours my artful hand employ’d, 


my loved Jord this blissful bower enjoy'd: 


1 of Troy, erroncous and forlorn, 

1 to survive, and never to return ! 

the, with pity touch’d: O royal dame! 
ver-anxious mind, and beauteous frame, 
he devouring rage of grief reclaim. 

ι6 fondness of your soul reprove 

Ὦ a lord! who crown’d your virgin love 


With the dear blessing of a fuir increase ; 
Himself adorn’d with more than mortal grace : 
Yet while I speak, the mighty woe suspend; 
Truth forms my tale; to pleasing truth attend: 
The royal object of your dearest care, 
Breathesa in no distant clime the vital air: 
In rich Thesprotia, and the nearer bound 
Of Thessaly, his name I heard renown'd: 310 
Without retinue, to that friendly shore 
Welcomed with gifts of price, a sumless store ! 
His sacrilegious train, who dared to prey 
On herds devoted to the god of day, 
Were doom'd by Jove, and Phebus’ just decree, 
To perish in the rough Trinacrian sea. 
To better fate the blameless chief ordain’d, 
A floating fragment of the wreck regain’d, 
And rode the storm , till, by the billows tost, 
He landed on the fair Phwacian coast. 320 
That race, who emulate the life of goda, 
Receive him joyous to their blest abodes: 
Large gifts confer, a ready sail command, 
To speed his voyage to the Grecian strand 
But your wise lord (in whose capacious soul 
High schemes of power in just succession roll) 
His Ithaca refused from favouring Fate, 
Till copious wealth might guard his regal state. 
Phedon the fact affirm'd, whose sovereign sway 
Thresprotian tribes, a duteous race, obey ; 330 
And bade the gods this added truth attest, 
(While pure libations crown'd the genial feast,) 
That anchor'd in his port the vessels stand, 
To waft the hero to his natal land. 
I for Dulichium urge the watery way, 
But first the Ulyssean wealth survey: 
So rich the value of a store so vast 
Demands the pomp of centurics to waste ! 
The darling object of your royal love 
Was journied thence to Dodoncan Jove, 340 
By the sure precept of the sylvan shrine, 
To form the conduct of his great desiga : 
Irresolute of soul, his state to shroud 
In dark disguise, or come, a king avow'd 7 
Thus lives your Jord; nor longer doom'd to roam: 
Soon will he grace his dear paternal dome. 
By Jove, the source of good, supreme in power! 
By the blest genins of thia friendly bower! 
Ι ratify my speech: before the sun 
His annual Jongitude of heaven hath run; 350 
When the pale empress of yon starry train 
In the next month renews her faded wane, 
Ulysses shall assert his rightful reign. 
Whatthanks! what boon! replied the queen, are due, 
When time shall prove the storied blessing true? 
My lord’e return should fate no more retard, 
Envy shall sicken at thy vast reward. 
But my prophetic tears, alas! presage, 
The wounds of Destiny's relentless rage. 
I Jong must weep, nor will Ulysses come, 360 
With royal gifts to send thee honour’d home !— 
Your other task, ye menial train forbear: 
Now wash the stranger, and the bed prepare : 
With splendid palla the downy fleece adom: 
Uprising early with the purple morn, 
His sinews shrunk with age, and stiff with toil, 
In the warm bath foment with fragrant oil 
Then with Telemachus the social feast 
Partaking free, my sole invited guest ; 
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Whoe'cr neglects to pay distinction due, 

The breach of hosp.table mght may me. 

The v tgar of iny act I most exceed 

ἴω real fir.e, when most humane my deed ; 

And vaini'y ta the praise of queen aspire 

Tf, stranzer, 7] pernvt that mean attire 

Beneath the feastil bower. A narrow space 

Contines the circle of our destined race ; 

“Tis oars with good the scanty round to grace. 

Those who to cruel wrong their state abuse, 

Dreaded in 100», the mutter’d curse pursues; 

By death d:srobed of ail their savaze powers, 

Then licensed raze her hateful prey devours. 

But he whose in-born worth his acts commend, 

OF gentle saul, τὸ harman race a frend, 

The wrereied be reLeves ditfuse his Gime, 

And distant tongues extol the patron-name. 
Princess, he cried, in vain your bounties flow 

On me, continn'd and obstinate in woe. 

When my loved Crete received my final view, 


And from ny weeping eses her 3 withdrew, 390: Tis cautiou 


These tatter'd weeds (my decent robe resign’d) 
T chose, the livery of my woeful mind! 

Nor will my heart-corroding cares abate 

With splencid palls, and canopies of state: 
Low-couch'd on earth, the gift of sleep I scom, 
And catch the glances of the waking morn. 
The deheacy of your courtly train 

To wash a wretched wanderer would disdain ; 
But 1, in tract of long experience tried, 
And ead sim fitude of woes allied, 

Some wretch relictant views atrial light, 

To her nen hand assign the friendly nite. 


Pleased with this wise reply, the queen rejoin’d : 


Such gente minners, and so sige a mind, 

In all who ericed this ho-pitabie bower 

I ne’er discern’d before this social hour. 

Such servant αὐ yer πη." choice requires, 
To hight received the lord of my desires, 

New from the birth: and with a mother’s hand 
Hfis tener Lioom to manly growth sustain'd : 
Of matchless prudence, and a duteons mind : 
Thongh now to life's ectremest verge declined, | 
Of streneth sipenor to the task assign'd.— 
Kise, Eurvelea! with officious cire, 

For the poor friend the clear. ing bath prepare: 
This debt lis corrcaponde rt fortunes claim, 
Too ke Ulysses, and periiaps the aame! 

Thug od with woes my finey prints him now! 
For age unticaely marks the careful brow. 

Tnstant, obsequious to the mild command, 
‘Sad Enrselea rose: with trembliag hand 
She veils the torrent of her tearful eves; 

And Uns inpassion’d to herself replies: 

Son ofmy love, and monarch of my cares! 
What pangs for chee thie zetchcd bosom bears! 
Are this bv Jove who constant beg his aid 
With piens deed. and pure devotion, paid? 

He never dircd defraud the saered fine, 

Of perfect Seertombs in order slain: 

There of implored his tutelary power, 

Long to protraet the sad sepulehral hours 
That, foem’d for cinpire with peternal care, 
His re tin tnivht recognise an equal heir. 

O destuved Lead! Tie pious vows are lost: 
Ils (τον forget: ham ania fore ca const — 
Perhaps, hike thee, poor enest! in wanton pride 
The rich insult him, and the young deride 


370; Cunscious of worth rev ‘ett y 


| The friendly rite or ἮΝ US Gecline κι 
a ry 


ag 2, 


My will concurtis 2 w. SRY νον 

Accept the bith from ¢ 

A stronz emotion shakes τὴν cour, on ams 

In thy whole form ΕἸ CS seers ον ott 

(OF all the wretched ἢν σίρε, σ᾿ ἕω QUE Οδδαῖ, 

None im ized e’er lise thee my maater leat. 
Thus hilf diseover'd through the dask diegeis, 

With cool composure [εἰς π΄ ἃ, the chief replies: 


‘tyre 


Ss tthe 
a 


330} You joon your sutfraze to the public vote; 


The sume you think, have all bcholders thought. 
He said: replenisi:‘d from the purest spring, (ΘΝ 

The laver straight with busy care she brings: 

In the decp vase that shone {κα burnish’d gold, 

The bo:ling fluid temperates the cold. 

Meantime revolving in hia thoughtful mind 

The scar, with which his manly knee was sign'd; 

His face averting from the crackling blaze, 

His shoulders intercept the unfriendly rays: 

ἀφ in the obscure he hoped to By 

The curious search of Euryclea’s eye. 

Cautious in vain! nor ceased the dame to find, 4 

The scar with which his manly knee was sign'd. 
This on Parnassus ‘combating the boar) 

With gisncing rage the tusky savage tore. 

Attended by his brave maternal race, 

His grandsire sent him to the sy!van chace, 

Aatoly cus the bold: (a mighty name 

For spotless faith and deeds of martial fame: 


. Hermes, his patron-god, those gifts bestow'd, 


Whose shrine with weanling lambs he wont to 
Joad.) 

ITiz course to Ithaca this hero sped, fi 

When the first product of Latrtes’ bed 

Was new disclosed to birth: the banquet ends, 

When Euryclea from the queen descends, 

And to h:s fond embrace the habe commends. 

“ Receive, she crics, your royal daughter's son; 

And name the bleasing that your prayers hare won. 


410) Then thus the hoary chief: My victor anns 


Have awed the realms around with dire alarms: 

A sure memoria! of my dreaded fame 

The boy shall bear; Ulysses be his name! 1 
And when with filial love the youth shall come 
To view his mother's soil, my Delphic dome 
With gifts of pce shall send him joyous home. 
Lured with the prom:sed boon, when youthful pam 
Ended in man, his mother’s natal clime 

Ulysses sought ; with fond affection dear 


420 Amphithea’s arms received the royal heir: 
- Fer ancient lord* an equal joy possess'd ; 


Instant he bade prepare the genial feast : 
A steer to form the sumptuous banquet bled, “ 


!Whoce stately growth fe flowery summers fed: 
‘His sons divide, and roast with artful care 


The limbs : then all the tasteful viands share. 
Nor ceased discourse, ‘the Lanquet of the soal) 
Till Phoebus, wheeling to the western goal, 

| Resign'd the skies, and night revolved the pole. 


430) Their drooping eyes the slumberous shade oppress 


Sated they rose, and all retired to rest. 

Soon as the mora, new-robed in purple light, 
Pierced with her golden shafts the rear of night, X 
Ulysses and his brave maternal race, 
The young Autolyci, assay the chace 


4 Axtolycua 
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"» thick perplex'd with horrid shades, Else, if the gods my vengeful arm sustain, 
p-mouth'd hounds the hunter-troop invades:| And prostrate to my sword the suitor-train, 

e the sun, from ocean’s peaceful stream, With their lewd mates, thy undistinguish'd age 
t the lawn his horizontal beam. Shall bleed a victim to vindictive rage. 

impatient snuff the tainted gale Then thus rejoin’d the dame, devoid of fear: 
ly wilds the woodmen fierce assail ; What words, my son, have pass'd thy hps severe ? 
most of the train, his cornel spear Deep in my soul the trust shall lodge secured ; 
aved, to rouse the savage war. 510} With ribs of steel, and marble heart, immured. 

16 rough recesses of the wood, When heaven, auspicious to thy right avow'd, 

pse, the growth of ages, stood ; Shall prostrate to thy sword the suitor-crowd; 580 
τ΄ β boreal blast, nor thunderous shower, [The deeds I'll blazon of the menial fair; 
ray, could pierce the shady bower. The lewd to death devote, the virtuous spare. 
er'd foliage strew'd, a heapy store! Thy aid availe me not, the chief replied ; 

i pavilion of a dreadful boar. My own experience shall their doom decide; 
‘the hounds’ and hunters’ mingling cries, | A witness-judge precludes a long appeal : 
e from his leafy shelter flies : Suffice it then thy monarch to conceal. 

glare his sanguine eye-balls shine, He said : obsequious, with redoubled pace, 
ea high impale his horrid chine. 520!She to the fount conveys the exhausted vase : 
acus advanced, deties the foe, The bath renew'd, she ends the pleasing toil 
s lifted lance in act to throw ; With plenteous unction of ambrosial oil. 590 
e renders vain the wound decreed, Adjusting to his limbs the tatter’d vest, 

75 impetuous with opponent speed ! His former seat received the stranger-guest ; 
oblique he aim’d, the knee to gore: Whom thus with pensive air the queen addrest : 
*y glanced, the sinewy fibres tore, Though night, dissolving grief in grateful ease, 

the bone: Ulysses, undismay’d, Your drooping eyes with soft oppression seize, 

redoubled force the wound repaid ; Awhile, reluctant to her pleasing force, 
ht shoulder-joint the spear applied, Suspend the restful hour with sweet discourse. 

τ flank with seeming purple dyed ; 530; The day (ne’er brighten’d with a beam of joy !) 

ie rush'd, with agonizing pain: By menials, and domestic cares employ : 

ind vast surprise, the applauding train And, unattended by sincere repose, 600 
1 enormous bulk extended on the plain. |The night assists by ever-wakeful woes : 

age firm Ulysses’ knee they bound ; When nature ’s hush’d beneath her brooding shade, 
iting mystic lays, the closing wound My echoing griefa the starry vault invade. 
melody confess'd the force ; As when the montha are clad in flowery green, 
of life regain'd their azure course. Sad Philomel, in bowery shades unscen, 

: they led the youth with loud acclaim; [70 vernal airs attunes her varied strains : 
, enamour’d with his fame, And Itylus sounds warbling o'er the plains ; 

the cure: and fromthe Delphic dome 240/ Young Itylus, his parent's darling joy ! 

d gifts return’d him glorious home. Whom chance misled the mother to destroy ; 

Ithaca with joy received, Now doom'd a wakeful bird to wail the beauteous boy; 
2 chace, and early praise achieved. So in nocturnal solitude forlorn, 610 
2r his knee inseam’d remain’d the scar; A sad variety of woes I mourn 
‘ed token of the woodland war My mind, reflective, in a thorny maze 
‘yelea found, the ablution ceased : Devious from care to care incessant strays. 
apd the leg, from her slack hand released ;| Now, wavering doubt succeeds to long despair ; 
ed fluids from the vase redound ; Shall I my virgin nuptial-vow revere ? 
eclining floats the floor around ! And joining to my son's my menial train, 
γ᾿ ἃ with tears the pleasing strife express’d | Partake his councils, and assist his reign ? 

d joy alternate in her breast. 550| Or since, mature in manhood, he deplores 
ing words in melting murmurs died; His dome dishonour'd, and exhausted stores, 620 
ibrupt—My son !—my king!—she cried. {Shall I, reluctant! to his will accord ; 
vith fond embrace infolding fast, And from the peers select the noblest lord ; 

queen her raptured eye she cast, So by my choice avow'd, at length decide 
speak the monarch safe restored : These wusteful love-debates, a mourning bride ? 
as to conceal her royal lord, A visionary thought I'll now relate ; 
cd her mind on views remote, Illustrate, if you know, the shadow’d fate. 
the present bliss abstracts her thought, A team of twenty geese (a snow-white train !) 

o Euryclea’s mouth applied, 560| Fed near the limpid lake with golden grain, 
iredoom'd my pest ? the hero cried : Amuee my pensive hours. The bird of Jove 

founts my infant lips have drain’d : Fierce from his mountain-eyrie downward drove ; 630 
he Fates thy bubbling age ordain’d Each favourite fowl he pounced with deathful sway, 
the life thy youth sustain'd ? And back triumphant winged his airy way. 
ive 1 told, with weeping eyes, My pitying eyes effused a plenteous stream, 

y annual suns in distant skies : To view their death thus imaged in a dream: 
eturn’d, some god inspires thy breast With tender sympathy to soothe my soul, 
ay king, and here I stand confess’d. A troop of matrons, fancy-form'd, condole. 
n-discover'd truth to thee consign’d, But whilst with grief and rage my bosom burn’d, 


i@ treasure of thy inmost mind: §70|Sudden the tyrant of the skies return’d: 


441 


Whener, creat Telemichaa! this lofty strain ? 
(Antinos . eres, with insolent disdain 1) 
Portions ise tine if every suitor σιν δὲ 
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May what I speak your princely minds approve, 
Ye peers and rivals in this noble love! 


490 | Not for the hurt I grieve, bat for the canee. 


Our wail. thos twelvemont) should not see the slave. | If, when the sword our country’s quarrel draws, 


He epose; and ifting high above the board 
His ponierons footstool, shock it at his lord. 
The rest with equal hand conterr’d the bread ; 
He fill'd his scrp, and to the threshold sped ; 
But first before Nntinoiis stopt, and said— 
Bestow, my friend ! thou dost not seem the worst 
Of all the Greeks, but prince-like and the first ; 
Then, a4 in divnity, be first in worth, 
And I strll praise thee through the boundless earth. 
Once J enjoy’d in usury of state 501 
Whate’er gives man the envied nime of great; 
Wealth, servants, friends, were mine in better days, 
And hospitility was then my praise: 
In every surrowing soul 1 pour'd delight, 
And poverty stood smiling in my sight. 
But Jove, all-governing, whoee only will 
Determines fate, and mingles good with ill, 
Sent me .to punish my pursuit of gain) 
With roving pirates o’er the Egyptian main ; 
By Egypt's silver flood our ships we moor; 
Our epies Commission'd straizht the coast explore ; 
But impotent of mind, with lawless will 
The country ravage, and the natives kill. 
The spreading clamour to their city flies, 
And horse and foot in mingled tumult rise: 
The reddc ning diwn reveals the hostile fields, 
Horrid with bristly spears, and gleaming shields: 
Jove thinder’d on their side: our guilty head 
We turn'd to flight; the gathering vengeance spread 
On all parts round, and heaps on heaps lay dead. 
Some few the foe in servitude detain ; 
Death ill exchanged for bondage and for pain! 
Unhappy me a Cyprian took aboard, 
And gave to Dinetor, Cyprus’ haughty lord : 
Hither, to ‘scape his chains, my course I steer, 
Still curst by fortune, and insulted here! 

To whom Antinotis thus his rage exprest: 
What god has pligned us with this gormand guest ? 
Unless at distance, wretch! thou keep behind, 
Another iste, than Cypros more unkind, 
Another Fyypt, shalt thou quickly find. 
From ali thou bega'st, a bold audacious slave ; 
Nor all can give so much as thou canst crave. 
Nor wonder J, at such profusion shown ; 


Shameless they give, who give whit’s not their own. 


The chief, retiring: Souls, like that in thee, 
Hl suit such forms of grace and dignity. 
Nor will that hand to utmost need afford 
The smallest portion of a wasteful board, 
Whose luxury whole patrimonins sweeps, 
Yet starving want, amidst the riot, weens. 

The haughty suitor with resentment burns, 
And, sourly smiling, this reply returns: 
Take that, ere yet thou quit this princely throng, 
And dumb for ever be thy slanderous tongue ! 
He said, and hizh the whirling tripod flung. 
His shoulder-blade received th’ ungentle shock ; 
He stood, and mov'd not, like a marble rock ; 
But shook his thoughtful head, nor more complain’d ; 
Sedate of soul, his character sustain'd, 551 
And inly (την ἃ revenge: then back withdrew ; 
Before his feet the well-fill’d ecrip he threw, 
And thus with semblance mild address’d the crew. 
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Or if defending what is justly dear, 

From Mara impartial some broad wound we bear: 
The gencrous motive dignities the scar. 36] 
But for mere want, how hard to suffer wrong? 
Want brings enongh of other ills along! 

Yet, if injustice never be secure, 

If fiends revenge, and gods assert the poor, 

Death shall ny low, the proud ageressor’s head, 
And make the dust Antnoiis’ bridal bed. 

Peace wretch! and eat thy bread without offence, 
(The suitor cried) or force shall drag thee hence, 
Scourge throuch the public street, and cast thee there, 
A mangled carcass for the hounds to tear. 37 

His furions deed the general anger moved, 

All, even the worst, condemno'd: and some re 
proved. 

Was ever chief for wars like these renown'd? 

Ill fits the stranger and the poor to wound. 

Unblest thy hand ! if in this low disguise 

Wander, perhaps, some inmate of the skies: 

They (curious oft to mortal actions) deign, 

In forms like these, to round the carth and main, 

Just and unjust recording in their mind, 

And with sure eyes inspecting all mankind. 

Telemachus, absorpt in thought severe, 
Nourish'd deep anguish, though he shed no tesr; 
But the dark brow of silent sorrow shook; 
While thus his mother to her virgins epoke: 
“On him and his may the bright god of day 
That base, inhospitable blow repay °” 

The nurse replies: “If Jove receives my prayer, 
Not one survives to breathe to-morrow’s air.” 

All, all are foes, and mischief is their end: 
Antinoiis most to gloomy death a friend: 
(Replies the queen) the stranger begg’d their grace 
And melting pity softened every face ; 

From every other hand redress he found, 

But fell Antinotis anewer’d with a wound. 

Amidst her maids thus epoke the prudent queen, 
Then bade Eumatis call the pilgrim in. 

Much of the experienced man I long to hear, 

If or his certain eye, or listening ear, 

Have learn’d the fortunes of my wandering lord ? 600 
Thus she, and good Fumzus took the word. 

A private audience if thy grace impart, 

The stranger's words may ease the royal heart. 

His sacred eloquence in balm distils, 

And the sooth’d heart with secret pleasure fills. 

Three days have spent their beams, three nights 
have mn 

Their silent journey since his tale begun, 

Unfinish’d yet: and yet I thirst to hear, 

As when some heaven-taught poet charms -he eal, 

(Suspending eorrow with celestial strain δὶὲ 

Breathed from the gods to soften human paia) 

Time steals away with unregarded wing, 

And the soul hears him, though he cease to sing. 

Ulysses late he saw, on Cretan ground, 

(ITis father’s guest,) for Minos’ birth renown'd. 
He now but waits the wind, to waft him o'er, 
With boundless treasure, from Theaprotia’s shore. 

To this the queen. The wanderer Ict me hear, 

While yon luxurious race indulge their cheer, 


δ 
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2 shall Ulysses shun, or how sustain, 
ns embattled to revenge the elain 7 
impotence of faith! Minerva cries, 
n on frail unknowing man relies: 


: ye the gods? Lo, Pallas’ self descends, 


es thy counsels, and thy toils attends. 
affianced, fortify thy breast, 


zh myriads leagued thy rightful claim contest. 


tre divinity shall bear the shield, 


‘dge thy sword to reap the glorious field. 


pay the debt to craving nature due, 
ided powers with balmy rest renew. 


eased: ambrosia! slumber closed his eyes ; 


ure dissolves in visionary joys: 


oddess, pleased, regains her natal skies. 
so the queen; the downy bands of sleep 


ef relax’d, she waked again to weep: 
omy pause ensued of dumb despair ; 


thus her fate invoked, with fervent prayer: 


na: speed thy deathful ebon dart, 
ure the pangs of this convulsive heart. 


1 me, ye whirlwinds! far from human race, 


hrough the void illimitable space : 
lismounted from the rapid cloud, 


ith his whelming wave let Ocean shroud ! 


indarus, thy hopes, three orphan-fair, 


doom’d to wander through the devious air : 


If untimely, and thy consort died, 
ur celestials both your cares supplied. 
in tender delicacy rears 


honey, milk, and wine, their infant years; 


ial Juno to their youth assign’d 
ῃ majestic, and sagacious mind: 


shapely growth Diana graced their bloom, 


4118 taught the texture of the loom. 
hilst, to learn their lots in nuptial love, 
Cytherea sought the bower of Jove, 
rod supreme, to whose eternal eye 
-gisters of fate expanded lie ;) 


d Harpies snatch the unguarded charge away, 


9 the Furies bore a grateful prey. 

sh my lot! Or thou, Diana, speed 
haft, and send me joyful to the dead: 
ak my lord among the warrior-train, 
cond vows my bridal faith profane. 
woes the waking sense alone assail, 

t Night extends her soft oblivious veil, 
rer wretches’ care the torture ends: 
ice the warfare of my heart suspends ! 
ight renews the day-distracting theme, 
iry terrors sable every dream. 

wt alone a kind illusion wrought, 

» my bed my loved Ulysses brought, 
nly bloom, and each majestic grace, 
en for Troy he left my fond embrace: 
raptures in my beating bosom rise, 

1 it sure a vision of the skies. 


s, whilst Aurora mounts her purple throne, 


ible laments she breathes her moan 
γυη δ assault Ulysses’ wakeful ear: 
lging of the cause a sudden fear 
arrival known, the chief alarms; 
nks the queen is rushing to his arms. 


inging from his couch, with active haste 


666 and carpet in the dome he placed : 


lide, without, imbibed the morning air ;) 
ius the gods invoked with ardent prayes 9 


Jove, and ethereal thrones! with heaven to friend 
If the long series of my woes shall end ; 12} 
Of human race now rising from repose, 
Let one a blissful omen here disclose : 
And, to confirm my faith, propitious Jove . 
Vouchsafe the sanction of a sign above. 

Whilst lowly thus the chief adoring bows, 
The pitying god his guardian aid avows. 
Loud from a sapphire sky his thunder sounds ; 
With springing hope the hero's heart rebounds. 
Soon, with consummate joy to crown his prayer, 130 
An omen'd voice invades his ravish'd ear. 
Beneath a pile that close the dome adjoin’d, 
Twelve female slaves the gift of Ceres grind ; 
Task’d for the royal board to bolt the bran 
From the pure flour (the growth and strength of 


man :) 
70| Discharging to the day the labour due, 


Now early to repose the rest withdrew ; 

One maid, unequal to the task assign’d, 

Still turn'd the toilsome mill with anxious mind ; 

And thus in bitterness of soul divined : 140 
Father of gods and men, whose thunders roll 

O’er the cerulean vault, and shake the pole: 

Whoe’er from heaven has gain’'d this rare ostent 

(Of granted vows a certain signal sent) 

In this blest moment of accepted prayer, 


80| Piteous, regard a wretch consumed with care ! 


Instant, O Jove! confound the suitor-train, 
For whom o’ertoil’d I grind the golden grain; 
Far from this dome the lewd devourers cast, 


And be this festival decreed their last! 150 
Big with their doom denounced in earth and 
sky, 


Ulysses’ heart dilates with secret joy. 
Meantime the menial train with unctuous wood 
Heap'd high the genial hearth, Vulcanian food: 


90 | When, early dress’d, advanced the royal heir: 


With manly grasp he waved a martial spear, 

A radiant sabre graced his purple zone, 

And on his foot the golden sandal shone. 

His steps impetuous to the portal press'd, . 

And Euryclea thus he there address’d. 160 
Say thou, to whom my youth its nurture owes, 

Was care for due reflection and repose 

Bestow'd the stranger-guest ? Or waits he grieved, 

His age not honour'd, nor his wants relieved ? 


100] Promiscuous grace on all the queen confers; 


(In woes bewilder'd, oft the wisest errs.) 
The wordy vagrant to the dole aspires, 
And modest worth with noble scorn retires. 
She thus: O cease that ever-honour'd name 
To blemish now : it ill deserves your blame. 170 
A bow! of generous wine sufficed the guest : 
In vain the queen the night-refection prest ; 
Nor would he court repose in downy state, 
Unbless’d, abandon’d to the rage of Fate! 
A hide beneath the portico was spread, 
And fleecy skins composed a humble bed : 
A downy carpet cast with duteous care, 
Secured him from the keen nocturnal air. 
His corne] javelin poised, with regal port, 
To the sage Greeks convened in Themis’ court, 180 
Forth-issuing from the dome the prince repair'd ; 
Two dogs of chase, a lion-hearted guard, 
Behind him sourly stalk’d. Without delay 
The dame divides the labour of the day; 
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Whenee, great Telemachns ! this lofty strain 7 
(Antinoiis cries, with insolent disdain ἡ) 
Portions lke nine if every suitor gave, 


May what I speak your princely minds apprure, 
Ye peera and rivals in this noble love! 


490 | Not for the hurt J grieve, but for the cause. 


Our walls this twelvemonth should not see the slave. | If, when the sword our country’s quarrel draws, 


He epoke ; and lifting hich above the board 
His ponderous footstool, shock itat his lord. 
The rest with equal band conterr'd the bread ; 
He fill'd his scrip, and to the threshold sped ; 
But first before Antinoiis stopt, and said— 
Bestow, my friend! thou dost not seem the worst ° 
Of all the Greeks, but prince-like and the first ; 
Then, as in dignity, be first in worth, 


Or if defending what is justly dear, 

From Mars impartial some broad wound we bear: 
The generous motive dignilies the scar. 99] 
But for mere want, how hard to suffer wrong? 
Want brings enough of other ills along! 

Yet, if injustice never be secure, 

If fiends revenge, and gods assert the poor, 

Death shall lay low, the proud aggressor’s head, 


And I shill praise thee through the boundless earth. | And make the dust Antinoiis’ bridal bed. 


Once I enjoy’d in luxury of state 501 


Whate’er gives man the envied name of great; 


Peace wretch! and eat thy bread without offence, 
(The suitor cried) or force shal! drag thee hence, 


Wealth, servants, friends, were mine in better days, | Scourge through the public street, and cast thee there, 


And hospitulity was then my praise : 
In every sorrowing soul [ pour’d delight, 
And poverty stood smiling in my sight. 
But Jove, all-governing, whose only will 
Determines fate, and mingles good with ill, 
Sent me (to punish my pursuit of gain) 
With roving pirates o'er the Egyptian main; 
By Egypt's silver flood our ships we moor; 
Our spics commission'd straight the coast explore ; 
But impotent of mind, with lawless will 
The country ravage, and the natives kill. 
The spreading clamour to their city flies, 
And horse and foot in mingled tumult rise: 
The reddening dawn reveals the hostile fields, 
Horrid with bristly spears, and gleaming shields: 
Jove thunder’d on their side: our guilty head 
We turn’d to flight; the gathering vengeance spread 
On all parts round, and heaps on heaps lay dead. 
Some few the foe in servitude detain ; 
Death ill exchanged for bondage and for pain! 
Unhappy me a Cyprian took aboard, 
And gave to Dinetor, Cyprus’ haughty lord : 
Hither, to ‘scape his chains, my course I steer, 
Still curst by fortune, and insulted herc! 
To whom Antinoitis thus his rage exprest: 
What god has plagued us with this gormand guest? 
Unless at distance, wretch! thou keep behind, 
Another isle, than Cyprus more unkind, 
Another Egypt, shalt thou quickly find. 
From all thou bega’st, a bold audacious slave ; 
Nor all can give so much as thou canst crave. 
Nor wonder I, at such profusion shown ; 
Shameless they give, who give what's not their own. 
The chicf, retiring: Souls, like that in thee, 
ΠῚ suit such forms of grace and dignity. 
Nor will that hand to utmost need afford 
The smallest portion of a wasteful board, 
Whose luxury whole patrimonies sweeps, 
Yet starving want, amidst the riot, weens. 
The haughty suitor with resentment burns, 
And, sourly smiling, this reply returns: 
Take that, ere yet thou quit this princely throng, 
And dumb for ever be thy slanderous tongue! 
He said, and high the whirling tripod flung. 
His shoulder-blade received th’ ungentle shock ; 
He stood, and mov'd not, like a marble rock ; 


A mangled carcass for the hounds to tear. 4] 
His furious deed the general anger moved, 
All, even the worst, condemn'd: and some re 
proved. 
Was ever chicf for wars like these renown'd? 


ΠῚ fits the stranger and the poor to wound. 


510 Unblest thy hand! if in this low disguise 


Wander, perhaps, some inmate of the skies: 

They (curious oft to mortal actions) deign, 

In forms like these, to round the carth and main, 

Just‘and unjust recording in their mind, 

And with sure eyes inspecting al] mankind. 
Telemachus, absorpt in thought severe, 

Nourish'd deep anguish, though he shed no tear; 

But the dark brow of silent sorrow shook; 

While thus his mother to her virgins spoke: 

“Qn him and his may the bright god of day 

That base, inhospitable blow repay!” 

The nurse replies: “ If Jove receives my prayer, 

Not one survives to breathe to-morrow’s air.” 
All, all are foes, and mischief is their end: 

Antinoiis most to gloomy death a friend: 

(Replies the queen) the stranger begg'd their grace 

And melting pity softened every face ; 

From every other hand redress he found, 

But fell Antinotis answer’d with a wound. 


Cs 


δ 


530} Amidst her maids thus spoke the prudent queen, 


Then bade Eumzus call the pilgrim in. 
Much of the experienced man I Jong to hear, 
If or his certain eye, or listening ear, 
Have learn’d the fortunes of my wandering lord 1 600 
Thus she, and good Fummus took the word. 
A private audience if thy grace impart, 
The stranger's words may ease the royal heart. 
His sacred eloquence in balm distils, 
And the sooth’d heart with secret pleasure fills. 


540|Three days have spent their beams, three nights 


have run 

Their silent journey since his tale begun, 
Unfinish'’d yet: and yet I thirst to hear, 
As when some heaven-taught poet charms -he ear, 
(Suspending sorrow with celestial strain 61¢ 
Breathed from the gods to soften human pain) 
Time steals away with unregarded wing, 
And the soul hears him, though he cease to sing. 

Ulysses late he saw, on Cretan ground, 


But shook his thoughtful head, nor more complain'd ; | (His father's guest,) for Minos’ birth renown'd. 


Sedate of soul, his character sustain’d, 

And inly form’d revenge: then back withdrew ; 
Before his feet the well-fill’d scrip he threw, 
And thus with semblance mild address'd the crew. 


55] | He now but waits the wind, to waft him o’er, 


With boundless treasure, from Thesprotia‘s shore. 
To this the queen. The wanderer let me hear, 
While yon luxurious race indulge their cheer, 
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the grazing ox, and browzing goat, 620; Till now, declining toward the close of day, 

n my generous vintage down their throat. The sun obliquely shot his dewy ray. 

ore’s an arm like thine, Ulysses! strong, 
. wild riot, and to punish wrong ? 


poke. Telemachus then sneezed aloud ; BOOK XVIIL 
in’d, his nostrils echo’d through the crowd. 
iling queen the happy omen blest: ARGUMENT. 
y these impious fall, by Fate opprest !”” The Fight of Ulysses and Irus. 
; Fum:eus: Bring the stranger, fly! The beggar Irus insults Ulysses: the suitors promote 
ny questions meet a true reply, the quarrel, in which Irus is worsted, and miserably 
with a decent robe he shall retire, 630) handled. Penelope descends, and receives the presenta 
1 season which his wants require. of the suitors. The dialogue of Ulysses with Eury- 
spoke Penelope. Eumcua flies machus. 
ng haste, and to Ulysses crics, 
‘en invites thee, venerable guest ! BOOK XVIII. 
t instinct moves her troubled breast, White fix’d in thought the pensive hero sate, 
long absent lord from thee to gain A mendicant approach'd the royal gate ; 
ght, and soothe her soul's eternal pain. A surly vagrant of the giant kind, 
if faithful thon, her grateful mind The stain of manhood, of a coward mind . 
‘nt robes a present has design’d: From feast to feast, insatiate to devour 
ng favour in the royal eye, 640) He flew, attendant on the genial hour 
1er wants her subjects shall supply. Him on his mother’s knees, when babe he lay, 
ruth alone (the patient man replied) She named Arnzus on his natal day ; 
‘ds shall dictate, and my lips shall guide. But Irus his associates call'd the boy, 
to me, one common lot was given, Practised the common messenger to fly ; 10 
| woes, alas! involved by heaven. Irus, a name expressive of the employ. 
f his fates I know; but check'd by fear From his own roof, with meditated blows, 
the hand of violence is here: He strove to drive the man of mighty woes. 
»sundiess wrongs the starry skies invade, Hence, dotard ! hence, and timely speed thy way, 
ured suppliants seek in vain for aid. Lest dragg’d in vengeance thou repent thy stay ; 
a apace the pensive queen attend, 650| See how with nods assent you princcly train! 
im my story till the sun descend; But honouring age, in mercy [ refrain ; 
i such robes as suppliants may require, In peace away! lest, if persuasions fail, 
ied and cheerful by the genial fire, This arm with blows more eloquent prevail. 
oud uproar and lawless riot cease, To whon, with stern regard: O insolence, 20 
or pleased car receive my words in peace. | Indecently to rail without oflence ! 
to the queen returns the gentle swain: What bounty gives without a rival share ; 
r, (she cries,) does fear, or shame, detain I ask, what harms not thee, to breathe this air ; 
itious stranger? With the begging kind Alike on alms we both precarious live ; 
suits but ill, Mumzus thus rejoin’d : And canst thou envy when the great relieve ? 
nly asks a more propitious hour, 660] Know, from the beauteous heavens all riches flow, 
uns (who would not?) wicked men in And what man gives, the gods by man bestow ; 
YOWCT 5 Proud as thou art, henceforth no more be proud, 
ing mild (meet season to confer) Lest I imprint my vengeance in thy blood ; 
5 ty question, and by turns to hear. Old as I am, should once my fury burn, 30 
e’er this guest (the prudent queen replies) How wouldst thou fly, nor even in thought return! 
ry step and every thought is wise ; Mere woman-glutton! (thus the chur! replied ;) 
un jike these on earth he shall not find A tongue so flippant, with a throat so wide! 
16 miscreant race of human kind. Why cease J, gods! to dash those tecth away, 
1¢, Humzeus all her words attends, Like some vile boar’s, that greedy of his prey 
iting, to the suitor powers descends ; Uproots the bearded corn? Rise, try the fight, 
eeks ‘Telemachus, and thus apart 670|Gird well thy loins, approach, and feel my might ; 
pers breathes the fondness of his heart. Sure of defeat, before the peers engage ; 
‘ime, my lord, invites me to repair Unequal fight, when youth contends with age! 
to the lodge; my charge demands my care, Thus in a wordy war their tongues display 
tons of murder thirst thy life to take ; More fierce intents, preluding to the fray ; 46 
Jit, guard it, for thy seryant’s sake! | Antinoiis hears, and in a jovial vein, 
ks to my friend, he cries; but now the hour | Thus with loud laughter to the suitor-train. 
t draws on, go seek the rural bower ; This happy day in mirth, my friends, employ, 
t refresh : and at the dawn of day And lo! the gods conspire to crown our joy. 
a victim to the gods convey. Sce ready for the fight, and hand to hand, 
‘to heaven's immortal powers we trust, 680 Yon surly mendicants contentious stand : 
their care, fur heaven protects the just. Why urge we notto blows? Well pleased they spring 
rvant of his voice, Eumzus sate Swift from their seats, and thickening form a ring. 
| recumbent on a chair of state. To whom Antinoiis. Lo! enrich’d with blood, 
istant rose, and as he moved along, A kid’s well-fatted entrails (tasteful food) 
riot all amid the suitor throng. On glowing embers lie ; on him bestow 50 


vast, they dance, and raise the mirthful song, |The choicest portion who subdues his foc ; 
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Grant him unrivall’d in these walls to stay, Then drage’d along, all bleeding from the wound, 
The sole attendant on the genial day. His length of carease trailing prints the groand; 12] 
The lords applaud : Ulysses then with art, Raised on his feet, again he reels, he falls, 
And fears well feign'd, disguised his dauntless heart: | Till propp'd, reclining on the palace walls, 
Worn as I am with age, decay'd with woe; Then to his hand a staff the victor gave, 
Say, is it baseness to,decline the foe ? And thus with just reproach address‘d the slave. 
Hard conflict! when calamity and age 60] There terrible, affright the dogs, and re:gn 
With vigorous youth, unknown to cares, engage? A dreaded tyrant o’er the bestia) train ! 
Yet, fearful of disgrace, to try the day, But mercy to the poor and stranger show, 
Imperious hunger bids, and I obey ; Lest heaven in vengeance send some mightier woe. 
But swear, impartial arbiters of right, Scornful he spoke, and o’er his shoulder flung 12 
Swear to stand neutral, while we cope in fight. The broad patch'd scrip ; the scrip in tatters hung, 
The peers assent; when straizht his sacred head {III join'd, and knotted to a twisted thong. 
Telemachus upraised, and sternly said; Then, turning short, disdain’d a further stay; 
Stranger, if prompted to chastise the wrong But to the palace measured back the way. 
Of this bold insolent, confide, be strong ? There as he rested, gathering in a ring, 
The injurious Greek that dares attempt a blow, 70] The peers with smiles addrest their unknown king: 
That instant makes Telemachus his foe ; Stranger, may Jove and all the aérial powers, 
And these my friends* shall guard the sacred ties With every blessing crown thy happy hours! 
Of hospitality, for they are wise. Our freedom to thy prowess'd arm we owe 
Then, girding his strong loins, the king prepares | From bold intrusion of thy coward foe ; 10 
To close in combat, and his body bares: Instant the flying sail the slave shall wing 
Broad spread his shoulders, and his nervous thighs [Τὸ Echetus, the monster of a king. 
By just degrees, like well-turn’d columns, rise; While pleased he hears, Antinoiis bears the 
Ample his chest, his arms are round and long, food, 
And cach strong joint Minerva knits more strong A kid’s well-fatted entrails, rich with blood : 
(Attendant on her chief:) the suitor-crowd 80} The bread from canisters of shining mould 
With wonder gaze, and gazing speak aloud ; Amphinomus; and wines that laugh in gold: 
Trus! alas! shall Irus be no more 7 And oh! (he mildly cries) may heaven display 
Black fate impends, and this the avenging hour! A beam of glory o’er thy future day! 
Gods ! how his nerves a matchless strength proclaim, | Alas, the brave too oft is doom'd to bear 
Swell o’cr his well-strung limbs, and brace his frame!| The gripes of poverty and stings of care. 19) 
Then pale with fears, and sickening at the sight, To whom with thought mature the king replies; 
They drage’d the unwilling Irus to the fight; The tongue speaks wisely, when the soul is wise; 
From his blank visage fled the coward blood, Such was thy father! in imperial state, 
And his flesh trembled as aghast he stood : Great without vice, that oft attends the great; 
O that such baseness should disgrace the light! 90, Nor from the sire art thou, the son, declined ; 
O hide it death, in everlasting night! Then hear my words, and grave them in thy mind! 
(Exclaims Antinotis ;) can a vigorous foe Of all that breathes, or grov'ling creeps on earth, 
Meanly decline to combat age and woe 7 Most man is vain! calamitous by birth : 
But hear me, wretch! if recreant in the fray To-day, with power elate, in strength he blooms; 
That huge bulk yield this ill-contested day, The haughty creature on that power presumes: 16 
Instant thou sail’st to Echetus resign’d ; Anon from heaven a sad reverse he feels ; 
A tyrant, fiercest of the tyrant kind, Untaught to bear, ’gainst heaven the wretch rebels; 
Who casts thy mangled cars and nose a prey For man is changeful, as his bliss or woe ; 
To hungry dogs, and lops the man away. Too high when prosperous, when distrest too low. 
While with indignant scorn he sternly spoke, 1C0}There was ἃ day, when with the scornful great 
In every joint the trembling Irus shook. I swell'd in pomp and arrogance of state: 
Now front to front each frowning champion stands, | Proud of that power that to high birth belongs; 
And poises high in air his adverse hands. And used that power to justify my wrongs. 
The chief yet doubts, or to the shades below Then jet not man be proud; but firm of mind, 
To fell the giant at one vengeful blow, Bear the best humbly, and the worst resign’d; [Ὁ 
Or save his life; and soon his life to save Be dumb when heaven afflicts ! unlike yon train 
The king resolves, for mercy sways the brave. Of haughty spoilers, insolently vain ; 
That instant Irus, his huge arm extends, Who make their queen and all her wealth a prey: 
Full on his shoulders the rude weight descends ; But vengeance and Ulysses wing their way. 
The sage Ulysses, fearful to disclose 110) O may’st thou, favour’d by some guardian power, 
The hero latent in the man of woes, Far, far be distant in that deathful hour! 
Check’'d half his might; yet rising to the stroke, For sure I am, if stern Ulysses breathe, 
His jaw-bone dash'd, the crashing jaw-bone broke: | These lawless riots end in blood and death. 
Down dropt he stupid from the stunning wound ; Then to the gods the rosy juice he pours, 
His feet extended, quivering, beat the ground ; And the drain'd goblet to the chief restores. 1M 
His mouth and nostrils spout a purple flood ; Stung to the soul, o’ercast with holy dread, 
His teeth all shatter’d, rush inmix’d with blood. He shook the graceful honours of his head ; 
The peers transported, as outstretch'd he lies, His boding mind the future woe forestalls, 
With bursts of laughter rend the vaulted skies ; In vain ! by great Telemachus he falls, 


For Pallas seals his doom: all sad he turns 
* Antincus and Eurymachus, To join the peers; resumes his throne, and mourn, 
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J (all infant as I was) retain 

t, the strength, the grandeur of the man. 

, but in his soul fond joys arise, 100 
proud hopes already win the prize. 

ἃ the flying shaft through every ring, 

: is not thine: the arrows of the king 

id those hopes, and fate is on the wing! 

thus Telemachus: Some god, I find, 

easing phrenzy has possess’d my mind ; 
_loved mother threatens to depart, 

ith this ill-timed gladness leaps my heart 7 
hen, ye suitors: and dispute a prize 

than all the Achaian state supplies, 110 
] proud Argos, or Myczna knows, 

! our isles or continents inclose : 

in matchless, and almost divine, 

he praise of every tongue but mine. 

e excuses then, no more delay ; 

) the trial—Lo! I lead the way. 

vy try, and if this arm can wing 

ther'd arrow through the destined ring, 

no happier knight the conquest boast, 

οἴ sorrow for a mother lost : 120 
at in her, possess these arms alone, 

my father’s strength, as well as throne. 

Κα : then, rising, his broad sword unbound, 
it his purple garment on the ground. 

h he open’d; in a line he placed 

el axes, and the points made fast; - 

‘fect skill the wondering gazers eyed, 

ne as yet unseen, as yet untried.) 

‘ith a manly pace, he took his etand ; 

isp’d the bow, and twang’d it in his hand. 130 
tmes, with beating heart, he made essay ; 
mes, unequal to the task, gave way ; 

‘st boldness on his cheek appear’d: 

‘ice he hoped, and thrice again he fear’d. 

ith had drawn it. The great sire with joy 

but with asign forbade the boy. 

our straight the obedient prince suppress'd, 
tful, thus the suitor-train addrese’d : 

yy the cause on youth yet immature ! 

zaven furbid such weakness should endure !) 
vall this arm, unequal to the bow, 141 
an insult, or a repel foe ? 

a! whom Heaven with better nerves has 
yless'd, 

the trial, and the prize contest. 

ast the bow before him, and apart 

.the polish’d quiver propp’d the dart. 

ing then his seat, Epitheus’ son 

Id Antinous to the rest begun: 

vhere the goblet first begins to flow, 

ight to left in order take the bow, 

we your several strengths.—The princes heard, 
st Leindes, blameless priest, appear’'d: 151 
Jest born of (nops’ noble race, 
ext the goblet held his holy place 
ly he, of all the suitor-throng, 
leeds detested, and abjured the wrong. 

»nder hands the stubborn horn he strains, 
ibborn horn resisted all his pains ! 
y in despair he gives it o’er: 
. who will, he cries, I strive no more. 160 
iumerous deathy attend this fatal bow ! 

ouls and spirits shall it send below ! 

indeed to die, and fairly give 

her debt than disappointed live, 


With each new sun to soine new hope a prey, 
Yet still to-morrow falser than to-day. 
How long in vain Penelope we sought ! 
This bow shall ease us of that idle thought, 
And send us with some humbler wife to live, 
Whom gold shall gain, or destiny shall give. 1% 
Thus speaking, on the floor the bow he placed 
(With rich inlay the various floor was graced ;) 
At distance far the feather’d shaft he throws, 
And to the seat returns from whence he rose. 
To him Antinoiis thus with fury said: 
What words ill-omen’d from thy lips have fled? 
Thy coward function ever is in fear; 
Those arms are dreadful which thou canst not 
bear. 
Why should this bow be fatal to the brave ? 
Because the priest is born a peaceful slave. 180 
Mark then what others can—He ended there, 
And bade Melanthius a vast pile prepare ; 
He gives it instant flame, then fast beside 
Spreads o'er an ample board a bullock’s hide. 
With melted lard they soak the weapon o’er, 
Chafe every knot, and supple every pore. 
Vain all their art, and all their strength as vain ; 
The bow inflexible resists their pain. 
The force of great Eurymachus alone 
And bold Antinoiis, yet untried, unknown : 
Those only now remain’d ; but those confess’d 190 
Of all the train the mightiest and the best. 
Then from the hall, and from the noisy crew, 
The masters of the herd and flock withdrew. 
The king observes them, he the hall forsakes, 
And, past the limits of the court, o’ertakes. 
Then thus with accent mild Ulysses spoke : 
Ye faithful guardians of the herd and flock ! 
Shall I the secret of my breast conceal, 
Or, (as my soul now dictates) shall 1 tell? 200 
Say, should some favouring god restore again 
The lost Ulysses to his nutive reign, 
How beat your hearta? what aid would you afford 
To the proud suitors, or your ancient lord? 
Phileztius thus: O were thy words not vain! 
Would mighty Jove restore that man again ! 
These aged sinews, with new vigour strung, 
In his blest cause should emulate the young. 
With equal vows Eumezus too implored 
Each power above, with wishes for hia lord. 210 
He saw their secret souls, and thus began: 
Those vows the gods accord, behold the man! 
Your own Ulysses! twice ten years detain’d 
By woes and wanderings from this hapless land : 
At length he comes; but comes despised, unknown, 
And finding faithful, you, and you alone. 
All else have cast him from their very thought, 
Even in their wishes and their prayers forgot ! 
Hear then, my friends : If Jove this ara succeed 
And give yon impious revellers to bleed, 220 
My care shall be to bless vour future lives 
With large possessions and with faithful wives ; 
Fast by my palace shall your domes ascend, 
And each on young Telemachus attend, 
And each be call'd his brother and my friend. 
To give you firmer faith, now trust your eye ; 
Lo! the broad scar indented on my thigh, 
When with Autolycus’s eons, of yore, 
On Parnass’ top 1 chased the tusky boar. 
His ragged vest then drawn aside disclosed 230 
The sign conspicuous, and the scar exposed : 
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Nor think thyselfexempt ; that rosy prime 

Must share the general doom of withering time : 
To some new channe! soon, the changeful tide 
Of royal grace the offended queen may guide : 
And her luved lord unplume thy towering pride. 
Or were he dead, ‘tis wisdom to beware; 

Sweet blooms the prince beneath Apollo's care ; 
Your deeds with quick impartial eye surveys ; 
Potent to punish what he cannot praise. 

Her keen reproach had reach'd the sovereign’s ear. 
Loquacious insolent! she cries, forbear ; 110 
To thee the purpose of my soul I told: 

Venial discourse, unblamed with him to hold ; 
The storied labours of my wandering lord, 

To soothe my grief he haply may record ; 

Yet him, my guest, thy venom’d rage hath stang; 
Thy head shal! pay the forfeit of thy tongue! 
But thou on whom my palace cares depend, 
Euronymé, regard the stranger-friend : 

A seat, soft spread with furry spoils, prepare ; 
Due-distant for us both to speak and hear. 

The menial fair obeys with duteous haste: 

A seat adorn’d with furry spoils she placed : 
Due-distant for discourse the hero sate ; 

When thus the sovereign from her chair of state: 
Reveal, obsequious to my first demand, 

Thy name, thy lineage, and thy natal land. 

He thus: O queen! whose far-resounding fame 
Is bounded only by the starry frame, 
Consummate pattern of imperial sway, 

Whose pious rule a warlike race obey ! 

In wavy gold thy summer vales are dress’d ; 
Thy autumns bend with copious fruit oppress’d : 
With flocks and herds each grassy plain is stored ; 
And fish of every fin thy seas afford : 

Their atHuent joys the grateful realms confess, 

And bless the Power that still delights to bless. 
Gracious permit this prayer, imperial dame! 

Forbear to know my lineage, or my name: 

Urge not this breast to heave, these eyes to weep; 
In swect oblivion let my sorrows sleep! 140 
My woes awakcd will violate your ear; 

And to this gay censorious train appear 

A winy vapour melting in a tear. 

Their gifts the gods resumed (the queen rejoin'd,) 
Exterior grace, and energy of mind, 

When the dear partner of my nuptial joy, 
Aurxiliar troops combined, to conquer Troy. 
My lord's protecting hand alone would raise 
My drooping verdure, and extend my praise! 
Peers from the distant Samian shore resort: 
Here with Dulichians join’d, besiege the court: 
Zacynthus, green with ever-shady groves, 
And Ithaca, presumptuous boast their loves: 
Obtruding on my choice a second lord, 
They press the Hymenzan rite abhorr’d. 
Misrule thus mingling with doinestic cares, 
I live regardless of my state affairs ; 

Receive no stranger-guest, no poor relieve; 
But ever, for my lord, in secret grieve !— 
This art, instinct by some celestial power, 

I tried, elusive of the bridal-hour: 

“Ye peers, I cry, who press to gain a heart, 
Where dead Ulysses claims no future part ; 
Rebate your loves, each rival suit suspend, 
Till this funereal web my labours end: 
Cease, till to good Lairtes I bequeath 

A pall of state, the ornament of death. 
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100| For when to fate he bows, each Grecian dame 


[ 
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With just reproach were licensed to defame ; 
Should he, long honour’d in supreme command, I% 
Want the last duties of a daughter's hand.” 
The fiction pleased ; their loves 1 Jong elade, 
The night still ravell’'d what the day renew'd: 
Three years successful in my art conceal’d, 
My ineffectual fraud the fourth reveal’d : 
Befriended by my own domestic spies, 

The woof unwrought the suitor-train surprise. 
From nuptial rites they now no more recede, 
And fear forbids to falsify the brede. 

My anxious parents urge a speedy choice, 

And to their suffrage gain the filial voice. 

For rule mature, Telemachus deplores, 

His dome dishonour'd, and exhausted stores.— 
But, stranger ! as thy days seem full of fate, 
Divide discourse, in turn thy birth relate : 

Thy port asserts thee of distinguish’d race; 
No poor unfather’d product of disgrace. 

Princess! he cries, renew'd by your command, 

The dear remembrance of my native land, 

Of secret grief unseals the fruitful source: 

And tears repeat their long-forgotten course! 
So pays the wretch whom fate constrains to roam, 
The dues of nature to his nata] home! 

But inward on my soul Jet sorrow prey, 

Your sovereign will my duty bids obey. 

Crete awes the circling waves, a fruitful soil! 
And ninety cities crown the sea-born isle: 
Mix'd with her genuine sons, adopted names 
In various tongues avow their various claims: 
Cydonians, dreadful with the bended yew, 
And bold Pelasgi boast a native’s due: 

The Dorians plumed amid the files of war, 

Her foodful glebe with fierce Achaians share ; 

Cnossus, her capital of high command ; 

Where scepter’d Minos, with impartia) hand, 

Divided right; each ninth revolving year, 

By Jove received in council to confer. 

His son Deucalion bore successive sway ; 

His son who gave me first to view the day! 

The royal bed an elder issue blest, 

Idomeneus, whom Ilian fields attest 

Of matchless deeds: untrain’d to martial toil, 

I lived inglorious in my native isle, 

Studious of peace, and Ethon is my name. 

*T was then to Crete the great Ulysses came; 

For elementary war and wintry Jove, 

From Malea’s gusty cape his navy drove 

To bright Lucina’s fane; che shelfy coast 

Where loud Amnisus in the deep is lost. 

His vessels moor’d, (an incommodious port!) 

The hero speeded to the Cnossian court: 

Ardent the partner of his arma tu find, 

In leagues of long commutual friendship join'd. 

Vain hope ! ten suns had warm’d the weatera 

Since my brave brother with his Cretan band 

Had sail’d for Troy: but to the genial feast 

My honour'd roof received the royal guest: 

Beeves for his train the Cnoasian peers assign, 

A public treat, with jars of generous wine. 

Twelve days while Boreas vex'd the aenal space, 33 

My hospitable dome he deign’d to grace: 

And when the north had ceased her stormy roa, 

He wing’d his voyage to the Phrygian shore. 
Thus the famed hero perfected in wiles, 

With fair similitude of truth beguiles 
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en's attentive ear: dissolved in woe, 

τ bright eyes the tears unbounded flow, 
recollected on the mountain freeze, 
lilder regions breathe a vernal breeze. 
cy pile obeys the whispering gales, 
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a stream, and murmurs through the vales: 


ed with the pleasing tale he told, 
er fair cheek the copious torrent roll’d: 
er present lord laments hii lost. 


ws that object which she wants the most! 


ig at heart, to see the weeping fair, 
_look stern and cast a gloomy stare 3 
the stiff, relentless baHs appear, 

8. of iron fix'd in either sphere ; 

dom interdicts the softening tear. 
iless interval of grief ensues, 

the queen the tender theme renews, 
er! that e’er thy hospitable roof 
graced, confirm by faithful proof; 

e to my view my warlike lord, 

|, his habit, and his train record. 

ird, he cries, to bring to sudden sight 
it have wing’d their distant flight ; 
the mind those images are traced, 
ootsteps twenty winters have defaced : 
t I can, receive.—In ample mode, 

f military purple δον ἃ 

his frame : illustrious on his breast. 
ble-clasping gold the king confest. 

ἢ woof a hound, Mosaic drawn, 
full stretch, and seized a dappled fawn 
‘he neck his fangs indent their hold ; 
at and struggle in the moving gold. 

ι filmy web beneath it shone 

hat dazzled like a cloudless sun: 
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ale train who round him throng’d to gaze, 


wonder sigh'd unwilling praise. 
when the warrior press‘d to part, 
namell’d with Vulcanian art; 

: purple-tinged, and radiant vest, 
yn*d equal to his size, exprest 

| grateful to my honour'd guest. 
‘ite herald in his train I knew, 

re solemn, sad, of sable hue: 


volly curls o’erfleeced his bending head, 280 


ch a promontory shoulder spread ; 
s'in whose large soul alone 

viewed an image of his own. 

cech the tempest of her grief restored ; 
told she recognised her Jord ; 


a the storm was spent in plenteous showers, 


inspiriting her languish’d powers, 

he cried, whom first inclement fate 
‘lcome to our hospitable gate ; 

thy wants the name of poor shall end: 
rth live honour’d, my domestic friend ! 
much envied on your native coast, 

1 robe with figured gold embost, 

:r hours my artful hand employ’d, 


y loved lord this blissful bower enjoy'd: 


of Troy, erroneous and forlorn, 
to survive, and never to return! 

1e, with pity touch’d: O royal dame! 
*r-anxious mind, and beauteous frame, 
: devouring rage of grief reclaim. 
fondness of your soul reprove 

a lord! who crown’d your virgin love 
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With the dear blessing of a fair increase; 

Himself adorn’d with more than mortal grace: 

Yet while I speak, the mighty woe suspend; 

Truth forms my tale; to pleasing truth attend: 

The royal object of your dearest care, 

Breathes in no distant clime the vital air: 

In rich Thesprotia, and the nearer bound 

Of Thessaly, his name I heard renown'd: 

Without retinue, to that friendly shore 

Welcomed with gifts of price, a sumless store ! 

His sacrilegious train, who dared to prey 

On herds devoted to the god of day, 

Were doom'd by Jove, and Phebus’ just decree, 

To perish in the rough Trinacrian sea. 

To better fate the blameless chief ordain’d, 

A floating fragment of the wreck regain’d, 

And rode the storm, till, by the billows tost, 

He landed on the fair Phacian coast. 

That race, who emulate the life of gods, 

Receive him joyous to their blest abodes : 

Large gifts confer, a ready sail command, 

To speed his voyage to the Grecian strand 

But your wise lord (in whose capacious soul 

High schemes of power in just succession roll) 

His Ithaca refused from favouring Fate, 

Till copious wealth might guard his regal state. 

Phedon the fact affirm'd, whose sovereign sway 

Thresprotian tribes, a duteous race, obey ; 

And bade the gods this added truth attest, 

(While pure libations crown'd the genial feast,) 

That anchor'd in his port the vessels stand, 

To waft the hero to his natal land. 

I for Dulichium urge the watery way, 

But first the Ulyssean wealth survey: 

So rich the value of a store so vast 

Demands the pomp of centuries to waste ! 

The darling object of your royal love 

Was journied thence to Dodoncan Jove, 

By the sure precept of the sylvan shrine, 

To form the conduct of his great design : 

Irresolute of soul, bis state to shroud 

In dark disguise, or come, a king avow'd ? 

Thus lives your lord; nor longer doom'd to roam: 

Soon will he grace his dear paternal dome. 

By Jove, the source of good, supreme in power! 

By the blest genius of this friendly bower ! 

I ratify my speech: before the sun 

His annual Jongitude of heaven hath run; 

When the pale empress of yon starry train 

In the next month renews her faded wane, 

Ulysses shall assert his rightful reign. 
Whatthanks! what boon! replied the queen, are due, 

When time shall prove the storied blessing true ? 

My lord’s return should fate no more retard, 

Envy shall sicken at thy vast reward. 

But my prophetic tears, alas ! presage, 

The wounds of Destiny's relentless rage. 

I long must weep, nor will Ulysses come, 

With royal gifts to send thee honour'd home !— 

Your other task, ye menial train forbear : 

Now wash the stranger, and the bed prepare: 

With splendid palls the downy fleece adorn : 

Uprising early with the purple morn, 

His sinews shrunk with age, and stiff with toil, 

In the warm bath foment with fragrant oil 

Then with Telemachus the socia! feast 

Partaking free, my sole invited guest ; 
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Whoe'er neglects to pay distinction due, 

The breach of hospitable right may rue. 

The vulgar of ny sex I most exceed 

In real fame, when most humane my deed ; 
And vainly to the praise of queen aspire 

If, stranger, I permit that mean attire 

Beneath the feastful bower. A narrow space 
Confines the circle of our destined race ; 

‘Tis ours with good the scanty round to grace. 
Those who to cruel wrong their state abuse, 
Dreaded in life, the mutter’d curse pursues ; 
By death disrobed of all their savage powers, 
Then licensed rage her hateful prey devours. 
But he whose in-born worth his acts commend, 
Or gentle soul, to hnman race a friend, 

The wretched he relieves diffuse his fame, 
And distant tongues extol] the patron-name. 

Princess, he cried, in vain your bounties flow 
On me, confirm'd and obstinate in woe. 

When my loved Crete received my final view, 
And from my weeping eyes her cliffs withdrew, 
These tatter'd weeds ἥν decent robe resign’d) 
I chose, the livery of my woeful mind! 

Nor will my heart-corroding cares abate 

With splendid palls, and canopies of state: 
Low-couch'd on earth, the gift of sleep I scom, 
And catch the glances of the waking mom. 
The delicacy of your courtly train 

To wash a wretched wanderer would disdain ; 
But if, in tract of long experience tried, 

And sad sitnilitude of woes allied, 

Some wretch reluctant views aérial light, 

To her mean hand assign the friendly rite. 

Pleased with this wise reply, the queen rejoin'’d : 

Such gentle manners, and so sage a mind, 

In all who graced this hospitable bower 

] ne’er discern'd before this social hour. 

Such servant as your humble choice requires, 
To light received the lord of my desires, 

New from the birth: and with a mother’s hand 
His tender bloom to manly growth ststain’d : 
Of matchless prudence, and a duteous mind : 
Though now to life’s extremest verge declined, 
Of strength superior to the task assign'd.— ὁ 
Rise, Furyclea! with officious care, 

For the poor friend the clear. ing bath prepare: 
This debt his correspondent fortunes claim, 
Too like Ulyases, and perhaps the same! 

Thus old with woes my fincy paints him now! 
For age untimely marks the careful brow. 

Instant, obsequions to the mild command, 
‘Sad Euryelea rose: with trembling hand 
She veils the torrent of her tearful eyes ; 

And this impassion’d to herself replies: 

Son of my love, and monarch of my cares ! 
What j.angs for thee this retched bosom bears! 
Are this by Jove who constant beg his aid 
With pious deed, and pure devotion, paid? 

He never dared defrand the sacred fine, 

Of perfect heeatambs in order slain: 

There of implored his tutelary power, 

Long τὸ protract the sad sepulehral hour; 
That, form’d for empire with paternal care, 
His realm might recognive an equal heir. 

O destined head! The pious vows are lost; 
lis God forgets him on a foreien coast ἵππω 
Perhaps, like thee, poor guest! in wanton pride 
The rich insult hit, and the young deride! 
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370| Conscious of worth reviled, thy generous mind 


The friendly rite of purity declined; 
My will concurring with my queen’s comman 
Accept the bath from this obsequious hand 
A strong emotion shakes my anguish’d) ‘sage 
In thy whole form Ulysses seems ¢xsens’d: 
Of all the wretched harbour’? on our coast, 
None imaged e’er like thee my master lost. 

Thus half discover'd through the dark disguise, 
With cool composure feign’d, the chief replies: 


380) You join your suffrage to the public vote; 


The same you think, have all beholders thought. 
He said: replenish’d from the purest springs, 450 

The laver straight with busy care she brings: 

In the decp vase that shone Jike burnish’d gold, 

The boiling fluid temperates the cold. 

Meantime revolving in his thoughtful mind 

The scar, with which bis manly knee was sign'd; 

His face averting from the crackling blaze, 

His shoulders intercept the unfriendly rays: 


900] Thus cautious, in the obscure he hoped to fly 


The curious search of Furyclea’s eye. 

Cautious in vain! nor ceased the dame to find, 488 

The scar with which his manly knee was sign’d. 
This on Parnassus (combating the boar) 

With glancing rage the tusky savage tore. 

Attended by his brave maternal race, 

His grandsire sent him to the sylvan chace, 

Autolycus the bold: (a mighty name 

For spotless faith and deeds of martial fame: 


400} Hermes, his patron-god, those gifts bestow'd, 


Whose shrine with weanling lambe he wont to 
load.) 

His course to Ithaca this hero sped, 40 

When the first product of Latrtes’ bed 

Was new disclosed to birth: the banquet ends, 

When Euryclea from the queen descends, 

And to his fond embrace the habe commends. 

“ Receive, she cries, your royal daughter's son; 

And name the blessing that your prayers have woa. 

Then thus the hoary chief: My victor arms 

Have awed the realms around with dire alarms: 

A sure memorial of my dreaded fame 

The boy shall bear; Ulysses be his name! 

And when with filial love the youth shall come 

To view his mother’s soil, my Delphic dome 

With gifts of price shall send him joyous home. 

Lured with the promised boon, when youthful prase 

Ended in man, his mother’s natal clime 

Ulysses sought ; with fond affection dear 


420| Amphithea's arms received the royal heir: 


Her ancient lord* an equal joy possess'd ; 
Instant he Dade prepare the genial feast : 

A steer to form the sumptuous banquet bled, 
Whose stately growth five flowery summers fed: 
His sons divide, and roast with artful care 

The limbs ; then all the tasteful viands share. 
Nor ceased discourse, (the banquet of the soul) 
Till Phebus, wheeling to the western goal, 
Resign'd the skies, and nizht revolved the pole. 


420; Their drooping cycs the slumberous shade oppres'é, 


Sated they rose, and al] retired to rest. 

Soon as the morn, new-robed in purple light, 
Pierced with her golden shafts the rear of night, 508 
Ulysses and his brave maternal race, 
The young Autolyci, assay the chace 
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: stood a window near, whence looking down | So drawn aloft, athwart the column tied, 


er the porch appear’d the subject town. 
e strength of valves secured the place, 
ind narrow, but the only pass: 
tious king, with all-preventing care, 
ἃ that outlet, placed Eumzus there: 
.gelaiis thus: Has none the sense 
nt yon window, and alarm from thence 
thbour town? the town shall force the door, 
| bold archer soon shall shoot no more, 151 
thius then: That outlet to the gate 

adjoins, that one may guard the strait. 
‘r methods of defence remain ; 
with arms can furnish all the train; 
‘om the royal magazine 1 bring, 
ir own darts shall piercc the prince and king. 
id; and mounting up the lofty stairs, 
shields, twelve lances, and twelve helmets 
2ars : 

and sudden round the hall appears 160 
of bucklers, and a wood of spears. 
ero stands opprese’d with mighty woe ; 
y side he sees the labour grow : 
t event! and oh, unlook’d-for aid! 
tus or the women have betray’d— 
dear son !—The father with a sigh, 
ased ; the filial virtue made reply: 
100d is folly, and "tis just to own 
lt committed: this was mine alone; 
e neglected yonder door to bar, 170 
ice the villain has supplied their war 
od Eumzus, then, and (what before 
ess err'd in) well secure that door: 
f by female fraud this deed were done, 
1y thought misgives) by Dolius’ son. 
» yet they spoke, in quest of arms again 
igh chamber stole the faithless swain, 
bserved. Eumeus watchful eyed, 

s address'd Ulysses near his side: 
niscreant we suspected takes that way; 180 
this arm be powerful, shall I slay ? 
ει him hither, to receive the meed 

y own hand, of this detested deed? 
0 ‘replied Ulysses ;) leave him there; 
iufficient is another care ; 
che structure of this palace wall 
, enclosed his masterg till they fall: 

and seize the felon; backward bind 

s and legs, and fix a plank behind ; 

his body by strong cords extend, 190 
a column near the roof suspend : 
ed tortures his vile days shall end. 
eady swains obey'’d with joyful haste. 
the felon unperccived they pass’d, 
ἃ the room in quest of arms he goes; 
If-shut door conceal d his lurking foes :) 
id sustain’d a helm, and one the shield, 
ld Latrtes wont in youth to wield, 

with dust, with dryness chapt and worn, 
ss corroded, and the leather torn. 
jen, o’er the threshold as he stepp'd, 
mn the villain from each side they leap’d, 
the hair the trembling dastard drew, 
wn reluctant on the pavement threw. 
nd pleased the zealous swains fulfil 
’ point their master’s rigid will ; 
it behind, his hands and feet they bound, 
raiten’d cords involved his body round) 


The howling felon swung from side to side. 210 
Eumzus scoffing then with keen disdain : 
There pass thy pleasing night, oh gentle swain ! 
On that soft pillow, from that envied height, 
First may’st thou see the springing dawn of light; 
So timely rise, when morning streaks the east, 
To drive thy victims to the suitors’ feast. 
This said, they left him, tortured as he lay, 
Secured the door, and hasty strode away : 
Each, breathing death, resumed his dangerous post 
Near great Ulysses; four against a host. 220 
When lo! descending to her hero’s aid, 
Jove’s daughter Pallas, war's triumphant maid: 
In Mentor’s friendly form she join'd his side: 
Ulysses saw, and thus with transport cried : 
Come, ever welcome, and thy succour lend ; 
Oh every sacred name in one! my friend! 
Early we loved, and long our loves have grown: 
Whate’er through life's whole serics 1 have done, 
Or good, or grateful, now to mind recall, 
And, aiding this one hour, repay it all. 230 
Thus he; but pleasing hopes his bosom warm, 
Of Pallas latent in the friendly form. 
The adverse host the phantom-warrior eyed, 
And first, loud threatening Agelaiis cried : 
Mentor, beware, nor let that tongue persuade 
Thy frantic arm to lend Ulysses aid ; 
Our force successful shall our threat make good, 
And with the sire and son’s commix thy blood. 
What hopest thou here? Thee first the sword shall 
slay, 
Then lop thy whole posterity away ; 240 
Far hence thy banish’d consort shall we send ; 


| With his, thy forfeit lands and treasures blend ; 


Thus, and thus only, shalt thou join thy friend. 
His barbarous insult even the goddess fires, 
Who thus the warrior to revenge inspires : 
Art thou Ulysses? where then shall we find 
The patient body and the constant mind? 
That courage, once the Trojans’ daily dread, 
Known nine long years, and feit by heroes dead 7 
And where that conduct, which revenged the lust 250 
Of Priam’s race, and laid proud Troy in dust? 
If this, when Helen was the cause, were done, 
What for thy country now, thy queen, thy son? 
Rise then in combat, at my side attend ; 
Observe what vigour gratitude can lend, 
And foes how weak, opposed against a friend! 
She spoke ; but willing Jonger to survey 
The sire and son's great acts, withheld the day ; 
By farther toils decreed the brave to try, 
And level poised the wings of victory ; 260 
Then with a change of form eludes their sight, 
Perch’'d like a swallow on a rafter’s height, 
And unperceived enjoys the rising fight. 
Damastor’s son, bold Agelaiis, leads 
The guilty war; Eurynomue succeeds; 
With these, Pisander, great Polictor’s son, 


200| Sage Polybus, and stern Amphymedon, 


With Demoptolemus: these six survive; 
The best of all the shafts had Icft alive. 
Amidst the carnage, desperate as they star-d, 270 
Thus Agelaiis roused the lagging band : 
The hour is come, when yon fierce man 20 more 
With bleeding princes shal] bestrew the fic or. 
Lo! Mentor leaves him with an empty bor st; 
The four remain, but four egainat κα host. 


be 
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Let each at once discharge the deadly dart, 

One sure of six shall reach Ulysses’ heart: 

The rest must perish their great leader slain : 

Thus shall one stroke the glory lost regain. 
Then all at once their ming!ed lances threw, 

And thirsty all of one man's blood they flew ; 

In vain! Minerva turn'’d them with her breath, 

And scatter'd short or wide the points of death! 


280 


On all sides thas they double wound on wound, 


In prostrate heaps the wretches beat the ground: 
Unmanly shrieks precede each dying groan, 
And a red deluge floats the reeking stone. 
Leiodes first before the victor falls: 
The wretched augarthus for mercy calls: 
O gracious hear, nor let thy suppliant bleed : 
Suill undishonour’d, or by word or deed, ~ 


With deaden'd sound one on the threshold falls, Thy house, for me, remains; by me repress‘d, 


One strikes the gate, one rings against the walls: 
The storm past innocent. The godlike man 
Now loftier trod, and dreadful thus began: 


Full oft we check’d the injustice of the rest: 
Averse they heard me when 1 counsell’d well, 
Their hearts were harden'd, and they jastly fell 


*Tis now (brave friends) our turn, at once to throw |QOh, spare an augur's consecrated head, 


(So speed them heaven) our javelins at the foe: 

That impious race to all their past misdeeds 

Would add our blood ; injustice still proceeds. 
He spoke : at once their fiery lances flew; 

Great Demoptolemus, Ulysses slew ; 

Euryades received the prince's dart; 

The goatherd’s quiver'd in Pisander’s heart : 

Fierce Elatus by thine, Eumzus falls ; 

Their fall in thunder echoes round the walls. 

The rest retreat; the victors now advance, 

Each from the dead resumes his bloody lance, 

Again the foe discharge the steely shower ; 

Again made frustrate by the virgin-power. 

Some turn’d by Pallas, on the threshold fall, 

Some wound the gate, some ring against the wall; 

Some weak, or ponderous with the brazen head, 

Drop harmless on the pavement, sounding dead. 
Then bold Amphimedon his javelin cast; 

Thy hand Telemachus it lightly razed ; 

And from Ctesippus’ arm the spear elanced 

On good Eumzus’ shield and shoulder glanced : 


Not lessen'd of their force (so slight the wound) 310 


Each sung along, and dropp'd upon the ground. 
Fate doom’d thee next, Eurymadus, to bear 

Thy death, ennobled by Ulysses’ spear. 

By the bold son Amphimedon was slain, 

And Polybus renown’'d the faithful swain. 

Pierced through the breast the rude Ctesippus bled, 
And thus Philatius gloried o'er the dead: 


There end thy pompoys vaunts and high disdain; 


Oh sharp in scandal, voluble and vain! 

How weak is mortal pride! To heaven alone 

The event of actions and our fates are known: 

Scoffer, behold what gratitude we bear: 

The victim’s heel is answer'd with his spear. 
Ulysses brandish'd high his vengeful steel, 

And Damastorides that instant fell; 

Fast by, Leocritus expiring lay, 

The prince's javelin tore its bloody way 

Through all his bowels: down he tumbles prone, 

His batter'd front and brains besmgear the stone. 


Nor add the blameless to the guilty dead. 


290} Priest as thou art! for that detested band 


Thy lying prophecies deceived the land : 

Against Ulysses have thy vows been made, 

For them thy daily orisons were paid : x 

Yet more, even to our bed thy pride aspires: 

One common crime one common fate requires. 
Thus speaking, from the ground the sword he toot 

Which Agelaiis’ dying hand forsook : 

Full through his neck the weighty falchion sped: 

Along the pavement roll'd the muttering head. 


300} Phemius alone, the hand of vengeance spared, 


Phemius the sweet, the heaven-instructed bird. 
Beside the gate the reverend minstrel stands; 
The lyre now silent trembling in his hands; π 
Dubious to supplicate the chief, or fly 
To Jove’s inviolable altar nigh. 
Where oft Laértes holy vows had paid, 
And oft Ulysses smoking victims !aid. 
His honour'd harp with care he first eet down, 
Between the laver and the silver throne; 
Then prostrate stretch'’d before the dreadful man, 
Persuasive, thus, with accent soft began: 

O king! to mercy be thy soul inclined, 
And spare the poet's ever-gentle kind. x 
A deed like this thy future fame would wrong, 
For dear to gods and men is sacred song. 
Self-taught I sing: by Heaven and Heaven alone 
The genuine seeds of poesy are sown: 
And (what the gods bestow) the lofty lay, 
To gods alone and godlike worth we pay. 


$20] Save then the poet, and thyself reward; 


’Tis thine to merit, mine is to record. 
That here I sung, was force, and not desire: 
This hand reluctant touch'd the warbling wire; # 
And let thy son attest, nor sordid pay, 
Nor servile flattery stain’d the moral lay. 
The moving words Telemachus attends, 
His sire approaches, and the bard defends. 
Oh mix not, father, with those impious desd 
The man divine; forbear that sacred head; 


Now Pallas shines confess'd ! aloft she spreads 330] Medon, the herald, too, our arms may spare, 


The arm of vengeance o'er their guilty heads ; 

The dreadful αἰ σία blazes in their eye: 

Amazed they see, they tremble and they fly: 

Confused, distracted, throngh the rooms they fling: 

Like oxen madden’d by the breeze’s sting, 

When sultry days, and long, succeed the gentle 
spring. 

Not half so keen fierce vultures of the chace 

Stoop from the mountains on the feather'd race, 

When, the wide field extended snares beset, 

With conscious dread they shun the quivering net: 

No help, no flight; but wounded every way, 


Headlong they drop; the fow\era seize the prey. 


Medon, who made my infancy his care; 
If yet he breathes, permit thy son to give 
Thus much to gratitude, and bid him live. # 
Beneath a table, trembling with dismay, 
Couch’d close to earth, unhappy Medon lay, 
Wrapp’d in a new slain ox's ample hide: 
Swift at the word he cast his screen aside, 
Sprung to the prince, embraced his knees with tem 
And thus with grateful voice address‘d his ears: 

O prince! oh friend ! lo here thy Medon stands: 
Ah stop the hero’s anresisted hands, 


MA\(ncensed too justly by that impious brood, 


Whose giiky θα new are set in blood. 4 
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hom Ulysses, with a pleasing eye: 
on friendship and my son rely: 

example for the world to read, 

ich more safe the good than evil deed : 
‘ith the heaven-taught bard, in peace resort 
ood and carnage to yon open court: 

τ work requires—W ith timorous awe 

e dire scenc the exempted two withdraw, 
ure of life, look round, and trembling move 
night altars of Protector Jove. 420 
while Ulysses search'd the dome, to find 
iere live of all the offending kind. 

> complete the bloody tale he found, 9 
o'd in blood, all gasping on the ground. 

n by hollow shores the fisher-train 
vith their arching nets the hoary main, 

irce the meshy toils the copious draught 
ontain, 

ἃ of their element, and bare, 

es pant, and gasp in thinner air ; 
er the sands are spread the stiffening prey, 
warm sun exhales their soul away. 43] 
iow the king commands his son to call 
yclea to the deathful hall: 

observant not ἃ moment stays ; 
d governess with speed obeys; 

nding portals instant they display ; 
tron moves, the prince directs the way. 
5. of death the stern Ulysses stood, 

< with dust, and cover'd thick with blood. 
rim lion from the slaughter comes, 440 
1 he glares, and terribly he foame, 
st with marks of carnage painted o’er, 

s all dropping with the bull's black gore. 

as her eyes the welcome object met, 

lty fall’n, the mighty deed complete; 

n of joy her feeble voice essay'd: 

o check’d her, and composedly said— 

an, experienced as thou art, controul 

t joy, and feast thy secret soul. 

lt the dead, is cruel and unjust ; 450 
| their crime have sunk thern to the dust. 
ded these the censure of mankind, 

id and bad were equal in their mind. 

ie price of worthlessness they paid, 

‘hh now wails, an unlamented shade. 

1 sincere! O Euryclea, say, 

aids dishonour us, and what obey ? 

she: In these thy kingly walls remain 

) full fifty of the handmaid train, 

by my care, to cull the fleece or weave, 460 
vitude with pleasing tasks deccive ; 

a, twice six pursue their wicked way, 

, nor chaste Penelope obey ; 

it that Telemachus command 

as he is) his mother's female band. 

o the upper chambers let me fly, 

slumbers soft now close the royal eye; 

rake her with the news—the matron cried 
Ulysses more sedate replied.) 

τοὶ the crew who wrought these guilty 
6668. 
the matron parts: the king proceeds: 47] 
to dispose the dead, the care remains 

my son, and you, my faithful swains. 

3N 


The offending fernales to that task we doom, 
To wash, to scent, and purify the room. 
These (every table cleansed, and every throne 
And all the melancholy labour done) 
Drive to yon court, without the palace wall, 
There the revenging sword shall smite them all; 
So with the suitors let them mix in dust, 480 
Stretch'd in a long oblivion of their lust. 
Iie said: the lamentable train appear, 
Each vents a groan, and drops a tender tear: 
Each heaved her mournful burden, and beneath 
The porch deposed the ghastly heap of death. 
The chief severe, compelling each to move, 
Urged the dire task imperious from above : 
With thirsty sponge they rub the tables o’er 
(The swains unite their toil;) the walls, the floor 
Wash'd with the effusive wave, are purged of gore ; 
Once more the palace eet in fair array, 491 
To the base court the females take their way ; 
There compass'd close between the dotne and wall 
(Their life’s last scene) they trembling wait their fall. 
Then thus the prince: To these shalt we afford 
A fate so pure, as by the martial sword ? 
To these, the nightly prostitutes to shame, 
And base revilers of our house and name ? 

Thus speaking, on the circling wall he strung 
A ship's tough cable, from a column hung ; 500 
Near the high top he strain’d it strongly round, 
Whence no contending foot could reach the ground. 
Their heads above connected in a row, 
They beat the air with quivering feet below ; 
Thus on some tree hung struggling in the snare, 
The doves or thrushes flap their wings in air. 
Soon fled the sunl impure, and left behind 
The empty corse to waver with the wind. 

Then forth they led Melanthius, and began 
Their bloody work ; they lopp'd away the man, 510 
Morsel for dogs! then trimm’d with brazen shears 
The wretch, and shorten’d of his nose and ears; 
His hands and feet last felt the cruel steel : 


‘He roar'd, and torments gave his soul to hell. 


They wash, and to Ulysses take their way, 
So ends the bloody business of the day. 

To Euryclea then address’d the king: 
Bring hither fire, and hither sulphur bring, 
To purge the palace: then the queen attend, 
And let her with her matron-train descend ; 520 
The matron-train, with all the virgin-band, 
Assemble here to learn their Jord’s command. 

Then Euryclea: Joyful I obey, 
But cast those mean dishonest rags away ; 
Permit me first the royal robes to bring: 
Ill suits this garb the shoulders of a king. 
Bring sulphur straight and fire, (the monarch cries,) 
She hears, and®at the word obedient flies. 
With fire and sulphur, cure of noxious fumes, 
He purged the walls, and blood-polluted rooms. §30 
Again the matron springs with eager pace, 
And spreads her Jord’s return from place to place. 
They hear, rush forth, and instant round him stand, 
A gazing throng, a torch in every hand. 
They saw, they knew him, and with fond embrace 
Each humbly kiss'd his knee, or hand, or face ; 
He knows them all, in all such truth appears, 
Even he indulges the sweet joy of tears. 


BOOK XXIII. 


ARGUMENT. 


Euryclea awakens Penelope with the news of Ulysses’s 
return and the death of the suitora. Penelope ecarce 
credits her ; but supposes some god has punished them, 
and descends from her apartment in doubt. At the 
firet interview of Ulysses and Penelope, she is quite 
unsatisfied Minerva restores him to the beauty of 
his youth; but the queen continues incredulous, till by 
sone circumstances she is convinced, and fa Is into all 
the transports of passion and tenderness. They re- 
count to each other all that has passed during their 
long separation. The next morning Ulysses, arming 
himself and his friends, goes from the city to visit his 
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Glorious in gore '—now with sul phureous fires 
The dome he purges, now the flame aspires; 
Fleap'd lie the dead without the palace walls— 
Haste, Gaughter, haste, thy own Ulysses calls! 
Thy every wish the bounteous gods bestow ; 
Enjoy the present good, and former woe. 
Ulysses lives, his vanquish’d foes to see ; 

He lives to thy Telemachus and thee! 

Ah, no! with sighs Penelope rejoin’d, 
F:xcess of joy disturbs thy wandering mind: 
How blest this happy hour, should he appesr, 
Deay to us all, to me supremely dear ! 

Ah, no! some god the suitors’ deaths decreed, 
Some god descends, and by his hand they bleed; 


& 


father. 


BOOK XXIII. 

THEN to the queen, as in repose she lay, 
The nurse with eager rapture speeda her way; 
The transports of her faithful heart supply 
A sudden youth, and give her wings to fly. 

And sleeps my child? the reverend matron cries: 
Ulysses lives! arise, my child, arise! 

At length appears the long-expected hour! 
Ulysses comes! the suitors are no more! 
No more they view the golden light of day! 
Arise, and bless thee with the glad survey ! 


Ab! whither wanders thy distemper’d mind ? 
The righteous powers, who tread the starry skies, 
The weak enlighten, and confound the wise, 
And human thought, with unresisted sway, 
Depress or raise, enlarge or take away: 
Truth, by their high decree, thy voice forsakes, 
And folly with the tongue of wisdom speaks. 
Unkind, the fond illusion to impose ! 
Was it to flatter or deride my woes? 
Never did 1 a sleep so sweet enjoy, 
Since my dear Jord left Ithaca for Troy. 
Why must 1 wake to grieve, and curse thy shore, 
O Troy 7—may never tongue pronounce thee more! 
Begone ! another might have felt our rage, 
But age is sacred, and we spare thy age. 

To whom with warmth: My soul a lie disdains: 
Ulysses lives, thy own Ulysses reigns : 
That stranger, patient of the suitors’ wrongs, 
And the rude licence of ungovern’d tongues, 
He, he is thine. Thy son his latent guest 
Long knew, but lock’d the secret in his breast ; 
With well concerted art to end his woes, 
And burst at once in vengeance on the foes. 


While yet she spoke, the queen in transport sprung 


Swift from the couch, and round the matron hung: 
Fast from her eye descends the rolling tear. 
Say, once more say, is my Ulysses here 7 
How could that numerous and outrageous band 
By one be slain, though by a hero’s hand 7 

I saw it not, she cried, but heard alone, 
When death was busy, a loud dying groan; 
The damsel-train turn'd pale at every wound ; 
Immured we sate, and catch'd each passing sound ; 
When death had seized her prey, thy son attends, 
And at his nod the damsel-train descends : 
There, terrible in arms, Ulysses stood, 
And the dead suitors almost swam in blood : 
Thy heart had leap’d the hero to survey, 
Stern as the surly lion o'er ha prey, 


10 
Touch’d at her words, the mournful queen rejoin’d, 


30 


40 


Blind ! to contemn the stranger's righteous cause, 

And violate all hospitable laws ! 

The good they hated, and the powers defied ; 

But Heaven is just, and by a god they died. 

For never must Ulysses view this shore ; 

Never! the loved Ulysses is no more ! 7 
What words (the matron cries) have reach'd my 

ears? 

Doubt we his presence, when he now appears? 

Then hear conviction: Ere the fatal day 

That forced Ulysses o’er the watery way, 

A boar, fierce rushing in the sylvan war, 

Plough'd half his thigh; I saw, I saw the scar, 

And wild with transport had reveal’d the wound ; 

But ere I spoke, he rose, and check’d the sound. 

Then, daughter, haste away ! and if a lie 

Flow from this tongue, then let thy servant die! 8) 
To whom with dubious joy the queen replies, 

Wiee is thy sou), but errors seize the wise; 

The works of gods what mortal can survey ? 

Who knows their motives, who shall trace their way ! 

But learn we instant how the suitors trod 

The paths of death, by man, or by a god. 
Thus speaks the queen, and no reply attends, 

But with alternate joy and fear descends ; 

At every step debates her lord to prove ; 

Or, rushing to his arms, confess her love ! 

Then gliding through the marble valves, in state 

Opposed, before the shining sire she sate. 

The monarch by a column high es.:hroned 

His eye withdrew, and fix'd it on the ground ; 

Curious to hear his queen the silence break: 

Amazed she sate, and impotent to speak ; 

O’er all the man her eyes she rolls in vain, 

Now hopes, now fears, now knows, then doubts 

again, 

At length Telemachus—Oh, who can find 

A woman like Penelope unkind ? 

Why thus in silence ? why with winning charms 

Thus slow to fly with rapture to his arms? 

Stubborn the breast that with no transport glows, 

When twice ten years are pass'd of mighty woes; 

To softneas lost, to spousal love unknown, 

The gods have form'd that rigid heart of stone. 
O my Telemachus! the queen rejoin’d, 

Distracting fears confound my labouring mind; 

Powerless to speak, I scarce uplift my eyes, 

Nor dare to question ; doubts on doubts arise. 

Oh deign he, if Ulysses, to remove 

These boding thoughts, and what he is, to prove: 
Pleased with her virtuous fears, the king replies, 

Indulge, my son, the cautions of the wise; 

Time shall the truth to sure remembranee bring; 


% 
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W\ This qarb of poverty belies the king. 
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No more.—This day our deepest care requires, Alas for this! what mortal strength can move 
Cautious to act what thought mature inspires. The enormous burden ; who but heaven above ? 
If one man’s blood, though mean, distain our hands, [1 mocks the weak attempts of human hands; 

The homicide retreats to foreign lands ; 120|But the whole earth must move, if heaven come 
By us, in heaps the illustrious peerage falls, mands, 

The important deed our whole attention calls. Then hear sure evidence, while we display 

Be that thy care, Telemachus replies ; Words seal’d with sacred truth, and truth obey; 190 
The world conspires to speak Ulysses wise ; This hand the wonder framed ; an olive spread 
For wisdom all is thine! lo, I obey, Full in the court it's ever-verdant head. 

And dauntless follow where you lead the way ; Vast as some mighty column's bulk, on high 
Nor shalt thou in the day of danger find The huge trunk rose, and heaved into the sky; 
Thy coward son degenerate lag behind Around the tree I raised a nuptial bower, 

Then instant to the bath (the monarch cries) And roofd defensive of the storm and shower; 
Bid the gay youth and sprightly virgins rise, 130 The spacious valve, with art inwrought, conjoins 
Thence all descend in pomp and proud array, And the fair dome with polish’d marble shines. 
And bid the dome resound the mirthful lay ; I lopp’d the branchy head ; aloft in twain 
While the sweet lyrist airs of rapture sings, Sever'd the bole, and smooth'd the shining grain ; 
And forms the dance responsive to the strings. Then posts, capacious of the frame, I raise, 201 
That hence the eluded passengers may say, And bore it, regular, from space to space : 

Lo! the queen weds! we hear the spoueal lay ! Athwart the frame, at equal distance lie 
The suitors’ death, unknown, ‘till we remove Thongs of tough hides, that boast a purple dye ; 
Far from the court, and act inspired by Jove. Then polishing the whole, the finish'd mould 


Thus spoke the king; the observanttrain obey, | With silver shone, with elephant, and gold. 
At once they bathe, and dress in proud array: 140 But if o’erturn’d by rude, ungovern’d hands, 
The lyrist strikes the string; gay youths advance, Or still inviolate the olive stands, 

And fair zoned damsels form the sprightly dance. [᾿Τία thine, oh queen, to say ; and now impart, 


The voice, attuned to instrumental sounds, If fears remain, or doubts distract thy heart ? 210 

Ascends the roof, the vaulted roof rebounds : While yet he speaks, her powers of life decay, 

Not unobserved : the Greeks eluded say, She sickens, trembles, falls, and faints away. 

Lo! the queen weds, we hear the spousal lay ! At length, recovering, to his arme she flew, 

Inconstant ! to admit the bridal hour. And strain’d him close, as to his breast she grew : 

Thus they—but nobly chaste she weds no more. The tears pour'd down amain ; and, oh, she cries, 
Meanwhile the wearied king the bath ascends ! Let not against thy spouse thine anger rise ! 

With faithful cares Eurynomé attends, 150 O versed in every turn of human art, 

O’er every limb a shower of fragrance sheds ; Forgive the weakneas of a woman's heart ! 

Then, drest in pomp, magnificent he treads. The righteous powers, that mortal lots dispose, 

The warrior-goddess gives his frame to shine Decree us to sustain a length of woes, 400 

With majesty enlarged, and grace divine. And from the flower of life the bliss deny 

Back from his brows in wavy ringlets fly To bloom together, fade away, and die. 

His thi¢k large locks of hyacinthine dye. O let me, let me not thine anger move, 

As by some artist to whom Vulcan gives That I forbore, thus, thus to speak my love: 

His heavenly skill, a breathing image lives ; Thus in fond kisses, while the transport warms, 


By Pallas taught, he frames the wonderous mould | Pour out my soul, and die within thy arms! 
And the pale silver glows with fusile gold : 160 I dreaded fraud! Men, faithless men betray 


So Pallas his heroic form improves Our easy faith, and make the sex their prey : 

With bloom divine, and like a god he moves! Against the fondness of my heart I strove ; 

More high he treads, and issuing forth in state, ’T was caution, oh my lord! not want of love. 230 

Radiant before his gazing consort sate. Like me had Helen fear'd, with wanton charms 

And, oh my queen! he cries; what power above Ere the fair mischief set two worlds in arms ; 

Has steel’d that heart, averse to spousal love ? Ere Greece rose dreadful in the avenging day ; 

Canst thou, Penelope, when Ileaven restores Thus had she fear'd, she had not gone astray 

Thy lost Ulysses to his native shores, But Heaven, averse to Greece, in wrath decreed 

Canst thou, oh cruel! unconcern'd survey That she should wander, and that Greece should 

Thy lost Ulysses, on this signal day ? 170 bleed 

Haste, Euryclea, and dispatchful spread Blind to the ills that from injustice flow, 

For me, and me alone, the imperial bed ; She colour'd al] our wretched lives with woe. 

My weary nature craves the balm of rest ; But why these sorrows when my lord arrives ? 

Rut Heaven with adamant has arm’d her breast. I yield, I yield! my own Ulysses lives ! 240 
Ah no! she cries, a tender heart I bear, The secrets of the bridal bed are known 

A foe to pride, no adamant is there; To thee, to me, to Actoris alone, 

And now, even now it melts! for sure I see (My father’s present in the spousal hour, 

Once more Ulysses my beloved in thee! The sole attendant on our genial bower.) 

Fix'd in my soul, as when he sail’d to Troy, Since what no eye hath seen thy tongue reveal’d, 

His image dwells: then haste the bed of joy! | 180|Hard and distrustful as I am, I yield. 

Haste, from the bridal bower the bed translate, Touch'd to the soul, the king with rapture hears, 

Framed by his hand, and be it drest in state ! Hangs round her neck, and speaks his joy in tears. 


Thus speaks the queen, still dubious, with disguise ; | As, to the shipwreck'd mariner, the shores 
Touch’d at her words, the king with warmth replies :|Delightful rise, when wry Neyans rau, WA 
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Then, when the surge in thunder mounts the sky, 

And gulfd in crowds at once the sailors die; 

If one more happy, while the tempest raves, 

Outlives the tumult of conflicting waves, 

All pale, with ooze deform'd, he views the strand, 

And plunging forth with transport grasps the land: 

The ravish'd queen with equal rapture glows, 

Clasps her loved Jord, and to his bosom grows. 

Nor had they ended till the morning ray, 

But Pallas backward held the rising day, 

The wheels of night retarding, to detain 

The gay Aurora in the wavy main; 

Whose flaming steeds, emerging through the night, 

Beam o’er the eastern hills with streaming light. 
At length Ulysses with a sigh replies: 

Yet Fate, yet cruel Fate repose denies ; 

A labour long, and hard, remains behind ; 

By heaven above, by hell beneath enjoin’d ; 

For, to Tiresias through the eternal gates 

Of hell I trode, to learn my future fates. 

But end we here—the night demands repose, 

Bedeck'd the couch! and peace awhile, my woes. 
To whom the queen. Thy word we shall obey, 

And deck the couch ; far hence be woes away ; 

Since the Just gods, who tread the starry plains 

Restore thee safe, since my Ulysses reigns. 

But what those perils Heaven decrees, impart: 

Knowledge may grieve, but fear distracts the heart. 
To this the king. Ah, why must I disclose 

A dreadful story of approaching woes? 

Why in this hour of transport wound thy ears, 


270 


Then instant his fair spouse Ulysses led 
To the chaste love-rites of the nuptial bed. 

And now the blooming youths and sprightly fair 
Cease the gay dance, and to their rest repair; 3 
But in discourse the king and consort lay, 

While the soft hours stole unperceived away: 
Intent he hears Penelope disclose 

A mournful story of domestic woes, 

His servants’ insults, his invaded bed, 


260| How his whole flocks and herds exhausted bled, 


His generous wines dishonour’d shed in vain, 
And the wild riots of the suitor-train. 

The king alternate a dire tale relates, 

Of wars, of triumphs, and disastrous fates; 
All he unfolds : his listening spouse turns pale 
With pleasing horror at the dreadful tale : 
Sleepless devours each word ; and hears how slain 
Cicons on Cicons swell the ensanguined plain; 
How to the land of Lote unblest he sails ; 

And images the rills and flowery vales: 

How dash’d like dogs, his friends the Cyclops tore 
(Not unrevenged,) and quaff’d the spouting gore; 
How the loud storms in prison bound, he sails 
From friendly olus with prosperous gales ; 

Yet fate withstands! a sudden tempest roam, 30 
And whirls him groaning from his native shores: 
How on the barbarous Lerstrigonian coast, 

By savage hands his fleet and friends he lost ; 

How scarce himself surviv'd: he paints the bower, 


280| The spells of Circe, and her magic power ; 


His dreadful journey to the realms beneath, 


When thou must learn what I must speak with tears 7) ΤῸ seek Tiresias in the vales of death ; 


Heaven, by the Theban ghost, thy spouse decrees, 
Torn from thy arms, to sail a length of seas; 
From realm to realm, a nation to explore, 

Who ne'er knew salt, or heard the billows roar, 
Nor saw gry vessel stem the aurgy plain, 

A painted wonder, flying on the main: 

An oar my hand must bear ; a shepherd eyes 


How in the doleful mansions he survey'd 

His royal mother, pale Anticlea’s shade ; 

And friends in battle slain, heroic ghosts! 
Then how, unharm'd, he past the Siren coasts, 
The justling rocks where fierce Charybdis raves, 
And howling Scylla whirls her thunderous waves, 
The cave of death! How his companions slay 


30 


The unknown instrument with strange surprise, 290|The oxen sacred to the god of day, 


And calls a corn-van: this upon the plain 

I fix, and hail the monarch of the main ; 

Then bathe his altars with the mingled gore 

OF victima vow'd, a ram, a bull, a boar; 

Thence swift re-sailing to my native shores, 

Duce victims slay to all the ethereal powers. 

Then Heaven decrees, in peace, to end my days, 
And steal myself from life by slow decays ; 
Unknown to pain, in age resign my breath, 

When late stern Neptune points the shaft of death; 
To the dark grave retiring as to rest, 
My people blessing, by my pzople blest. 


Till Jove in wrath the rattling tempest guides, 

And whelms the offenders in the roaring tides: 

How struggling through the surge he reach‘d the 
shores 

Of fair Ogygia, and Calypso’s bowers ; 360 

Where the gay blooming nymph constrain'’d bis 
stay, 

With sweet, reluctant, amorous delay ; 

And promised, vainly promised, to bestow 

Immortal Jife, excnipt from age and woe ; 


301| How saved from storms Phracia’s coast he trod 


By great Alcinoiis honour’d as a god, 


Sach future scenes the all-righteous powers display| Who gave him last his country to behold, 


By their dread seer,* and such my future day. 

To whom thus firm of soul: If ripe for death, 
And full of days, thou gently yield thy breath; 
While Heaven a kind release from ils foreshows, 
Triumph, thou happy victor of thy woes! 

But Euryclea, with dispatchful care, 

And sage Eurynomeé, the couch prepare : 

Instant they bid the blazing torch display 

Around the dome an artificial day; 

Then to repose her steps the matron bends, 

And to the queen Eurynomé descends! 

A torch she bears, to hght with guiding fires 

The royal pair; she guides them, and retires; 

—_—— ee 
* Tiresias. 


With change of raiment, brass and heaps of gold. 


He ended, sinking into sleep, and shares 
A sweet forgetfulness of all his cares. 

Soon as soft slumber eased the toils of day, 
Minerva rushes through the atrial way, 
And bids Aurora with her golden wheels 
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810: Flame from the ocean o’er the eastern hills: 


Up rose Ulysses from the genial bed, 
And thus with thought mature the monarch said: 
My queen, my consort! through a length of years 
We drank the cup of sorrow mix’d with tears; 
Thou, for thy lord: while me the immortal powers 
Detain’d reluctant from my native shores. 308 
Now, bless'd again by heaven, the queen display, 
And tule our palace with an equal sway. 
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Be it my care, by loans, or martial toils, 
To thronz my empty folds with gifts or spoils. 
But now 1 haste to bless Lairtes eyes 
Wita sight of his Ulysses ere he dies ; 
The good old man, to wasting woes a prey, 
Weeps a sad life in solitude away. 
But hear, though wise! This morning shall unfold 
The deathful scene, on heroes heroes roll'd. 390 
Thou with thy maids within the palace stay, 
From ail the scene of tumult far away ! 
He spoke, and sheath'd in arms incessant flies 
To wake his son, and bid his friends arise. 
To arms! aloud he cries: his friends obey, 
With glittering arms their manly limbs array, 
And pass the city gate ; Ulysses leads the way. 
Now flames the rosy dawn, but Pallas shrouds 
The latent warriors in a veil of clouds. 
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ARGUMENT, 

Ihe souls of the saitors are conducted by Mercury to 
the infernal shades, Ulysses in the country goes to 
the retirement of his father Laerteas he finds him: 
busied in his garden all alone: the manner of his dis- 
covery to him is beautifully deseribed. They return! 
together to his lodge. and the king in acknow ledged by: 
Dolius and the servants. The [thaecensians, led by: 
Fupith ss, the fativ rof Antino:s, rive against Ulysses, 
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O mighty chief! (Pelides thus began) 
Honour’d by Jove above the lot of man! 

King ofa hundred kings! to whom resign'd 
The strongest, bravest, greatest of mankind, 
Comest thou the first, to view this dreary state ? 
And was the noblest, the first mark of Fate ? 
Condemn’d to pay the great arrear so soon, 
The Jot which all Jament, and none can shun! 
Oh! better hadst thou sunk in Trojan ground, 
With all thy full-blown honours cover'd round! 
Then grateful Greece with streaming eyes might raise 
Historic marbles to record thy praise : 

Thy praise eternal on the faithful stone, 

Had with transmissive glories graced thy son. 
But heavier fates were destined to attend: 
What man is happy, till he knows his end ? 

O son of Peleus! greater than mankind! 
(Thus Agarnemnon's kingly shade rejoin’d) 
Thrice happy thou, to press the martial plain 
Midst heaps of heroes in thy quarrel slain: 

In clouds of smoke raised by the noble fray, 
Great and territic even in death you lay, 

And deluges of blood flow'd round you every way. 
Nor ceased the strife till Jove himself opposed, 
And all in tempests the dire evening closed. 
Then to the fleet we bore thy honour'd Joad, 
And decent on the funeral bed bestow'd : 

Then unguents sweet and tepid streams we shed; 
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who gives them battle, in whieh Bupithes is killed by, Tears flow'd trom every eye, and o’er the dead 
Laértes: ant the goddess Pallas makes a lasting! Each clipp'd the curling honours of his head. 
peac> between Ulysses and his subjects, which con-| Struck at the news, thy azure inother came ; 
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CyLLENivs now to Pluto’s dreary reign 
Conveys the dead, a lamentable train! 
The golden wand, that causes sleep to fly, 
Or in soft slumber seals the wakeful eye, 
That drives the ghosts to realms of night or day, 
Points out the long uncomfortable way. 
Trembling the spectres glide, and plaintive vent 
Thin, hollow screams, along the deep descent : 
As in the cavern of some rifled den, 
Where flock nocturnal bats, and birds obscene ; 
Cluster'd they hang, till at sorne sudden shock 
They move, and murmurs run through all the rock : 
So cowering fled the sable heaps of ghosts, 
And such a scream fill'd all the dismal coasts. 
And now they reach the earth’s remotest ends, 
And now the gates where evening Sol descends, 
And Leucas’ rock, and Oceau's utmost streams, 
And now pervade the dusky land of dreams, 
And rest at last, where souls unbodied dwell 
In ever-flowcring meads of Asphodel 
The empty forms of men inhabit there, 
Impassive semblance, images of air! 
Nought else are all that shined on earth before ; 
Ainx and great Achilles are no more! 
Yet still a master-chost, the rest he awed, 
The rest ador'd him, towering as he trod; 
Sull at his side ia Nestor’s son survey'd, 
And loved Patroclus still attends his shade 
New as they were to that infernal shore, 
The suitors stopp'd, and gazed the hero o'er. 
When, moving slow, the regal form they view'd 
OF great Atrides; him in pomp pursued 
And solemn sadness through the gleom of hell, 
The train of those who by .Egysthus fell. 
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The sea-green sisters waited on the dame: 

A voice of loud lament through all the main 
Was heard ; and terror seized the Grecian train: 
Back to their ships the frighted host had fled ; 
But Nestor spoke, they listen’d and obey’d : 
(From old experience Nestor's counse! springs, 
And long vicissitudes of human things.) 
*Forbear your flight: fair Thetis from the main 
To mourn Achilles leads her azure train.’ 
Around thee stands the danghtera of the deep, 
Robe thee in heavenly vests, and round thee weep. 
Round thee, the Muses, with alternate strain, 

In ever-consecrating verse, complain. 

Each warlike Greek the moving music hears, 
And iron-hearted heroes melt in tears. 

Till seventeen nights and seventeen days return’d, 
All that was mortal or immortal mourn’d. 

To flames we gave thee, the succeeding day, 
And fatted sheep, and sable oxen slay; 

With oil and honey blaze the augmented fires, 
And, like a god adorn‘d, thy earthly part expires. 
Unnumber'd warriors round the burning pile 
Urce the fleet courser’s or the racer’s toil ; 

Thick clouds of dust o’er all the circle rise, 

And the mix'd clamour thunders in the skies. 
Soon as absorpt in all embracing flame 

Sunk what was mortal of thy mighty name, 

We then collect thy snowy bones, and place 
With wines and unguents in a golden vase ; 

(The vase to Thetis Bacchus gave of old, 

And Vulcan's art eurich'd the sculptured gold.) 
There we thy relies, great Achilles! blend 

With dear Patroclus, thy departed friend : 

In the same urn a separate space contains 

Thy neat beloved, Antilochus’ remains. 

Now all the sons of warlike Greece surround 

i Thy destined tomb, and cask a mighty moands 
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High on the shore the growing hill we raise, And show’d, as unperceived we took our stand, I 
That wide the extended Hellespont surveys: The backward labours of her faithless hand. 
Where all from age to age, who pass the coast, Forced, she completes it; and before us lay 
May point Achilles’ tomb, and hail the mighty ghost. |The mingled web whose gold and silver ray 
Thetis herself to all our peers proclaims Display’d the radiance of the night and day. 
Heroic prizes and exequial games ; Just as she finish'd her illustrious toil, 
The gods assented; and around thee lay Ill fortune Jed Ulysses to our isle. 
Rich spoils and gifts that blazed against the day. 110 Εογ in a lonely nook, beside the sea, 
Oft have I seen with solemn funeral games At an old swine-herd’s rural lodge he lay: 
Heroes and kings committed to the flames ; Thitker his son from sandy Pyle repairs, 
But strength of youth, or valour of the brave, And speedy lands, and secretly confers. 1% 
With nobler contest ne'er renown'd a grave. They plan our future ruin, and resort 
Such were the games by azure Thetis given, Confederate to the city and the court. 
And such thy honours, oh beloved of heaven ! First came the son; the father next succeeds, 
Dear to mankind thy fame survives, nor fades Clad like a beggar, whom Eumzus leads ; 
Its bloom eternal in the Stygian shades. Propt on a staif, deform'd with age and care, 
But what to me avail my honours gone, And hung with rags that flutter'd in the air. 
Successful toils, and battles bravely won ? 120) Who could Ulysses in that form behold? 
Doom'd by stern Jove at home to end my ‘fe, Scorn’d by the young, forgotten by the old, 
By curst .Egysthus, and a faithless wife ! Ill-used by all! to every wrong resign'd, 
Thus they : while Hermes o'er the dreary plain {Patient he suffer'd with a constant mind. 1% 
Led the sad numbers by Ulysses slain. But, when arising in his wrath to obey 
On each majestic form they cast a view, The will of Jove, he gave the vengeance way: 
And timorous pasu'd, and awfully withdrew. The scatter'd arms that hung around the dome 
But Agamemnon, through the gloomy shade, Careful he treasured in a private room : 
His ancient host Amphimedon survey’d ; Then to her suitors bade his queen propose 
Son of Melanthius! (he began) O say! The archer’s strife, the source of future woes, 
What cause compell’d so many, and so gay, 130 | And omen of our death! In vain we drew 
To tread the downward, melancholy way ? The twanging string, and tried the stubborn yew : 
Say could one city yield a troop so fair? To none it yields but great Ulysses hands ; 
Were all these partners of one native air ? In vain we threat; Telemachus commands; 2% 
Or did the rage of stormy Neptune sweep The bow he snatch’d and in an instant bent; 
Your lives at once, and whelm beneath the deep? | Through every ring the victor arrow went. 
Did nightly thieves, or pirates’ cruel hands, Fierce on the threshold then in arms he stood ; 
Drench with your blood your pillaged country’s | Pour'd forth the darts that thirsted for our blood, 
sands? And frown'd before us, dreadful as a god ! 
Or well defending some beleaguer’d wall, First bleeds Antinoiis: thick the shafts resound, 
Say, for the public did ye greatly fall? And heaps on heaps the wretches strew the ground: 
Inform thy guest: for such I was of yore 140 This way, and that we turn, we fly, we fall; 
When our triumphant navies touch’d your shore; [Some god assisted, and unmanned us all: 
Forced a long month the wintry seas to bear, Ignoble cries precede the dying groans ; 91 
To move the great Ulysses to the war, And batter'd brains and blood besmear the stones. 
O king of men! I faithful shall relate Thus, great Atrides: thus Ulysses drove 
‘Replied Amphimedon) our hapless fate. The shades thou seest, from yon fair renlme above : 
Ulysses absent our ambitious aim Our mang!ed bodies now deform’d with gore, 
With rival loves pursued his royal dame ; Cold and neglected, spread the marble floor : 
Her coy reserve, and prudence mix'd with pride, No friend to bathe our wounds! or tears to shed 
Our common suit nor granted, nor denied ; O’er the pale corse ! the honours of the dead. 
But close with inward hate our deaths design’d; 160, O blest Ulysses! (thus the king express‘d! 
Versed in ἃ}} arts of wily womankind. His sudden rapture) in thy consort bless'd ! 
Her band, laborious,.in delusion spread Not more thy wisdom than her virtue shined 2 
A spacious loom, and mix’d the various thread. Not more thy patience than her constant mind. 
Ye peers (she cried) who press to gain my heart, Icarius’ danghter, glory of the past, 
Where dead Ulysses claims no more a part, And model to the future age, shall last: 
Yet a short space your rival suit suspend, The gods, to honour her fair fame shal! raise 
Till this funereal web my labours end: (Their great reward) a poet in her praise. 
Cease, tll to good Latrtes 1 bequeath Not such, oh Tyndarus! thy daughter’s deed, 
A task of grief, his ornaments of death: By whose dire hand her king and husband bled; 
Lest, when the Fates his royal ashes claim, 160] Her shall the Muse to infamy prolong, 
The Grecian matrong taint my spotless fame : Example dread, and theme of tragic song! 
Should he, long honour'd with supreme command, |The gencral sex shall suffer in her shame, 2% 
Want the last duty ofa daughter's hand. And even the best that bears a woman's name. 
The fiction pleased, our generous train complies, Thus, in the regions of eternal shade, 
Nor fraud mistrusts in virtue’s fair disguise. Conferr'd the mouraful phantoms of the dead; 
The work she plied, but studious of delay, While from the town, Ulysses and his band 
Each following night reversed the toils of day. Pasa’d to Laértes’ cultivated land. 
a ὐὸν unseen, three years her arts prevail ; The ground himself had purchased with his paia, 
fourth, her maid reveal'd the amazing tale, And labour inade the rugged soil a plain. 
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stood his mansion of the rural sort, For so reported the first man I view'd, 
seful buildings round the lowly court; (Some surly islander of manners rude,) 
the few servants that divide his care 240! Nor further conference vouchsafed to stay ; 
heir laborious rest, and homely fare; Heedless he whistled, and pursued his way. 
ie Sicilian matron, old and sage, But thou, whom years have taught to understand, 310 
onstant duty tends his drooping age. Humanely hear, and answer my demand: 
now arriving, to his rustic band A friend I seek, a wise one and a brave: 
urtial son, Ulysses gave command. Say, lives he yet, or moulders in the grave? 
he house, and of the bristly swine Time was (my fortunes then were at the best) 
he largest to the powers divine. When at my house I lodged this foreign guest ; 
and unattended, let me try He said, from Ithaca’s fair isle he came, 
share the old man’s memory: And old Laértes was his father's name. 
: dim eyes can yet Ulysses know, 250} To him, whatever to a guest is owed 
light and dearest object long ago ;) I paid, and hospitable gifts bestow'd : 
1anged with time, with absence and with woe.| To him seven talents of pure ore I told, 320 
2 his train he gives his epear and shield ; Twelve cloaks, twelve vests, twelve tunics stiff 
use they enter; and he seeks the field, with gold ; 
ows of shade, with various fruitage crown'd, | A bow], that rich with polish’d silver flames, 
our'd scenes of richest verdure round. And, skill’d in female works, four lovely dames. 
ἃ Dolius, nor his sons were there, At this the father, with a father’s fears: 
vants, absent on another care : (His venerable eyes bedimm'd with tears :) 
ch the woods for sets of flowery thorn, This is the land; but ah! thy gifts are lost, 
rchard bounds to strengthen and adorn. 260) For godless men, and rude, possess the coast : 
I] alone the hoary king he found ; Sunk is the glory of this once famed shore! 
it coarse, but warmly wrapp’d around ; Thy ancient friend, oh stranger, is no more! 
d, that bow’d with many a pensive care, Full recompense thy bounty else had borne ; 330 
with a double cap of goatskin hair: For every good man yields a just return: 
kins old, in former service torn, So civil rights demand; and who begins 
‘l repair’d ; and gloves agaiust the thorn. The track of friendship, not pursuing, sins. 
urray the kingly gardener stcod, But tell me, stranger, be the truth confess’d, 
δι᾽ ἃ a plant, encumber'd with its wood. What years have circled since thou saw’st that guest 7 
1a neighbouring tree, the chief divine That hapless guest, alas! for ever gone! 
"er his sire, retracing every line, 270) Wretch that he was! and that Iam! my son! 
ns of himself! now worn away If ever man to misery was born, 
re, yet still majestic in decay ! "Twas his to suffer, and ‘tis mine to mourn! 
his eyes released their watery store ; Far from his friends, and from his native reign, 340 
ch-enduring man could bear no more. He lies a prey to monsters of the main; 
il he stood, if instant to embrace Or savage beasts his mangled relics tear, 
d limbs, to kiss his reverend face, Or screaming vultures scatter through the air: 
ger transport to declare the whole, Nor could his mother funeral unguents shed ; 
ur at once the torrent of his soul— Nor wail’d his father o’er the untimely dead: 
his judgment takes the winding way Nor his sad consort, on the mournful bier, 
tion distant, and of soft essay : 280} Seal’d his cold eyes, or dropp’d a tender tear? 
116 methods on weak age employs: But, tell me who thou art? and what thy race? 
‘veg the sorrows to enhance the joys. Thy town, thy parents, and thy native place ? 
) his sire, with beating heart he moves, Or, if a merchant in pursuit of gain, 356 
Aha tender pleasantry reproves: What port received thy vessel from the main? 
zging round the plant still hangs his head, | Or comest thou single, or attend thy train? 
ht remits the work, while thus he said; Then thus the son: From Alybas I came, 
is thy skill, oh father! great thy toil, My palace there: Eperitus my name. 
eful hand is stamp’d on all the soil; Not vulgar born; from Aphidas, the king 
adron’d vineyards well thy art declare, Of Polyphemon’s royal line, I spring. 
re green, blue fig, and pendant pear; 290] Some adverse demon from Sicania bore 
one empty spot escapes thy care. Our wandering course, and drove us on your shore ; 
y plant and tree thy cares are shown, Far from the town, an unfrequented bay 
neglected, but thyself alone. Relieved our wearied vessel from the sea. 36C 
me, father, if this fault I blame ; Five years have circled since these eyes pursued 
advanced may some indulgence claim. Ulysses parting through the sable flood ; 
thy sloth I deem thy lord unkind : Prosperous he sail’d, with dexter auguries, 
aks thy form a mean or servile mind ; And all the wing'd good omens of the skies; 
monarch in that princely air, Well hoped we then to meet on this fair shore, 
16 thy aspect, if the same thy care; Whom Heaven, alas! decreed to meet no more. 
Ῥ, fair garments, and the joys of wine, 300] Quick through the father’s heart these accents ran ; 
re the rights of age, and should be thine. Grief seized at once, and wrapp'd up all the man: 
on thy master, say 7 and whose the land Deep from his soul he sigh'd, and sorrowing spread 
i'd and managed by thy ekilful hand ? A cloud of ashes on his hoary head. 
f, oh tell me! (what I question most) Trembling with agonies of strong delight 


ne far-famed Ithacensian coast ? Stood the great son, heart-wounded with the aight: 
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116 ran, he seized him with a strict embrace, 

With thousand kisses wander'd o’er his face— 

I, Iam he; οὗ father, rise! behold 

Thy son, with twenty winters now grown old; 

Thy son, so Jeng desired, so long detain’d, 

Restored, and breathing in his native land : 

These floods of sorrow, oh my sire, restrain! 

The vengeance is complete; the suitor-train, 

Stretch'd in onr palace, by these hands lie slain. 
Amazed, Laéres. Give some certain sign 

(If such thou art) to manifest thee mine. 

Lo, here the wound (he cries) received of yore, 

The scar indented by the tusky boar, 

When, by thyself, and by Anticlea sent, 

To old Autolychus’s realma I went. 

Yet by another sign thy offspring know; 

The several trees you gave me long ago, 


While, yet a child, these fields I loved to trace, 390 


And trod thy footsteps with unequal pace ; 
To every plant in order as we came, 
Well-pleased, you tuld its nature and its name, 
Whate’er my childish fancy ask’d, bestow’d ; 
Twelve pear-trees, bowing with their pendant load, 
And ten, that red with blushing apples glow’d ; 
Full tifty purple figs; and many a row 
OF various vines that then began to blow. 
A future vintage! when the Hours produce 
Their latent buds, and Sol exalts the juice. 
Smit with the signs which all his doubts explain, 
His heart within him melts; his knees sustain 
Their feeble weight no more: his arms alone 
Support him, round the Joved Ulysses thrown ; 
He faints, he sinks, with mighty joys oppress'd : 
Ulysses clasps him to his eager breast. 
Soon as returning life regains its seat, 
And his breath lengthens, and his pulses beat ; 
Yea, I believe (he cries) almighty Jove! 
Heaven rules as yet, and gods there are above. 
"Tis su—the suitors for their wrongs have paid— 
But what shail guard us, if the town invade? 
If, while the news through every city flies, 
All Ithaca and Cephalenia rise ? 
To this Ulysses: As the gods shall please 
Be all the rest; and set thy soul at ease. 
Haste to the cottage by this orchard’s side, 
And take the banquet which our cares provide: 
There wait thy faithful band of rural friends, 
And there the young Telemachus attends. 
Thus having said, they traced the ‘garden o'er, 
And stooping enter’d at the lowly door. 
The swains and young Telemachus they found, 
The victim portion’d, and the goblet crown’'d. 
The hoary king, his old Sicilian maid 
Perfumed and wash'd, and gorgeously array’d. 
Pallas attending gives his frame to shine 
With awful port, and majesty divine ; 
His gazing son admires the godlike grace 
And air celestial dawning o'er his face. 
What god, he cried, my father’s form improves ? 
How high he treads, and how enlarged he moves! 
Oh! would to all the deathless powers on high, 
Pallas and Jove, and him who rules the sky! 
(Replied the king elated with his praise) 
My strength were still, as once in better days 
When the bold Cephalens the leaguer form'd, 
And proud Nericus trembled as I storm’d. 
were I now, not absent from your deed 
the Jast sun beheld the suitors bleed, 
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This arm had aided yours, this hand bestrown 
Our floors with death and push'd the slaughter oa; 
Nor had the sire been separate from the son. 
They communed thus; while homeward bent 
their way ᾿ 
The swains, fatigued with labours of the day: 
Dolius the first, the venerable man; 
And next his sons, a long succeeding train, 
For due refection to the bower they came, 
Call’d by the careful old Sicilian dame, 
Who nursed the children, and now tends the sire 
They see their lord, they gaze, and they admire. 451 
On chairs and beds in order seated round, 
They share the gladsome board ; the roofs resound. 
While thus Ulysses to his ancient friend: 
Forbear your wonder, and the feast attend : 
The rites have waited long. ‘The chief commands 
Their loves in vain; oid Doliua spreads his hands, 
Springs to hia master with a warm embrace, 
And fastens kisses on his hands and face; 
Then thus broke out: Oh long, oh daily mourn'd! 
Beyond our hopes, and to our wish return'd! 46] 
Conducted sure by Heaven! for Heaven alone 
Could work this wonder: welcome to thy own! 
And joys and happiness attend thy throne! 
Who knows thy bless’d, thy wislid return? oh say, 
To the chaste queen shall we the news convey? 
Or hears she, and with blessings loads the day? 
Dismiss that care, for to the royal bride 
Already is it known, (the king replied, 
And straight resumed his seat ;) while round him 
bowa 470 
Fach faithful youth, and breathes out ardent vows: 
Then all beneath their father take their place, 
Rank’'d by their agea, and the banquet grace. 
Now flying Fame the swift report had spread 
Through all the city, of the suitors dead. 
In throngs they rise, and to the palace crowd; 
Their sighs are many, and the tumult loud. 
Weeping they bear the mangled heaps of slain, 
Inhume the natives in their native plain, 
The rest in ships are wafted o’er the main. 430 
Then sad in council all the seniors sate, 
Frequent and full, assembled to debate : 
Amid the circle first Euphites rose, 
Big was his eye with tears, his heart with woes: 
The bold Antinoiis was his age’s pride, 
The first who by Ulysses’ arrow died. 
Down his wan cheek the tickling torrent ran, 
As mixing words with sighs he thus began: 
Great deeds, oh friends! this wondrous man bss 
wrought, 
And mighty blessings to his country brought! £8 
With ships he parted, and a numerous train, 
Those, and their ships, he buried in the main. 
Now he returns, and first essays his hand 
In the best blood of all his native land. 
Haste then, and ere to neighbouring Pyle he fhes, 
Or sacred Elis, to procure supplies ; 
Arise (or ye for ever fall) arise! 
Shame to this age, and all that shall succeed, 
If unrevenged your sons and brothers bleed. 
Prove that we live, by vengeance on his head, 500 
Or sink at once forgotten with the dead. 
Here ceased he: but indignant teans Jet fall 
Spoke when he ceased : dumb sorrow touch'd themall 
When from the palace to the wondering throng 
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tlexs and early sleep’s soft bands they broke;) {Stood in the way, and at a glance beheld 


Medon first the assembied chiefs bespoke: The foe approach, embattled on the field. 
ar me, ye peers and elders of the land, With backward step he hastens to the bower, 570 
deem this act the work of mortal hand ; And tells the news. They arm with all their power, 
er the heaps of death Ulysses strode, 510) Four friends alone Ulysses’ cause embrace, 
2 eyes, these eyes, beheld a present god, And six were all the sons of Dolius’ race : 
now before him, now beside him stood, Old Dolius too his rusted arms put on; 
ht as he fought, and mark’d his way with | And, still more old, in arms Laértes shone. 
blood ; Trembling with warmth, the hoary heroes stand, 
n old Mentor’s form the god belied ; And brazen panoply invests the band. 
9. Heaven that struck, and Heaven was on his | The opening gates at once their war display: 
side. Fierce they rush forth: Ulysses Jeads the way. 
Iden horror all the assembly shook, That moment joins them with celestial aid, 580 
1, slowly rising, Halitherses spoke : In Mentor’s form, the Jove descended maid: 
‘rend and wise, whose comprehensive view The suffering hero felt his patient breast 
ce the present and the future knew :) Swell with new joy, and thus his son address’d ς 
‘0, ye fathers, hear! from you proceed 520; Behold, Telemachus! (nor fear the sight,) 
[19 ye mourn; your own the guilty deed. The brave embattled, the grim front of fight! 
.ve your sons, your lawless sons, the rein; The valiant with the valiant must contend : 
varn'd by Mentor and myself in vain ;) Shame not the line whence glorious you descend. 
ent hero's bed they sought to soil, Wide o’er the world their martial fame was spread ; 
sent hero’s wealth they made their spoil ; Regard thyself, the living and the dead. 
derate riot, and intemperate lust! Thy eyes, great father! on this battle cast, 590 
iTence was great, the punishment was just. Shall learn from me Penelope was chaste. 
1 then my counsels in an equal scale, So spoke Telemachus! the gallant boy 
ash to ruin. Justice will prevail. Good old Laértes heard with panting joy ; 


moderate words some better minds persuade: And bless’d! thrice bless’d this happy day he cries, 
part, and join him; but the number stay’d. 531 The day that shows me, ere 1 close my cyes, 


storm, they shout, with hasty phrenzy fired, A son and grandson of the Arcesian name 
econd all Eupithes’ rage inspired. Strive for fair virtue, and contest for fame! 
case their limbs in brass; to arms they run; Then thus Minerva in Lacrtes’ ear: 

road effulgence blazes in the sua. Son of Arcesius, reverend warrior, hear! 


Jove and Jove’s daughter first implore in prayer, 600 
meet: LEupithes heads the frantic train. Then, whirling high, discharge thy lance in air, 

fur his son, he breathes his threats in air; She said, infusing courage with the word. 

ears them not, and Death attends him there. ‘Jove and Jove’s daughter then the chief implored 
s pass'd on earth; while in the realmsabove ᾿Απά, whirling high, dismiss’d the lance in air, 


> the city, and in ample plain, 


ra thus to cloud-compelling Jove: 541 Full at Eupithes ‘drove the deathful spear: 

presume to search thy secret soul 7 | The brass-cheek’d helmet opens to the wound ; 
wer supreme, oh Ruler of the whole! He falls, earth thunders, and his arms resound. 

ast thou doom’d to this divided state Before the father and the conquering son 

iceful amity, or stern debate? ; Heaps rush on heaps, they fight, they drop, they run. 
‘e thy purpose, for thy will is fate. | Now by the sword, and now the javelin fall 610 
rt thy thought my own ? (the god replies The rebel race, and death had swallow’d all; 

olls the thunder o'er the vaulted skies ;) But from on high the blue-eyed virgin cried; 

ot Jong since thy knowing soul decreed, Hf{er awful voice detain’d the headlong tide: | 

viet’s return should make the guilty bleed? 550 Forbear, ye nations, your mad hands forbear 

me, and at thy will the Futes succeed. From mutual slaughter: Peace descends to spare, 
ar the issue: since Ulysses’ hand ᾿ Fear shook the nations: at the voice divine 

tin the suitors, Heaven shall bless the land. | They drop their javelins, and their rage resign. 

iow the kindred of the unjust shall own; All scatter'd round their glittering weapons lie ; 

the slaughter’d brother and the son: Some fall to earth, and some confusedly fly 

uture day increase of wealth shail bring, With dreadful shouts Ulysses pour'd along, 620 
er the past Oblivion stretch her wing. Swift as an eagle, as an eagle strong. 

hall Ulysses in his empire rest, But Jove’s red arm the burning thunder aims; 

ople blessing, by his people bless’d : Before Minerva shot the livid Hames; 

be peace.—Hle said, and gave the nod δ560) Blazing they fell, and at her feet expired; 

inds the Fates; the sanction of the god: Then stopp’d the goddess, trembled, and retired, 
ompt to execute the eternal will, Descended from the gods! Ulysses, cease ; 

ded Pallas from the Olympian hill. Offend not Jove obey, and give the peace. 

sat Ulysses at the rural feast, So Pallas spoke: the mandate from above 

ze of hunger and of thirst repress'd: The king obey’d. The virgin-seed of Jove, 

ch the foe a trusty spy he sent: In Mentor’s form, confirm'd the full accord, 630 
st’ Dolius on the message went, And willing nations knew their lawful lord. 

30 


END OF THE ODYSSEY. 
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‘painting the manners. This Homer has done in chs 


POSTSCRIPT. ractensing the suitors, and describing the-r way αἱ 

life ; which is properly a branch of comedy, when 

BY MR. POPE. particular busiress it is to represent the manners of 
men.’ 


I CANNOT dismiss this work without a few observa- We must firs: observe, it is the sublime of which 
dons on the character and style of it. Whoever reads 1 1 oinus is writing: that, and not the nature of 
the Odyssey with an eye to the Iliad, expecting to. 57a, poem, is his subject. After having highly 
find it of the same character or of the same sort οἵ, στο θὰ the subimity and fre of the Ihad, he justly 
spint, will be gris:vously deceived, and err against the! 1 es the Odyssey to have less of thoee qualities, 
first pnnciples of criticism, which is, to consider the’. 419 turn more on the side of moral, and reflections 
nature of the piece, and the intent of its author. Thei on human life. Nor is it his business here to de 
Odyssey is a moral and political work, instructive tol. siine whether the clevated spirit of the one, οἵ 
all degre<s of men, and filled with images, examples,| ἢς just moral of the other, be the greater excelleace 
and precepts of civil and domestic life. Homer is). , ποι. 
here a person, Secondly, the fire and fury of which he is speak- 

‘Qui didicit patriz quid debeat, et quid amicis. ing, cannot well be meant of the general spirit aad 

Quo sit amore parens, quo frater amandus, et bospes:| inspiration which is to run through a whole epic poem, 

Qui quid sit palebruin. quid turpe, quid utile, quid BON,| tye of that particular warmth and impetuosity necer 

Plenius et melius Chrysippo et Crantore dicit. sary in some parts, to image or represent actions or 
The Odyssey is the reverse of the Miad, in moral,| passions, of haste, tumult and violence. It is on oc 
subject, manner, and style; to which it has no sort! casion of citing some such particular passages 8 
of relation, but as the story happens to follow in| Homer, that Longinus breaks into this τεδεςῦοδ; 
order of time, and as some of the same persons are] which seems to determine his meaning chiefly to ths 
actors in it. Yet from this incidental connexion! sense. 
many have been misled to regard it as a contination| Upon the whole, he affirms the Odyssey to have 
or second part, and thence to expect a purity of cha-/less sublimity and fire than the Iliad, but be does net 
racter inconsistent with its nature. say it wants the sublime or wants fire. He afirmst 

It is no wonder that the common reader should fall] to be a narrative, but not that the narration is defec 
into this mistake, when so great a critic as Longinus|tive. He affirms it to abound in fictions, not that 
weems not wholly free from it; although what he has] those fictions are ill invented, or ill executed. He 
said has been generally understood to import a severer| affirms it to be nice and particular in painting tbe 
censure of the Odysscy than it really does, if we con-| manners, but not that those manners are ill painted. 
sider the occasion on which it is introduced, and the] If Homer has fully in these points accomplished bis 
circumstances to which it is confined. own design, and done all that the nature of his poem 

‘The Odyssey (says he) is an instance how natural| demanded or allowed, it still remained perfect in ts 
it is to a great genius, when it begins to grow old and| kind, and as much a master-piece as the Iliad. 
decline, to delight itself in narrations and fables. For} The amount of the passage is this: that in his own 
that Homer composed the Odyssey after the Lliad,| particular taste, and with respect to the sublime, Lor 
many proofs may be given,’ &c. ‘From hence, in my] ginus preferred the Iliad: and because the Odyssey 
judgment, it proceeds, that as the Iliad was written| was less active and lofty, he judged it the work of the 
while his spirit was in its greatest vigour, the whole] old age of Homer. 
structure of that work is dramatic and full of action;} If this opinion be true, it will only prove, that 
whereas the greater part of the Odyssey is employed| Homer’s age might determine him in the choice ef 
in narration, which is the taste of old age: so that in| his subject, not that it affected him in the execatina 
this latter piece we may compare him to the setting] of it; and that which would be a very wrong instance 
sun, which has still the same greatness, but not the|to prove the decay of his imagination, is a very good 
same ardour or force. He speaks not in the same] one to evince the strength of his judgment. For had 
strain; we see no more that sublime of the Iliad,|he (as Madam Dacicr observes) composed the Ody» 
which marches on with a constant pace, without] sey in his youth, and the Iliad in his age, both mut 
ever being stopped or retarded: there appears no|in reason have been exactly the same as they now 
more that hurry, and that strong tide of motions and|stand. To blame IIomer for his choice of such & 
passions, pouring one after another : there is no more} subject, as did not admit the same incidents and the 
-he same fury, or the same volubility of diction, so|same pomp of style as his former, is to take offence 
suitable to action, and all along drawing in such in-| at too much variety, and to imagine, that when ἃ maa 
numerable images of nature. But Homer, like the}has written one good thing, he must ever after only 
ocean, is always great, even when he ebbs and re-| copy himself. 
tires; even when he is lowest, and loses himself most} The Battle of Constantine, and the School of 
in narrations and incredible fictions: as instances of | Athens, are both pieces of Raphael : shall we censure 
this, we cannot forget the descriptions of tempests,|the School of Athens as faulty, because it has not the 
the adventures of Ulysses with the Cyclops, and|fury and fire of the other? or shall we say that Re 
many others. But though all this be age, itis the age} phael was grown grave and oid, because he choee to 
of Homer.— And it may be said for the credit of | represent the manners of old men and philosophes? 
these fictions, that they are beautiful dreams, or if|There is all the silence, tranquillity, and eomposure 
you will, the dreams of Jupiter himself. I spoke of |in the one, and all the warmth, hurry, and tumuk i 
the Odyssry, only to show that the greatest poets,|/the other, which the subject of either required: bod 

when their gening wants strength and warmth for the\ af them bad been wagerfect, if they had not been Βα 
pathetie, for the most part employ themselves in\they are. And \et the painter ot gad ba τοῖς of 
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eld, who designs or performs in this manner, it proves! ferent, that onc must have been spoiled in the endea- 
him to have made the piece at a time of life when he|vour to match the other, 
Wan master not only of his art, but of his discretion. Longinns, who saw this poem was ‘partly of the 
Anstotle makes no such distinction between the nature of comedy,’ οὐ σις not, for that very reason, to 
two poems: he constantly cites them with equal have considered it with a view to the Iliad. How 
praise, and draws the rules and examples of epic little any such resemblance was the intention of 
Writing equally from both. But it is rather to the’ Homer, may appear from hence, that, although the 
Odyssey that Horace gives the preference, in the character of Ulysses was there already drawn, yet 
Epistle to Loilius, and in the Art of Poetry. It is! here he purposely turns to another side of it, and 
remarkable how opposite his opinion is to that of shows him not in that full light of glory, Sut in the 
Longinus: and that the particulars he chooses to'shade of’ common life, with a mixture of such quali- 
extol, are those very fictions, and pictures of the, ties as are requisite for all the lowest accidents of it, 
manners, which the other seems least to approve. struggling with misfortunes, and on a level with the 
Those fables and manners are of the very essence of ‘meanest of mankind. As for the other persons, none 
the work: but even without that regard, the fables ‘of them are above whut we call the higher comedy : 
themselves have both more invention and more ἰπ- Calypso, though a goddess, is a character of intrigue; ἢ 
struction, and the manners more moral and exemplar. The suitors yet more approaching to it; the Phwacians 
than those of the Iliad. are of the same cast; the Cyclops, Melanthius, and 
In some points (and those the most essential to the ;Irus, descend even to droll characters ; and the scenes 
epic poem) the Odyssey is confessed to exce! the that appear throughout are generally of the comic 
Hiad ; and principally in the great end of it, the moral !kind ; banquets, revels, sports, loves, and the pursuit 
The conduct, turn, and disposition of the fable is also of a woman. 
what the critics allow to be the better model for epic, From the nature of the poern, we shall form an idea 
writers to follow ; accordingly we find much more of of the style. The diction is to follow the images, 
the cast of this poem than of the otherin the Acneid,/and to take its colour from the complexion of the 
and (what next to that is perhaps the greatest examn-. thoughts. Accordingly the Odyssey is not always 
ple) in the Telemachus. In the manners it is no way ‘clothed in the majesty of verse proper to tragedy, but 
inferior: Longinus isso far from finding any defect in'sometimes descends into the plainer narrative, and 
these, that he rather taxes Homer with painting them sometimes even to that familiar dialogue essential to 
too minutely. As to the narrations, although they are comedy. However, where it cannot support a sub- 
more numerous as the occasions are more frequent, limity, it always preserves a dignity, or at least a 
yet they carry no more the marks of old age, and are! propricty. 
peither more prolix, nor more circumstantial, than the} ‘There is a real beauty in an easy, pure, perspicuous 
conversations and dialogues of the Iliad. Not to description, even of a low action. There are nume- 
mention the length of those of Phenix in the ninth! rous instances of this both in Homer and Virgil : and 
bouk, and of Nestor in the eleventh (which may be| perhaps those natural passages are not the least 
thought in compliance to their characters,) those of pleasing of their works. It is often the same in his 
Glaucus in the sixth, of ‘Eneas in the twentieth, and [1 τ, where the representations of common, or even 
some others, must be allowed to exceed any in the domestic things, in clear, plain, and natural words, 
whole Odyssey. And that the propriety of style, and lare frequently found to make the liveliest impression 


the nurnbers, in the narrations of each are equal, will'on the reader. 
appear to any who compare them. 


To form a right judgment, whether the genius of ' 
Homer had sutfered any decay ; we must consider, in! 


both his poems, such parts as are of a similar nature, 
and will bear comparison. And it is certain we shall 
find in each the same vivacity and fecundity of in- 
vention, the same life and strength of imagining and 
colouring, the particular descriptions as highly painted, 
the figures as bold, the metaphors as animated, and 
the numbers as harmonious, and as various. 

The Ouyssey is a perpetual source of poetry: the 
stream is not the less fnll for being gentle ; though it 
ig true ‘when we speak only with regard to the sub- 
lime) that a river, foaming and thundering in cata- 
racts from rocks and precipices, is what more strikes, 
amazes, and fills the mind, than the same body of 
water, flowing afterwards through peaceful vales and 
agrecable scenes of past»rage. 

The Odyssey (as I have before said) ought to be 
considered according to its own nature and design, 
not with an eye to the Hiad. To censure Homer, 
because it is unlike what it was never meant to re- 
semble, 1s as if a gardener, who had purposely culti- 
vated two beautiful trees of contrary natures, as a 
specimen of his skill in the several kinds, should be 
Slamed for not bringing them into pairs: when in 

oot, stem, leaf and Hower, each was ao entirely dif- 


The question is, how far a poet, in pursuing the 
description or image of an action, can attach himself 
to little circumstances which contribute to form a full, 
and yet not a confused, idea of a thing. 

Epithets are of vast service to this effect, and the 
right use of these is often the only expedient to render 
the narration poctical. 

The great pcint of judgment is to distinguish when 
to speak simply, and when figuratively: but when- 
ever the poet is obliged by the nature of his subject 
to descend to the lower manner of writing, an elevated 
style would be attected, and therefore ridiculous ; and 
the more he was torced upon figures and letters to 
avoid that lowness, the more the image would be 
broken, and consequently obscure. 

One may add, that the use of the grand style on 
little eubjects, is not only ludicrous, but a sort of 
tranagression against the rules of proportion and 
mechanics : it is using a vast force to lift a feather 

1 believe, now I am upon this head, it will be found 
a just observation, than the Jow acuons of life cannot 
be put into a figurative style, without being ridicu 
lous; but things natural can. Metaphors raise the 
latter into dignity, as we see in the Georgics; but 
throw the former into ridicule, as in the Lutrin. I 
think this may very well be accounted for: laughter 
implies Censure ἢ InaMiMale und irralonal Wings tre 
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not objects of ceasure, therefore they may be clevated| clouds; they are obvious to all capacities, and rocisol ας therfore they may be elvvated|clonds; they are obvious to all capacities, and whea 
as mech as you please, and no ridicule follows: bat/they are not evident, they do not exist. 
when rational beings are represented above their real| ‘The most plain narration net only admits of there, 
¢harseter, it becomes rabeulous in art, beeause it is}and of harmony (w hich are all the qualities of style) 
Vicious in morality. The bees in Virgil, were they|but it requires every one of them to render .t pleasag, 
rational beings, wonld be ridiculous by having their] On the contrary, whatever pretends to a share of the 
actions and manners represente don a level with sublime, may pags, notwithstanding any detects in the 
creatures so superior as men; since it would imply|rest ; nay, sometimes without any of them, and gaa 
folly or pride, which are the proper objects of ridi-|the admiration of all ordinary readers. 
cule. Homer, in his lowest narrations or speeches, is 
The use of pompous expressions for low actions or]/ever easy, flowing, copious, clear, aud harmonioas. 
thoughts, is the true sublime of Don Quixote. How|He shows not Jess invention in assembiiog the 
far unfit itis for epic poetry, appears in its being the| humbler, than the greater, thoughts and images: sor 
perfection of the mock epic. tis so far from being/less judgment in proportioning the style ‘and the 
the sublime of tragedy, that it is the cause of all bom-] versilication to these, than to the other. Let it be 
* bast, when pocts, instead of being {as they imagine) | remembered, that the same genius that soared the 
constantly lofty, only preserve throughout a painful) highest, and from whom the greatest models of the 
equal:ty of fustian; that continued swell of language]sublime are derived, was also he who stooped the 
(which rung indiscriminately even through their lowest! lowest, and gave to the simple narrative its uum 
characters, and rattles hke some mightiness of mean- perfection. Which of these was the harder task to 
ing in the most indifferent subjects) is of a piece with} Homer himself, cannot pretend to determine; bat 
that perpetual elevation of tone which the players|to his translator I can affirm (however unequal all hi 
have learnt froin it; and which is not speaking, but) translations must be) that of the latter has been mach 
voc ‘rating. more difficult. 

There is still more reason fora variation of style] Whoever expects here the same pomp of verse, 
in epic poetry than in tragic, to distinguish between, and the same ornaments of diction, as in the Iliad, be 
that Janzuage of the gods proper to the muse who] will, and he ought to be disappointed. Were the 
sings, and is inspired 5 and that of men, who are original otherwise, it had been an offence agama 
introduced speaking only according to nature. Farther,| nature; and were the translation so, it were an offence 
there oughtto be a difference of style observed in the against Homer, which is the same thing. 
speeches of human persons, and those of deities; and] 11 must be allowed that there is ἃ πὶ. ijesty ard kar 
again, in those which may be called set harangues ot] mony in the Greek language, which greatly contnbcte 
orations, and those which are only conversation orto elevate and support the narration. But F must abo 
dialogue. Tomer has more of the latter than any| observe that this is an advantage grown upon the la 
other poet; what Virgil docs by two or three words| guage since Homer's time: for things are removed 
of narration, Homer. still performs by specches : ποῖ from vulgarity by being out of use ; and if the words 

only rephes, but even rejoinders are frequent in him,} we could find in any present language were equally 
ἃ practice almost unknown to Virgil. This renders|sonorous or musical in themselves, they would ell 
his pocms more animated, but less grave and majestic; appear leas poctical and uncommon than those of 8 
and consequently necessitates the frequent use of a}dead one, trom this only circumstance, of being ia 
lower style. The writers of tragedy lie under the/every man’s mouth. J may add to this another & 
same necessity if they would copy nature; whereas advantage to a translater, from a different cause: 
that painted and poctical dicuon which they per-| [omer seems to have taken upon him the character 
petually use, would be improper even in orations! of an historian, antiquary, divine, and professor of 
designed to move with all the arts of rhetoric : this ia! arte and sciences, a3 well as poet. In one or other 
plain from the practice of Demosthenes and Cicero ; lof these characters, he descends into many pece 
and Viryil in those of Drances and ‘Turnus, gives an’ harities, which as a poet only perhaps he would bave 
eminent example, how far removed the style of them) avoided. All these ought to be preserved by a faite 
ought to be from such an excess of figures and orna-| ful translator, who in some measure takes the place 
ments: which indeed fits only that langnage of the} of Homer; and all that can be expected frem him s 
gods we have been speaking of, or that of'a muse under'to make them as poctical as the subject will bear. 
inspiration. Many arts therefore are requisite to supply these de 

To read through a whole work in this strain, is like advantages, in order to dignify and solemnize these 
travelling all along the ridge of a hill, which is not, plainer parts, which hardly admit of any poeucal 
half’ so agreeable us sometimes gradually to rise, and, ornaments. 
sometimes gently to descend, aa the way leads, and| Some use has been made to this end of the style of 
as the end of the journcy directs. Milton, A just and moderate mixture of old words 

Indeed the true reason that so few pocts have imi-, may have an effect like the working old abbey stoaes 
tated Humer in these lower parts, has been the ex-|into a building, which I have sometimes seen to give 
treme difficulty of preserving that mixture of ease|a kind of venerable air, and yet not destroy the 
and dignity essential to them. For it is as hard for/neatness, elegance, and equality, requisite to a pew 
an epic poem to stoop to the narrative with success, work; I mean, without rendering it too unfiminy 
as for a prince to descend to be familiar, without, or remote from the present purity of writing, or from 
diminution to his greatness. that case and smoothness, which ought always to at 

The sublime style is more casily counterfeited than|company narration or dialogue. Iu reading a style 
the natural: something that passes for it, or sounds|judiciously antiquated, one finds a pleasure not 08» 
like it, is common to all false writers: but nature,|tike that of travelling on an old Roman way: bt 
purity, perspicuity, and simplicity, never walk in the! then the road must be as good as the way is ancient 
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the style must be snch in which we may evenly pro- 
ceed, without being put to short stops by sudden ab- 
ruptness, or puzzled by frequent turnings and trans- 
Positions. No man delights in furrows and stum- 
bling-blocks: and let our love to antiquity be ever so 
great, a fine ruin is one thing, and a heap of rubbish 
another. The imitators of Milton, like most other 
AMitators, are not copies but caricatures of their origi- 
mal; they are a hundred times more obsolete and 
eramp than he, and equally so in all places: whereas 
it should have been observed of Milton, that he is not 
Javixh of his exotic words and phrases every where 
alike, but employs them much more where the sub- 
tect is marvellous, vast, and strange,as in the scenes of 
heaven, hell, chaos, &c. than where it is turned to 
the natural and agreeable, as in the pictures of para- 
dise, the loves of our first parents, entertainments of 
angels, and the hke. In general, this unusual style 
better serves to awaken our ideas in the descrip- 
tions and in the imaging and picturesque parts, 
than it agrees with the lower sorts of narrations, the 
character of which is simplicity and purity. Milton 
has several of the latter, where we find not an anti- 
quated, affected, or uncouth word, for some hundred 
lines together; as in his fifth book, the latter part of 
the tenth and eleventh books, and in the narration of 
Michael in the twelfih. I wonder indeed that he, 
who ventured (contrary to the practice of all other 
epic poets) to imitate Homer's lowness in the narra- 
tive, should not also have copied his plainness and per- 
spicuity in the dramatic parts: since in his speeches 
(where clearness above all is necessary) there is fre- 
quently such transposition and forced construction, 
that the very sense is not to be discovered without a 
second or third reading, and in this certainly ought to 
be no example. 

To preserve the true character of Homer's style in 
the present translation, great pains have been taken 
to be easy and natural. The chief merit I can pre- 
tend to, is, not to have been carried into a more 
plausible and figurative manner of writing, which 
would better have pleased all readers, but the judi- 
cious ones. My errors had been fewer, had each of 
those gentleman who joined with me shown as much 
of the severity of a friend to me, as I did to them, in 
ἃ strict animudversion and correction. What assis- 
tance I received from them, was made known in 
general to the public in the orignal proposals for this 
work, and the purticulars are specified at the conclu- 
sion of it; to which I must add (to be punctually just) 
some part of the tenth and fifteenth books. ‘The 
reader will be too good a judge, how much the greater 
part of it, and consequently of its faults, is chargeable 
upon me alone. But this 1 can with integrity affirm, 
that I have bestowed as much time and pains upon 
the whole, as were consistent with the indispensable 
duties and cares of life, and with that wretched state 
of health which God has been pleased to make my 
portion. Atthe least, it is a pleasure to me to reflect, 
that I have introduced into our language this other 
work of the greatest and most ancient of poets, with 
some dignity ; and, I hope, with as little disadvantage 
as the Iliad. And if, atter the unmerited success of 
that translation, any one will wonder why | would 
enterprize the Odyssey; I think it sufficient to say, 
that L{omer himself did the same, or the world would 
never have seen it. 


I designed to have ended this postscript here: but 


since | am now taking my leave of Homer, and of ail 
controversy relating to him, 1 beg leave to be ine 
dulged, if Lake use of this last opportunity to say 
avery few words about some reflections which the 
late Madam Dacier bestowed on the first part of my 
preface to the Hiad, and which she published at the 
end of her translation of that poem.* 

To write gravely an answer to them, would be too 
much for the reflections; and to say nothing con- 
cerning them, would Le too little for the author. It 
is owing to the industry of that learned lady, that 
our polite neighbours are become acquainted with 
many of Homer's beauties, which were hidden 
from them before in Greek and in Eustathius. She 
challenges on this account a particular regard from 
all the admirers of that great poet; and I hope that I 
shall be thought, as 1 mean, to pay some part of this 
debt to ner memory, in what 1 am now writing. 

Had these retlections fallen from the pen of an ordi- 
nary critic [ should not have apprehended their etfect, 
and should therefore have been silent concerning 
them: but since they are Madam Dacier's, I imagine 
that they must be of weight; and in acase where I 
think her reasoning very bad, 1 respect her authority. 

Ihave fought under Madam Dacier's banner, and 
have waged war in defence of the divine [lomer 
against all the heretics of the age. And yet it is 
Madam Dacier who accuses me, and who accuses 
me of nothing less than betraying our common cause. 
She affirms that the most declared enemies of this 
author have never said any thing against him more 
injurious or more unjust than I. What must the 
world think of me, after such a judgment passed by 
80 great a critic; the world, who decides so often, 
and who examines so seldom; the world, who ever 
in matters of literature iy «almost always the slave of 
authority? Who will suspect that so much learning 
should mistake, that so much accuracy should be 
misled, or that so much candour should be biassed 7 

All this however has happened; and Madam Da- 
cier'’s Criticisms on my Preface flow from the very 
same error, from which so many false criticisms of 
her countrymen upon Homer have flowed, and which 
she has so justly and so severely reproved ; | mean 
the error of depending on injurious and unskilful 
translations. 

An indifferent translation may be of some use, and 
a good one will be of a great deal. But I think that 
no translation ought to be the ground of criticism, 
because no man ought to be condemned upon an- 
other man’s explanation of his meaning: could Ho- 
mer have had the honour of explaining his before 
that august tribunal where Monsicur de la Motte pre- 
sides, | make no doubt but he had escaped many of 
those severe animadversions with which some French 
authors have loaded him, and from which even Madam 
Dacier’s translation of the Ihad could not preserve 
him. 

Ilow unhappy was it for me, that the knowledge 
of our island-tongue was as necessary to Madam Da- 
cier in mny case, as the knowledge of Greek was te 
Monsieur de Ja Motte in that of our great author; or 
to any of those whom she styles blind censurers, and 
blames fur condemning what they did not understand 

I may say with modesty, that she knew 1688 of my 
true sense from that faulty translation of part of my 


* Second edition, at Paris, 17]& 
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Prefice, than those blind censurers might have known| done the same without intending that compumest 
of Homer's even from the translation of la Valterie,|for they are also to be found in Exustathius ; and the 
which preceded her own. |wentiment I believe is that of all mankind. I cannet 
It pleased me however to find, that her objections|really tell what to say to this whole remark, ealy 
were not levelled at the general doctrine, or at any|that in the first part of it, Madam Dacier is displeased 
essentials of my Preface, but only at a few particular|that I do not agree with her, and in the last that Ide: 
expressious. She proposed little more than ‘to use'but this is a temper which every polite man shoald 
her own phrase) to combat two or three similes ; and|overlook in a lady. 
1 hope that to combat a simile is no more thanto| To punish my ingratitude, she resolves to expos 
fight with a shadow, since a simile is no better than|my blunders, and selects two which I suppose ar 
the shadow of an argument. the most flagrant, ont of the many fur whieh she 
She lays much weight where I laid but little, and|could have chastised me. Jt happens that che first α 
examines with more escrupulosity that 1 writ, or tnan|these is, in part the translator's, and in part her om, 
perhaps the matter requires, without any share of mine: she quotes the end oft 
These unlucky similes, taken by themselves, may|sentence, and he puta in French what I never wre 
perhaps render my meaning equivocal to an ignorant{in English: ‘Homer ‘I said) opened a new ad 
translator; or there may have fallen from my penjboundless walk for his imagination, and created 
some expressions, which, taken by themselves, like-| world for himself in the invention of fable;’ wha 
wise, may to the same person have the same effect. |he translates, ‘ Homer crea pour son usage un mouse 
But if the translator had been master of our tongue,|mouyant, en inventant la fable.’ 
the general tenor of my argument, that which pre-| Madam Dacier justly wonders at this nonsemeis 
cedes and that which follows the passages objected/me, and [in the translator. As to what I measly 
to, would have sufficiently determined him as to the{ Homer's invention of fable, it ia afterwards parce 
precise meaning of them: and if Madam Dacier had|larly distinguished from that extensive sense in whied 
taken up her pena little more leisurely, or had em-|she took it, by these words: ‘If Horrer was not te 
ployed it with more temper, she would not have an-|first who introduced the deities (as Herodotus my 
swered paraphrases of her own, which even the|gines) into the religion of Greece, he seems the fint 
translation will not justify, and which say, more than; who brought them into a system of macnuinery, for 
once, the very contrary to what I have said in the| poetry.’ 
passages themaclyes. The other blunder she accuses me of is, the mie 
If any person has curiosity enough to read the)taking a passage in Aristotle, ana slie is pleased te 
whole paragraphs in my Preface, on some mangled |send me back to ths philosopher's treatise of Poetrr, 
parts of which these reflections are made, he willjand to her Preface on the Odyssey for my beter 
easily discern that Iam as orthodox as Madame Da-|instruction. Now though [ am saucy enough te 
cier herself in those very articles on which she treats |think that one may sometimes differ from Ariaak 
me like a heretic ; he will easily see that all the dif-| without blundering, and though I am sure one my 
ference between us consists in this, that I offer opin-|sometimes fal] into an error by following Lim se» 
ions, and she delivers doctrines ; that my imagination | vilely ; yet] own, that to quote an author for wha be 
represents Ifomer as the greatest of human poets,|never said, is a blunder; (but, by the way, to correct 
whereas in hers he was exalted above humanity ; 1n-;an author for what he never said, is somewhat wove 
fallibility and impeccability were two of his attri-|than a blunder.) My words were these : ‘ As thereis 
butes. There was therefore no necd of defending|a greater variety of characters in the Iliad, thang 
Homer against me, who, (if | mistake not) had carried|any other poem, so there is of speeches. Evet 
my admiration of him as far as it can be carried,|thing in it has manners, as Aristotle expresses i; 
without giving a real occasion of writing in his de-/that is, every thing is acted or spoken; very lk 
fence. passes in narration.’ She justly says, that ‘Every 
After answering my harmless similes, she pro-jthing which is acted or spoken, has not necesswly 
ceeds to a matter which does not regard so much the|manners, merely because it is acted or spokes’ 
honour of Homer, as that of the times he hived in ;|Agreed: but I would ask the question, whether aay 
and here [ must confess she does not wholly mistake|thing can have manners which is neither acted of 
my meaning, but I think she mistakes the state of the/spoken? If not, then the whole Iliad being almost 
question. She had said, the manners of those times|spent in speech and action, almost every thing att 
were so much the better, the less they were like ours./has manners; since Homer has been proved before, 
I thought this required a little qualification. Icon-jin a long paragraph of the Preface, to have excelled 
fess that in my opinion the world was mended in/in drawing characters and painting manners; aad 
some points, such as the custom of putting whole/indeed his whole poem is one continued occasos 
Nations to the sword, condemning kings and their|of showing this bright part of his talent. 
families to perpetual slavery, and a few others.| To vpeak fairly, it is impossible she conki resd 
Madam Dacier judges otherwise in this; but as to/even the translation and take my sense so wrong δ 
the rest, particularly in preferring the simplic ἘΠ of |she represents it: but I was first translated ignonntly, 
the ancient world to the laxury of ours, which 2 thejand then read partially. My expression indeed was 
main point contended for, she owns we agree. This|not quite exact; it should have been. ‘ Every thisg 
I thonght was well, but am so unfortunate that this}has manners, as Aristotle calls them.’ But sack δ 
too is taken amiss, and called adopting or (if you will)| fault, methinks, might have been spared; sioce if 
stealing her sentiment. The truth is, she might have|one was to look with that disposition she discovers 
said her words; for I used them on purpose, being|towards me, even on her own excellent writings 008 
chen professedly citing from her : though I might have|might find some mistakes which no contest can re 


ἰ 
E 
} 
Ἵ 
; 


POSTSCRIPT. 479 


dress ; as where she makes Eustathius call Cratis-|by public and general acts of worship, others by ἃ 
thenes the Phliasian, Callisthenes the Physician.*|reverend sort of reasoning and inquiry about the 
What a triumph might some slips of this sort have| grounds of it; it is the same in admiration : some prove 
afforded to Homer's, hers, and my enemies, from|it by exclamations, others by respect. I have observed 
which she was only screened by their happy igno-|that the loudest huzzas given to a great man in ἃ tri- 
vance! How unlucky had it been, when she insulted|umph, proceed not from his friends, but the rabble ; 
Mr. de la Motte for omitting a material passage in the|and as I have fancied it the same with the rabble of 
» speech of Helen to Hector, Iliad vi.t if some cham.|critics, a desire to be distinguished from them has 
pion for the moderns had by chance understood eo|turned me to the more moderate, and | hope, more 
‘moch Greek, as to whisper him, that there was noj|rational method. Though I am a peet, I would not 
wach passage in Homer! be an enthusiast ; and though I am an Englishman I 
Our concern, zeal, and even jealousy for our great|would not be furiously of a party. I am far from 
author’s honour were mutual ; our endeavours to ad-| thinking myself that genius, upon whom, at the end 
wance it were equal: and I have as often trembled|of these remarks, Madam Dacier congratulates my 
for it in her hands, as she could in mine. Jt was one|country: one capable of ‘correcting Homer, and 
of the many reasons 1 had to wish the longer life of |consequently of reforming mankind, and amending 
this lady, that I must certainly have regained her good'this constitution.’ It was not to Great Britain this 
Opinion, in spite of all misrepresenting translators|ought to have been applied, since our nation has one 
whatever I could not have expected it on any other| happiness for which she might have preferred it to 
terms than being approved as great, if not as passion-| her own, that as much as we abound in other miser- 
ate, an admirer of Homer as herself. For that was/able misguided sects, we have at Jeast none of the 
the first condition of her favour and friendship ; other-/blasphemers of Homer. We steadfastly and unani- 
wise not one’s taste alone, but one’s morality had|mously believe, both his poem, and our constitution, 
been corrupted, nor would any man’s religion have|to be the best that ever human wit invented: that 
been unsuspected, who did not implicitly believe in|the one is not more incapable of amendment than 
an author whose doctrine is so comformable to Holy|the other ; and (old as they both are) we despise any 
Scripture. However, as different people have dif-| French or Englishman whatever, who shall presume 


ferent ways of expressing their belief, some purely |to retrench, to innovate, or to make the least altera- 
tion in either. Far therefore from the genius for 


. : , which Madam Dacier mistook me, my whole desire 
on Remarques sur le ἀπ ives de TOdyes.)i. but to preserve the humble character of a faithful 


PY De la Corruption du Gout. wanslator, and a quiet subject. 


THE 


BATTLE OF THE FROGS AND MICE. 
BY MR. ARCHDEACON PARNELL. 


CORRECTED BY MR. POPE. 


NAMES OF THE MICE. NAMES OF THE FROGS. 
PsycaRPax, one who plunders granaries. PHYSIGNATHUS, one who swells his cheeks 
TROXARTES, a bread-eater. PELEvs, a name from mud. 
Lrcuomy Lr, a licker of meal. I{yDROMEDUSE, a rulcr in the water 
PTERNOTROCTAS, a bacon-eater. Hypsisoas, a loud bawler. 
Lycuopinax, a licker of dishes. PELION, from mud. 

EMBASICHYTROS, 8 creeper into pots. SEruTL.£vs, called from the beets. 
LYCHENOR, a name from licking. PoLYPHONUS, a great babbler. 
TRoGLopyTks, one who runs into holes. LyMNocHaRis, one who loves the lake 
ARTopHnaGcs, who feeds on bread. CRAMBOPHAGTS, a cabbage-eater. 
TYROGLyYPivs, a chcese-scooper. Lym Nisivs, called from the lake. 
PTERNOGLYPIIUS, a bacon-scooper. CaLaMINTHIUS, from the herb. 
PTERNOPIAGUS, ἃ bacon-eater. Hyprocuaris, who loves the water 
CNIssSODIOCTES, one who follows the steam of |Borsoc#rTes, who lics in the mud. 
kitchens. PRASSOPHAGUS, an eater of gariic. 
S1ITroPHAGus, an eater of wheat. Pevusius, from mud. 
MERIDARPax, one who plunders his share. Prcozates, who walks in the dirt. 


PRAss£U38, called from garlic. 
CRAUGASIDES, from croaking. 


 ® @ Cte 
BOOK I. If worthy friendship, proffer’d friendship take, 
And, entering, view the pleasurable lake: 
To fill my rising song with sacred fire, Range o’er my palace, in my bounty share, 

Ye tuneful Nine, ye sweet celestial quire! And glad return from hospitable fare. 
From Helicon’s imbowcring height repair, This silver realm extends beneath my sway, 
Attend my labours, and reward my prayer. And me, their monarch, all its frogs obey. 
The dreadful toils of raging Mara I write, Great Physignathus I, from Peleus’ race, 
The springs of contest, and the fields of fight ; Begot in fair Hydromeduse’ embrace, 


How threatening mice advanced with warlike grace, | Where by the nuptial bank that paints his side 
And waged dire combats with the croaking race. The swift Eridanus delights to glide. 


Not Jouder tumults shook Olympus’ towers, Thee too, thy form, thy strength and port procs 
When earth-born giants dared immortal powers. 10} A scepter’d king; a son of martial fame; 
These equal acts an equal glory claim, Then trace thy line, and aid my guessing cyes. 
And thus the muse records the tale of fame. Thus ceased the frog, and thus the mouse reple 
Once on a time, fatigued and out of breath, Known to the gods, the men, the birds that fly 
And just escaped the stretching claws of death, Through wild expanses of the midway sky, 
A gentle mouse, whom cats pursued in vain, My name resounds ; and if unknown to thee, 
Flies swift of foot across the neighbouring plain, The soul of great Psycarpax lives in me. 
Hangs o’er a brink, his eager thirst to cool, Of brave Troxartes’ linc, whose sleeky down 
And dips his whiskers in the standing pool ; In love compress’d Lychomyle the brown. 
When near a courteous frog advanced his head, My mother she, and princess of the plains 


And from the waters, hoarse resounding said: 20. Where’er her father Pternotroctas reigns: 
What art thou, stranger? what the line you boast? Born where a cabin lifts its airy shed, 

What chance hath cast thee panting on our coast? | With figs, with nuts, with varied dainties fed. 

With strictest truth let all thy words agree, But since our natures nought in common know 

Nor let me find a faithless mouse in thee. From what foundation can a friendship grow ? 
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rling waters o’er thy palace roll ; 

s high food supports my princely soul. 
Ι6 circled loaves attempt to lie 

lin flaskets from my curious eye; 

6 tripe that boasts the whitest hue, 

ι6 gilded bacon shuns my view, 

ie cheeses, offspring of the pail, 

"d cakes which gods themselves regale. 
ι arts I shine, in arms I fight, 

th the bravest, and unknown to flight. 
arge to mine the human form appear, 
himself can smite my soul with fear; 
: bed with silent steps I go, 

nis finger, or attack his toe, 

idented wounds with dexterous skill ; 
he feels, and only seems to feel. 

we foes which direful dangers cause, 


ls with talons arm’d, and cats with claws! 


false trap, the den of silent fate, 

2ath his ambush plants around the bait ; 
ed these, and dreadful o’er the rest 

nt warriors of the tabby vest: 

jJark we fly, the dark they trace, 

. our heroes of the nibbling race. 

1or stalks, nor waterish herbe delight, 
the crimsen radish charm my sight, 
-resounding frogs’ selected fare, 

ot a mouse of any taste can bear. 

9 the downy prince his mind express’d, 
‘er thus the croaking king addressed: 
ords luxuriant on thy dainties rove ; 
nger, we can boast of bounteous Jove: 
: in water, or we dance on land, 

1 amphibious, food from both command. 
thyself where wonders ask thy view, 


70 


ly tempt those seas ; I'll bear thee through : 


ny shoulders, firmly keep thy scat, 
:h my marshy court, and feast in state. 
d, and lent his back; with nimble bound 


e light mouse, and clasps his arms around, 
mdering floats, and sees with glad survey 91 


ding banks reeemble ports at sea. 
n aloft the curling water rides, 
8 with azure wave his downy sides, 


ghts grow conscious of approaching woe, 


tears with vain repentance flow ; 
s he rends, his trembling feet he reare, 
‘ats his heart with unaccustom’d fears ; 


, and chill’d with danger, longs for shore: 
1 


2xtended forms a fruitless oar. 


nch'd in liquid death, his prayers he spake, 


s bemoan’d him from the dreadful lake: 
,38᾽ ἃ Europa through the rapid sea, 

1g and fainting all the venturous way ; 
ry feet the bull triumphant rode, 

in Crete deposed his Jovely load. 

at Jast ! may thus the frog support 
bling limbe to reach his ample court. 

is he sorrows, death ambiguous grows: 
n the deep a water-hydra rose ; 

his sanguined eyes, his bosom heaves ; 
ts with active rage along the waves. 

d, the monarch secs his hissing foe, 

cs to shun the sable fates below. 

frog! the friend thy shoulders bore, 


1 in swimming, floats remote from shore. 


ps with fruitless hands to find relief, 
r falls, and grinds his teeth with grief; 
3P 
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Plunging he sinks, and struggling mounts again, 

And sinks, and strives, but strives with fate in vain: 
The weighty moisture clogs his airy vest, 120 
And thus the prince his dying rage exprese’d : 

Nor thou that flingst me floundering from thy back, 
As from hard rocks rebounds the shattering wrack, 
Nor thou shalt ’scape thy due, perfidious king ! 
Pursued by vengeance on the swiftest wing: 

At land thy strength could never equal mine, 

At sea to conquer, and by craft was thine. 

But heaven has gods, and gods have searching eyes: 
Ye mice, ye mice, my great avengers rise ! 1 

This said, he sighing gasp’d, and gasping died. 

His death the young Lychopinax espied, 

As on the flowery brink he pass’d the day, 

Bask'd in the beam, and loiter’d life away. 

Loud shricks the mouse, his shrieks the shores repeat ; 
The nibbling nation learn their hero's fate ; 
Grief, dismal grief ensues ; deep murmurs sound, 
And shriller fury fills the deafen’d ground ; 
From lodge to lodge the sacred heralds run, 

To fix their counsel with the rising sun ; 

Where great Troxartes crown'd in glory reigns, 
And winds his lengthening court beneath the plains: 
Psycarpax’ father, father now no more! 

For poor Paycarpax lies remote from shore: 

Supine he lies! the silent waters stand, 

And no kind billow wafts the dead to land! 


140 


BOOK II. 


WHEN rosy-finger’d morn had tinged the clouds, 
Around their monarch-mouse the nation crowds; 
Slow rose the monarch, heaved his anxious breast, 
And thus the council, fill’d with rage, addrees’d : 

For lost Psycarpax much my soul endures ; 

*Tis mine the private grief, the public yours: 
Three warlike sons adorn’d my nuptial bed, 
Three sons, alas, before their father dead ! 

Our eldest perish'd by the ravening cat, 

As near my court the prioce unheedful sat. 

Our next, an engine fraught with danger drew, 
The portal gaped, the bait was hung in view:. 
Dire arts assist the trap, the fates decoy, 

And men unpitying kill my gallant boy. 

The last, his country’s hope, his parent’s pride, 
Plunged in the lake by Physignathus, died. 
Rouse ell the war, my friends ! avenge the deed. 


10 


00] And bleed that monarch, and his nation bleed. 


His words in every breast inspired alarms, 
And careful Mars supplied their host with arms. 20. 
In verdant hulls despoil'’d of all their beans, - 
The buskin’d warriors stalk'd along the plains; 
Quills aptly bound their bracing corslet made, 
Faced with the plunder of a cat they flay'd; 
The lamp’s round boss affords an ample ebield, 
Large shells of nuts their covering helmet yield: 
And o'er the region, with reflected rays, 
Tall groves of needles for their lances blaze. 
Dreadfal in arms the marching mice appear: 
The wondering frogs perceive the tumult near, 
Forsake the waters, thickening form a ring, 
And ask, and hearken whence the noises spring: Ὁ 
When near the crowd, disclosed to public view, 
The valiant chief Embasichytros drew : 

The sacred herald’s eceptre graced bia band, 

And thos bia words exprest a tha εἰσὶν commana 
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Ye frogs! the mice, with vengeance fired, advance, 


And deck’d in armour shake the shining lance; 
Their hapless prince, by Physignathus slain, 
Extends incumbent on the watery plain. 
Then arm your host, the doubtful battle try; 
Lead forth those frogs that have the soul to die. 

The chief retires ; the crowd the challenge hear, 
And proudly swelling, yet perplex'd appear; 
Much they resent, yet much their monarch blame, 
Who, rising, spoke to clear his tainted fame: 

O friends! 1 never forced the mouse to death, 
Nor saw the gaspings of his latest breath. 
He, vain of youth, our art of swimming tried, 
And venturous in the lake the wanton died ; 
To vengeance now by false appearance led, 
They point their anger at my guiltless head: 
But wage the rising war by deep device, 
And turn its fury on the crafty mice: 
Your king directs the way: my thoughts elate 
With hopes of conquest, form designs of fate. 
Where high the banks their verdant surface heave, 
And the steep sides confine the sleeping wave, 
There, near the margin, and in armour bright, 
Sustain the first impetuous shocks of fight : 
Then where the dancing feather joins the crest, 
Let each brave frog his obvious mouse arrest ; 
Each strongly grasping headlong plunge a foe, 
Till countless circles whirl the lake below ; 
Down sink the mice in yielding waters drown'd ; 
Loud flash the waters, echoing shores resound : 
The frogs triumphant tread the conquer’d plain, 
And raise their glorious trophies of the slain. 

He spake no more ; his prudent scheme imparts 
Redoubling ardour to the boldest hearts. 
Green was the suit his arming heroes chose, 
Around their legs the greaves of mallows close; 
Green were the beets about their shoulders laid, 
And grecn the colewort which the target made; 
Form’'d of the varied shells the waters yield, 
Their glossy helmets glisten’d o’er the field; 
And tapering sea-reeds for the polish'd spear, 
With upright order pierce the ambient air: 


Thus dress’d for war, they take the appointed height,| Now front to 


In vain, my father! all their dangers plead; 
To such, thy Pallas never grants ber aid. 
My flowery wreaths they petulantly spoil, 


40] And rob my crystal lamps of feeding oil: 


(Ills following ills) but what afflicts me more, 
My veil that idle race profanely tore. 

The web was curious, wrought with art divine; 
Relentless wretches! all the work was mine: 
Along the loom the purple warp I spread, 

Cast the light shoot, and crose’d the silver thread. 
In this their teeth a thousand breaches tear: 
The thousand breaches skilful hands repair; 

For which, vile earthly duns thy daughter grieve: 


ΙΝ 


50/ But gods, that use no coin, have none to give; 


And learning’s goddess never less can owe; 
Neglected learning gets no wealth below. 

Nor let the frogs to gain my succour sue, 

Those clamorous fools have Jost my favour teo. 
For late, when all the conflict ceased at night, 
When my stretch’d sinews ach’d with eager fight, 
When spent with glorious toil I left the field, 
And sunk for slumber on my swelling shield ; 
Lo from the deep, repelling sweet repose, 


60] With noisy croakings half the nation rose: 


Devoid of rest, with aching brows | lay, 

Till cocks proclaim’d the crimson dawn of day. 18 
Let all, like me, from either hoet forbear, 

Nor tempt the flying furies of the spear. 

Let heavenly blood (or what for blood may flow) 
Adorn the conquest of a nobler foe, 

Who, wildly rushing, meet the wondrous odds, 
Though gods oppose, and brave the wounded gods 
O'er gilded clouds reclined, the danger view, 


70} And be the wars of mortals scenes for you. 


So moved the blue-eyed queen ; her words pe» 
suade ; 
Great Jove assented, and the rest obey'd. ] 


BOOK Iii. 


front the marching anmies shine, 


Poise the Jong arms, and urge the promised fight. 80] Halt ere they meet, and form the lengthening line; 


But now, where Jove’s irradiate spires arise, 
With stars surrounded in ethereal skies, 
(A solemn cotncil call’d) the brazen gates 
Unbar; the gods assume their golden seats : 
The sire superior leans, and points to show 
What wondrous combats mortals wage below: 


How strong, how large, the numerous heroes stride : 
What length of lance they shake with warlike pride; 


What eager fire their rapid march reveals! 

So the fierce Centaurs ravaged o’er the dalea; 

And so contirm’d the daring Titans rose, 

Heap'd hills on hills, and bade the gods be foes. 
This seen, the power his sacred visage rears, 

He casts a pitying smile on worldly cares, 

And asks what heavenly guardians take the list, 

Or who the mice, or who the frogs assist 7 

Then thus to Pallas: If my daughter’s mind 

Have join’d the mice, why stays she still behind? 


Drawn forth by savoury steams, they wind their way, 
100] Transfix and quiver in his panting heart! 


And sure attendance round thine altar pay, 
Where while the victims gratify their taste, 
They sport to please the goddess of the feast. 
Thus spake the ruler of the spacious skies ; 
““™ -~ thus, resolved, the blue-eyed maid replies: 


The chiefs conspicuous seen, and heard afar, 

Give the loud aign to loose the rushing war, 

Their dreadful trumpets deep-mouth'd hornets sound, 

The sounded charge remurmurs o'er the ground; 

Even Jove proclaims a field of horror nigh, 

And rolls low thunder through the troubled sky. 
First to the fight the large Hypsiboas flew, 

And brave Lychenor with a javelin slew ; 

The luckless warrior fill’d with generous fame, 

Stood foremost glittering in the post of fame, 

When in his liver struck, the javelin hung; 

The mouse fell thundering and the target rung: 

Prone to the ground he sinks his closing eye, 

And soil'd in dust his lovely tresses lie. 

A spear at Pelion, Troglodytes cast, 

The missive spear within the bosom past; 

Death's sable shades the fainting frog surround, 

And life's red tide runs ebbing from the wound. 3 

Embasichytros felt Seutleus’ dart 


90 


But great Artophagus avenged the slain, 

And big Seutlzus tumMling loads the plain. 
And Polyphonus dies, a frog renown'd 

For boastful speech, and turbulence of sound} 
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through the belly pierced, supine he lay, Hoarse croaking threats precede: with fatal speed 
»reath'd his soul against the face of day. Deep through the belly runs the pointed reed, 
e strong Lymnochuris, who view'd with ire Then, strongly tugg’d, return’d imbrued with gore, 
tor triumph, and a friend expire, 30| And on the pile his reeking entrails bore. 
heaving arms a rocky fragment cauyht, The lame Sitophagus, oppress'd with pain, 
iercely flung where Troglodytes fought, Creeps from the desperate dangers of the plain: 100 
rrior versed in arts of sure retreat, And where the ditches rising weeds supply, 
rts in vain elude impending fate; To spread their lowly shades beneath the sky; 
mum his sinewy neck the fragment fell, There lurke the silent mouse relieved of heat, 
’er his eye-lids clouds eternal dwell. And, safe imbower'd, avoids the chance of fate. 
‘nor (second of the glorious name) But here Troxartes, Physignathus there, 
ng advanced, and took no wandering aim ; Whirl the dire furies of the pointed spear : 
igh all the frog the shining javelin flies, Then where the foot around its ankle plies, 
iear the vanquished mouse the victor dies. 40/Troxartes wounds, and Physignathus flies, 
readful stroke Crambophagus affrights, Halts to the pool, a safe retreat to find, 
bred to banquets, less inured to fights ; And trails a dangling length of leg behind. 110 
ess he runs, and stumbles o’er the steep, The mouse still urges, still the frog retires, 
wildly floundering, flashes up the deep: And half in anguish of the flight expires : 
‘nor, following, with a downward blow Then pious ardour young Prassxus brings, 
id, in the lake, his unrecover’d foe; Betwixt the fortunes of contending kings: 
ag he rolls, a purple stream of blood Lank, harmlcas frog! with forces hardly grown, 
na the surface of the silver flood ; He darts the reed in combats not his own, 
gh the wide wound the rushing entrails throng, | Which faintly tinkling on Troxartes’ shield, 
low the breathless carcass floats along. 50 | Hangs at the point, and drops upon the field. 
isius good Tyroglyphus assails, Now nobly towering o'er the rest appears 
: of the mice that haunts the flowery vales ; A gallant prince that far transcends his years, 190 
o the milky fares and rural seat, Pride of his sire, and glory of his house, 
me to perish on the bank of fate. And more a Mars in combat than a mouse: 
read Pternoglyphus demands the fight, His action bold, robust his ample frame, 
1 tender Calaminthius shuns by flight, And Meridarpax his resounding name. 
the green target, springing quits the foe, The warrior singled from the fighting crowd, 
through the lake, and safely dives below. Boasts the dire honours of his arms aloud ; 
ire Prernophagus divides his way Then strutting near the luke, with looks elate, 


gh breaking ranks, and leads the dreadful day ;| Threats all its nations with approaching fate. 
»bling prince excell'd in fierceness more; 61] And such his strength, the silver lakes arqund 


rents fed him on the savage boar: Might roll their waters v’er unpeopled ground. 130 
here his lance the field with blood imbrued, But powerful Jove, who shows no less his grace 
as he moved Hydrocharis pursued, To frogs that perish, than to human race, 
illen in death he lies; a shattering stone Felt soft compassion rising in his soul, 
s on his neck, and crushes all the bone; And shook his sacred head, that shook the pole 
vod pollutes the verdure of the plain, Then thus to all the gazing powers began, 
‘om his nostrils bursts the gushing brain. The sire of gods, and frogs,and mouse, and man: 
phinax with Borbocztes fights, What seas of blood I view, what worlds of slain! 
ncless frog, whom humbler life delights; 70] An Iliad rising from a day’s campaign ! 
tal javelin unrelenting flies, How fierce his javelin, o’er the trembling lakes, 
arkness seals the gentle croaker’s eyes, The black furr'd hero, Meridarpax, shakes ! 140 
ed Prassophagus, with sprightly bound, Unless some favouring deity descend, 
Cnissodioctes off the rising ground ; Soon will the frogs’ loquacious empire end. 
drags him o'er the lake, deprived of breath, Let dreadful Pallas wing’d with pity fly, 
ownward plunging, sinks his sou! to death. And make her zgis blaze before his eye: 
w the great Psycarpax shines afar While Mars, refulgent on his rattling car, 
e he so great whose loss provoked the war,) | Arrests his raging rival of the war. 
o revenge his fatal javelin fled, He ceased, reclining with attentive head ; 
irough the liver struck Pelusius dead ; 80] When thus the glorious god of combats said : 
‘ckled corse before the victor fell, Nor Pallas, Jove! though Pallas tako the field, 
ul indignant sought the shades of hell. With all the terrors of her hissing shield ; 150 
iw Pelobates, and from the flood Nor Mars himself, though Mars in armour bright 
ith both hands a monstrous mass of mud; Ascend his car, and wheel amidst the fight; 
oud obscene o’er all the warrior flies, Not these can drive the desperate mouse afar, 
iours his brown face, and blots his eyes. And change the fortunes of the bleeding war. 
‘d, and wildly sputtering from the shore, Let all go forth, all heaven in arms arise ; 
e immense of size the warrior bore; Or launch thy own red thunder from tho skies ; 
for labouring earth, whose bulk to raise, Such ardent bolts as flew that wondrous day, 
2n degenerate mice of modern days: 90| When heaps of Titans mix'd with mountains lay ; 
the leg arrives the crushing wound ; When all the giant race enormous fell ; 
og supportiess writhes upon the ground. And huge Enceladus was hur!'d to hell. 160 


lush’d, the victor wars with matchless foree, Twas thus th’ armigotent advied the gods, 
ud Craugasides arrests his course : When from his throne the clond-compalisr pata, 
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Deep lengthening thunders run from pole to | Broad spread their backs, the ir shining shoulders ree 


pole, 

Olympus trembles as the thunders roll. 
Then swift he whirls the brandish’d bolt around, 
And headlong darts it at the distant ground; 
The bolt discharg’d, inwrap’d with lightning flies, 
And rends its flaming passage through the skies: 
Then earth's inhabitants, the nibblers, shake ; 
And frogs, the dwellers in the waters, quake. 
Yet still the mice advance their dread design, 
And the last danger threats the croaking line; 
Till Jove, that inly mourn'd the loss they bore, 
With strange assistance fill'd the frighted shore. 

Pour’d from the neighbouring strand, deform’d to 

view, 

They march, a sudden unexpected crew. 
Strong suits of armour round their bodies close, 
Which like thick anvils blunt the force of blows ; 
In wheeling marches turn’d, oblique they go; 
With harpy claws their limbs divide below: 
Fell sheers the passage to the mouth command; 
From out the flesh the bones by nature stand 


Unnumber’d joints distort their Jengthen'd thighs; 
With nervous cords their hands are firmly brac'd, 
Their round black eye-balls in their bosom plac‘d; 
On eight long fect the wondrous warriors tread, 
And either end alike supplies a bead. 

These to cal: crabs mere mortal wits agree; 19 
But gods have other names for things than we. 


170} Now, where the jointures from their loins depend, 


The heroes’ tails with severing grasp they read. 
Here short of feet, depriv’d the power to fly; 
There, without hands, upon the field they lie. 
Wrench'd from the‘? kolds, and scatter'd all around, 
The blended lances heap the cumber'd ground. 
Helpless amazement, fear pursuing fear, 

And mad confusion through their host appear: 
O’er the wild waste with headlong flight they go 
Or creep conceal’d in vaulted holes below. 


180} But down Olympus to the western seas, 


Far-shooting Phebus drove with fainter rays; 
And a whole war (so Jove ordain’d) begun, 
Was fought, and ceas’d, in one revolving san. 
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